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45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 



25. DOG-POST-DAY. 



■i Heal Sv.i»i.\,s m' Cr.o'm.-n 



,".'"'■'■_-%' 001), beautiful sex ! Sosnc-tirnes, when 1 see 
s(^& a diamond heart hanging above thy warm 

^•—^2 1 t.hnu weurost a copied heart on thy bosom, 
in order to indicate to Love, Kate, and Slander a com- 
mon mark for their diU'erem, arrows, as the poor soldier 
who is shot kneeling points out to the balls of his com- 
rades, by a heart cut out of paper, the jjIjk'P of the heat- 
ing one ? 

— When this chapter is ended, the reader will no 
longer ask me, why i begin it thus. . . . 

Once Victor came back from a day's walls, when Marie 
ran breathless to meet him with a letter from Matthieu, 
It contained the question whether he would not accom- 
pany him and his sister to-day to Kussewitz via St. Luna. 
Marie's running had arisen merely from a rich messen- 
ger's-fee and gratuity on the part of Mat, who often 
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treated poor people sit (nice: with gouorosity and with per- 
siflage, just aa he thought, his sister at once amiable and 
absurd. To people who knew him, he therefore appeared 
comic when he must have been .serious. But Victor said 
"No "to the request for his company; which was very 
well, for in fact the two bur] already started. I cannot 
determine whether it was alter two or after three days 
that they came back, the sister with the coldest face 
towards him and the brother with the warmest. This 
double temperature could not be wholly explained, but 
only about half, on the ground of discoveries which the 
couple might have made at Tostato's and Count O.'s con- 
cerning his disguise and .his shop-drama. Heretofore 
Jbaeliime's anger hud always been a consequence of his : 
now it was the reverse ; but Ibis vexed him exceedingly. 
Some days alter be was standing with the Princess 
and Joacbime in a window of the Ministerial Louvre. 
The conversation was lively enough; the Princess 
counted over the shops in the market, Joaehime was 
following with her eye the swift zigzag of a swallow, 
Victor was standing secretly on one leg (the other he 
set, only apparently and without resting on it, on the 
floor), to try bow long be could hold out. All at once 
the Princess said, '■ Holy Maty '■ bow can one carry round 
a poor child shut up so in a box ! " They all peered 
out into the street. Victor took the liberty to remark 
that the poor child was ■' made of wax." A woman was 
carrying. a little glass case hanging before her, wherein 
there slept ;i swaddled waxen angel; she begged, like 
the rest, as if for tbis child, find the little one supported 
her better than if it had been alive. The Princess called 
up the new apparition. The woman came in trembling 
with her mummy-chest, and drew back the little curtain, 
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The Princess bent an artistically enchanted "eye on the 
sweet slumbering form, which (like its wax material) 
seemed 'to have been bovii of flowers ami reared in spring- 
times. All beanty penetrated deeply into her heart; 
hence she loved Clotilda so exceedingly and many Ger- 
mans so little. Joadiimc was fond of only one child and 
one beauty, — and e;i<:h was herself. Victor said, " This 
waxen mimic and copy of life had always made him sad, 
and that he could not even sec his own wax counterfeit 
in St. Luna without shuddering." 

" Does n't it stand in a frock-eoat at the window of 
the parsonage ? " asked Jonchhne, becoming much more 
pleasant. 

f Is n't it true," he asked in return, " that you thought, 
some days ago, it was I myself? " He guessed from her 
look her former error, which perhaps hiul contributed to 
excite her against him. 

The father confessor of the Princess now came up and 
added, — after his custom of being complimentary, — 
that, in order to wave him the trouble of a sitting, he would 
draw him the next lime merely from his wax imago. The 
Pater was well known to be a good draughtsman. 

I let circumstances which are less important lie un- 
related, and giiyly proceed. 

It was as early as March, when the higher classes, 
ou account of their sedentary winter sleep, are more full- 
blooded than cold-blooded, — any one who does not un- 
derstand the matter takes for granted that their overflow 
of blood proceeds more from their sucking that of others, 
— when sicknesses leave their visiting-cards in the form 
of recipes with the whole court, — when the eyes of the 
Princess, the embonpoint of the princely ether, and the 
gouty hands of the court apothecary continued the Storms 
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of winter ; it was even then," I say, that Clotilda also 
experienced every day more intensely the influence of 
the winter, and of her doublu withdrawal from' relaxa- 
tions and of her intercourse with her fancies. . . . If I 
must speak sincerely, [ attribute, little to her seclusion, 
but all to the necessity which propriety imposes on Iter 
of intercourse with the noble Mat, with the Schleuneses 
and with other cold-blooded Amphibia;* an innocent 
heart must, in moral frosty wersthtir, [ike alabaster gar- 
den statues in the physical, when the former and the lat- 
ter have soft, absorbing veins, get i:racks, and break. 

Thus matters stood- with Iter osj a weighty day, when 
lie found with her little Julia- This beloved name she 
affixed to the child of the Senior, Flamin's landlord, in 
older to keep alive her sad yearning after her dead Giulia 
by a similarity of sound, by the relic of an echo. " This 
funereal tone," said 'Victor to himself, " is indeed to her 
the welcome distant roll of the hearse which shall come 
to take her to the friend of her youth ; and her expecta- 
tion of a like fate is truly the most mournful evidence of 
a like grief." Tf anything further waa needed to purify 
his friendship from all love, it was this swift falling-off 
of the leaves of so fair a passion-flower; — towards the 
suffering, one is ashamed of the least sellishness. Dur- 
ing the conversation, from which the jealous Julia was 
excluded by not understanding it, the child in a pet 
twitched at the servants' bell; for girls make claims 
to attention eight years ei.trlier than hoys. Clotilda for- 
bade this ringing by a too late interdict ; the little one, 
delighted that she had set in motion the chambermaid, 
who came hastening up, tried again to twitch at the 
cord. Clotilda said in French to the Doctor, " One must 
• Sub Titan, Vol. I. p. SB.-Tr. 
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not give her any command too monarehically ; now she 
will not rest till I have tried my cxt.remest method." 
"Julia!" said she once more, her large eye overflowing 
with love ; hut in vain. " Well, now I am going to die ! " 
said she, already dying away, and leaned her fair head, 
inhabited by a departing genius, h;v]< against the chair, 
and closed her pure eves, which deserved to open again 
only in a heaven. — "While Victor stood in silent emotion 
before the still- tranced one, and thought to himself: "If 
now she should never wake again, and thou shouldst 
vainly snatch her still' hand, and her last word on this 
dreary earth should have been, ' Now I am going to die,'— 
God! would there be any other remedy for the in- 
consolableness of her friend than a sword and the last 
wound? And I should clasp with a cold hand her hand, 
and say, I go with thee I " As he thought thus, and as 
the Kttle one, weeping, lilted the winking right hand, her 
countenance really grew paler, and the left hand glided 
down from her lap; — here was that, sword's sharp edge 
drawn across his heart; — but soon she opened her wan- 
dering eyes ag;.|iu, coming out of the drowsiness of the 
death-sleep to herself and to a sense of shame. She ex- 
cused the transient swoon with the remark, " Ihave done 
as that player * did with the urn of his child : I imagiued 
myself in the place of my (jiulia in her last moments, hut 
a little too successfully." 

He was just on the point of drawing up medical pas- 
toral letters againsl this, consuming enthusiasm, — so much 
does an unhappy love translate i:v<:vy female heart from 
the major tone into the minor, even that of a Clotilda, 

* Tie Greek Polus (in AuIhs GoIIIub, Book VIL Chap.V.), who, hav- 
ing to u.-iin't Elect™ n-itt- Mi!) hour;; of Ores', w. took instead the ashes 
of his own son, who had y.:=: iliou, a::.[ utcsred it'll sorrow. — Tr. 
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whose forehead had a manly elevation, mid whose cliin 
expressed almost more courage than beauty, — when quite 
other pastoral letters arrived. The bearer of them was 
Victor's happier friend Agatha. Send hack with thy 
laugh, thou untroubled one, life into two hearts on which 
death has flung his living cloud-shadows! She fell con- 
fidingly into two friendly arms ; but towards her doctor 
brother, who so long, intend of his whole person, had let 
only his hand, i. e. his handwriting, go to St. Luna, she 
was still shy. But this fault of his, when lie liad avoided 
a house one quarter of a year for reasons, of absenting 
himself from it another quarter of a year without reason, 
— this fault I cannot wholly condemn, because I — have 
it myself. She could viol satisfy her eye, with looking al 
him; her blooming country 1'aeo showed him, instead of 
his present passion-week of grief, a red chalk drawing of 
his and her vanished days of joy in the p arson age-garden. 
He solemnly promised her to be her Easter guest with 
her brother, and. instead of heads and windows, to break 
nothing but egg.-; he rested nol till be was the same old 
Sebastian and she the same old Agatha again. As she 
delivered to the two court- people, smiling only from love, 
the long duodecimo history of the- village and her father, 
not at all as a compiler or epitomist, or in a mutilated 
edition, but in volumes as long as her hi: el -ligaments : then 
did Clotilda and Victor feel how soothing to them was this 
descent from the glittering, sharp court-glaciers into the 
soft vales of the middling stations of life, and they both 
yearned to exchange polished hearts for warm ones. 
Among men and JSorsdori' apples (he best are not the 
smooth ones, but the rough ones that have some warts. 
This longing for sincere souls, too, it may well have 
been, which wrung from Clotilda the assertion, that there 
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were mismatches only between soul*, not between ranks. 
Hence came her growing love for this Agatha, who 
bloomed outside of the forcing-box of a genealogical tree 
only in the common pasture, — a love which the reader- 
arid I in the first volume, from sharp, sighledness, explained 
as the hiding-cloak of another love toward Flamin, and 
which ought to wean us both from bringing a reproach 
upon a heroine, who in tho sequel continually refutes it. 

The superscription of the thick letter-packet which 
Agatha brought was in the handwriting of Emanuel, 
whom Clotilda got to superscribe everything to the 
parson's wife, in order to save her stepmother the 
trouble of — .closing her letters. Madame Le liaut had 
learned this insight, into documents, this Socratic art of 
midwifery, in the ministry, which possesses the right of 
search into the letters of all subjects, because it can hold 
them either as infected or arrested, if it please. While 
the step-daughter, in the adjoining chamber, broke open 
the outer packet, because from its thickness she prophe- 
sied an enclosed communication for the Doctor : the 
latter breathed, by chance — or design, for he had, this 
long lime, established everywhere his deciphering offices 
of women, in the narrowest corner, in every fold of a 
dress, in the marks of books which had been read, — he 
breathed, I said, accidentally on the window-panes, on 
which one can then at once read what st warm finger has 
written thereon. There came out, after the involuntary 
breathing, nothing but French initial H's, sketched with 
the finger-nail. "SI" thought he, "that is singular; 
that is the beginning of my own name." 

His conjectures were interrupted by Clotilda's return- 
ing with a face blissfully cleared of all its clouds, and, 
handing to the thoughtful Medicus a great letter from 
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Emanuel. Upon the heels of this second [ 
lowed, in the phut; of the third, a, piece of news; she now 
disclosed to him, " that Emanuel had at hist enabled her 
to be an obedient, though not believing patient." She 
had, namely, hitherto suppressed the purpose of her obe- 
dience and her spring cme, until ln-i' friend in Maienthai 
had secured her for some spring months a sick-chamber 
at the Abbess's, — the very one Giulia had had, — that 
the fanning of spring niiabl ikon* iif; her drooping pin- 
ions, the incense of flowers heal her torn heart, and the 
great friend enable* A in uni-.al 1'riend to stand upright. 

Victor slipped away hastily, not only from hunger and 
(hirst after what he held in. his hand, but because a new 
flood of thought broke through his old trains of ideas. 
" Bastian I" said Bustian to himself on the way, " I have 
often held thee to he stupid, but so stupid as that — no, 
never. It is sinful that a man, a court-medicus, a thinker, 
should ruminate for mouths, often half-evenings togetfier, 
and yet not bring the matter out, till he hears it, cow for 
the first time. Verily, even the 'S' on the window 
fits ! " The reader and I will take out of his hands the 
thing with which he is stoning himself before our faces; 
for he throws at both of us as well, because we failed to 
guess at anything just as much as he did. In short, the 
unknown happy one who makes the fail- Clotilda unhappy, 
and for wliom she sighs out Iter dumb, shy soul, and who 
for most of her charms has no eye at all, is the blind — 
Julius iii Maienthai. ILaiee her desire to go thither. 

I should like to fill a folio volume with the proofs of 
this : Victor counted them oil' on his liio fingers. On his 
thumb he said, " For Julius's sake she seeks little Julia; 
go, too, is it with Giulia. " At the forefinger he said, 
" The French initial 1 looks like an S without the cross- 
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Stroke." At the middle finger, "Minerva has furnished 
him, indeed, not merely the flute, hut also Minerva's fair 
face, and in fid,- blind CupidWacc Clotilda could lose 
herself without blushing; even from love for his friend 
Emanuel, she might 'have loved him." At the ring- 
finger, " Hence her justification of mis-matches, since 
his citizenly ring-linger is to be joined (.0 her noble one." 
At the little finger, "By Heaven] all this proves not 
the least." 

For now, for the first time, all the proofs came upon 
him in a flood: in the first volume of this book there 
rame often an unknown angel to Julius and said 1 "13c 
good, I will hover round lliee, I will guard thy veiled 
soul, — I go back into heaven." — 

Secondly, this angel or.ro gii.ve Julius a paper, and said, 
"Conceal it, and after a year, when "the birches grow 
green in the temple, lot. Clotilda read il to thee; I take 
my tlight, and thou wilt not hear me sooner than a year 
hence." 

All this fitted Clotilda as if it were moulded on her : 
she could never unfold to the blind one her dying heart, 
— she was going just now to Maienthal (how long is it 
still to Whitsuntide ? ) to. read to him herself the leaf 
winch she had handed to him in the character and mask 
of an angel, — ■finally, she wns going off precisely then to 
St. Luna; in short, everything hits to a hair. 

If the Biographer might venture to put in a word, it 
■would be this; The Mining-Superintendent, the Biog- 
rapher, for his part, believes it all with great pleasure; 
but as to Clotilda, who hitherto has come forth whitely 
radiant from esery pitchy cloud, and on whom, as on the 
sun. Due has so often confounded dovJs with sun-spots, 
he cannot blame her, until she herself hois the example. 
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Victor, as I myself did in the first edition, lias even for- 
gotten many proofo of Clotilda's love for Julius : e. g- her 
warm i ute ]'(!,- 1 in his blindness, arid tier desire of his re- 
covery (in her letter to Emanuel), l-'lamin's obsolete 
jealousy in Maienthal, even the rapture with which, in 
the playhouse, she calls the vale an Eden, and rejects the 
Lethe. 

Victor tore open the packet, and two leaves fell out of 
a large sheet. One of tins notes and llic lai'ge sheet were 
from Emanuel, the other from his Lordship. He studied 
the last, written in double cipher, first; it was as follows :— 

"I come in autumn, when the apples ripen, -—the 
Trinity [his Lordship means the Prince's three sons] is 
found; but the fourth Person [the fourth, merry son] is 
wanting. — Flee from the Palace of the Empress of all 
the Russias [with this cipher the two had concerted tn 
designate the Minister Hchleiincs], but the grand duch- 
ess [Joachime] avoid, still more ; she wants no heart, but 
a princely hat. — In Rome [he means Agnola] beware 
of the crucifix, out of which a stiletto springs! Think 
of the Island, ere thou makest a misstep." 

Victor was astonished jit lirst at the accidental appro- 
priateness of these prohibitions: but when he bethought 
himself that he would have given them to him even on 
the Island, if they had not referred to his more recent 
circumstances, then he was still more astonished at the 
cliannels through which the espionage-despatches of his 
present relations might have reached his father, — (as if 
my correspondent and spy might not have been the fa- 
ther's also !) — and most of all at the warning against 
Joachime. " Oh ! if she were false to me ! " he said, 
sighing, and would not complete the dark picture nor 
the sigh. — ■ — But. he drove both away by the little leaf 
iiroru Emanuel, which read thus: — 
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"My Son: — 

"The dawn of the new your slioritt on my face across 
the snow, as I placed bdbre mc tin 1 paper [Emanuel's sec- 
ond immediately Iblinwiug letrer], upon which I sought 
to impress for the last time my sou! with ail its images 
reaching out beyond this globe. But the flames of my 
soul dart even to the body, and singe the frail thread of 
life ; I was obliged often to turn away my too easily 
bleeding breafet. Prom the paper and from my rapture. 

"I have, my son, written to t.hee with my blood. — 
Julius has now the thought oP God. — The spring glows 
under the snow, and will noon lift itself up out of the 
green, and bloom even to the clouds. — My daughter 
[Clotilda] takes spring by the hand and comes to me, — 
let her take my son with the other hand, and lay him on 
my breast, wherein is a .failing breath and an everlasting 
heart . . . O how melodiously sound around me the even- 
ing bells of life! — Ay, when thou and thy Clotilda and 
our Julius, when we all, we who love each other, stand 
together, when I hear your voices, then shall I look to 
Heaven and say, The evening bells of life sound around 
me too mournfully; I shall for ecstasy die still earlier 
than the eve of the longest day, and ere my sainted fa- 
ther has appeared to me. 

" Emanuel." 



Dear Emanuel, that, alas ! thou wilt do ! The heaven 
of joy presses downward to thy lips, and amidst breezes, 
amidst tones, amidst kiss"es, it drinks up thy flickering 
breath ; for the earthly body which will only graze, not 
pluck, digests only lowly joys, and chilis under the beam 
of a higher sun ! — 
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With emotion I draw aside from Victor's distracted, 
irre cognizable face the veil which covers his sorrows. 
Let us look upon thee, disconsolate roan, who ail going 
to meet a spring where thy heart is to lose everything: 
Emanuel by death, Clotilda by love, Flamin by jealousy, 
even Joachime by suspicion ! Let us look upon thee, im- 
poverished one ; I know why thy eye is still dry, and why 
thou sayst brokenly and with a shake of the head, " No, 
my dear Emanuel, 1 shall not. come, tor indeed I cannot." 
— What ate most deeply into thy heart was, that thy 
true Emanuel should he the very one who still believed 
thou wert loved by his friend. — An undeveloped sorrow 
is without tears or signs ; but when man through fancy 
draws out of his own bosom a heart full of confluent 
wounds, and counts the gashes, and then forgets that it is 
his own, then does he weep sympathetically at that which 
beats so painfully in his kinds, and then he bethinks him- 
self and weeps still more. Victor woulo fain release as 
it were by warming his stiif soul from frozen teal's, and 
went to the balcony window and pictured to himself, 
while the suppressed evening-glow of March burned out 
of the clouds over the hills of ALiicnlhal. Clotilda's mar- 
riage to Julius. — O, in order to make himself right sad, 
he drew a spring day over the vale, the genius of love 
flung open, above the nuptial altar, the blue heaven, and 
bore the sun as Hridal torch without cloud-smoke through 
the pure immensity. — There walked, oil that day, Eman- 
uel transfigured, Julius blind, hut blissful, Clotilda blush- 
ing and long since well agiiin, and every one was happy. 
Only one unhappy one he ;:iw there standing among the 
flowers, namely, himself; he saw there, how this afflicted 
one, chary of words for sorrow, joyous from virtue, more 
familiar and confidential with the bride from coldness, went 
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round among the rest, so unknown, properly so supcrflu- 
0U8 ; how the guiltless pair, with every sign of love, 
reckoned up before him all thai he had lost, or indeed con- 
cealed those sign- from forbearance, because they guessed 
his grief; — this thought. duneo :it liini like, a blaze ; — 
and how at last, as the heavy- laden past* brought all 
his slain hopes and his withered wishes before him, lie 
turned round, when the belnved pair went from him to 
the altar and to the eternal covenant, how he turned 
round inconsohibl y lowanl the slill, emply fields, to weep 
infinitely, and how ho then remained so alone and dark 
in the fair rcgiou, and said to himself: " In thee, no hu- 
man being takes an in Lore? i lo-day, — none presses thy 
hand, and says, ' Victor, why weepest thou so ? ' — Oh ! 
this heart is as full of unspeakable love as any other, but 
it fades unloved anil unknown, and ils dying and its weep- 
ing disturb no one. Nevertheless, nevertheless, Julius ! 
Clotilda! I wish yon denial happiness, and only con- 
tented days." . . . Then he could do no more ; he pressed 
his eyes to his hands and to the window-frame, and gave 
free play to them, and thought of nothing more ; the sor- 
row, which, like a rattlesnake, bad watched with dis- 
tended jaws him and his charmed and writhing ap- 
proaches, now seized and swallowed him and crushed 
him to pieces. . . . 

Soft hearts, ye torment yourselves as much on this 
flinty earth as hard ones do others, — the spark which 
only makes a burn, ye swing round till it becomes a wheel 
of fire, and under the blossoms a sharp leaf becomes to 
you a thorn ! ... . But why, I say to myself, dost thou 
show that of thy friend and open afresh remote similar 
wounds in men who have been healed ? — 0, answer for 
me, ye who resemble him, could you do without a single 
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tear? And since tin; wntis of fantasy an: to be reckoned 
among the joys of fantasy, — a moist eye and a heavily 
drawn breath are the least with which we buy a fair 

■ — ■ Pride — the best coimif.-cpoise to effeminate tears — 
wiped away my hero's, and said to him : "Thou art 
worth as much as they who are more fortunate ; and if 
unhappy love has hitherto made thee bad, how good 
might not a happy love make thee ! " There was still- 
ness in and around him ; night stood in heaven ; he read 
Kin an nnl's letter. 

" My I-Iorion ! 

"Within a few horn's Time has reversed its hour-glass, 
and now the sands of a new year tire trickling down, — 
Uranus strikes for our little eat't.fi the centuries, the sun 
strikes the years, the moon the months ; and on this con- 
cert clock, constructed out<f worlds, human beings come 
forth as images, that utter cries and tones of joy, when 
it strikes. 

" I too come out gladly under the fair new-year's 
dawn, which glc;ims thron^h all the clouds, and flames 
up the high hemisphere of heaven. In a year I shall 
look into the sun from another world: O how my heart, 
for this last time, uuder the earthly cloud, overflows with 
love toward the Father of this fair earth, toward his 
children and my brothers and sisters, toward this flowery 
cradle, wherein we only oner; awake, and amidst its rock- 
ing in the sun only once fall asleep ! 

" I shall never live to sire another summer-day, there- 
fore will I describe the fairest one, on which, with thy 
Julius* I for the first time tremblingly penetrated through 
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luminous clouds, and through harmonies, and fell down 
with him before a thundering throne, and said to him, 
' Overhead, in the immeasurable cloud which they call 
eternity, lie dwells, who has made us and loves us.' 
This day will I to-day repeat in my soul ; and never, 
too, may it he extinguished in ray Julius or my Horion ! 

" I have often said to my Julius. ' I have not yet given 
thee the greatest thought, of man, which bows down bis 
soul and yet erects it again forever; but I will name it 
to thee on the day when thy spirit and mine are the 
purest, or when I die.' 1 lence lie often begged me, when 
his angel had been with him, or when the flute and the 
awe-inspiring night or a tempest had exalted him, 'Name 
to me, Emanuel, the greatest thought of man !' 

" It was a sweet -lu.ly evening, when my beloved one 
lay on my bosom, weeping, under the birch-tree on the 
mountain, and said : ' Tell me why I weep so very much 
this evening? Dost thou, then, never do it, Emanuel? 
But there fall also warm drops from the clouds on my 
cheeks.' I answered: 'There are little warm clouds that 
float round in heaven, ami shake out a few dew-drops ; 
but does not the angel walk up and down in thy soul? 
For thou stretchest out lIiv hand to touch him.' Julius 
said: 'Yes, he stands before my thoughts; but it was 
only thou that I wanted to touch : for the angel indeed is 
gone from the earth, and I long right earnestly for his 
voice. Dreamy shapes unduhite into each other within 
me, but they have no such bright, colors as in sleep, — 
gracious, smiling faces look upon me, and come up to me 
with outspread, shadowy arms, and beckon to my soul, 
and melt away, ere I can press them to my heart.* My 

* See the blind jiirl's song in BuSwer's " Last DayH of Pompeii." 



ssted by G00gle 



16 HESPERUS, 

Emanuel, is not thy lacs, (lien, one among my s 
forms?' Here he pressed his wet face glowingly to mine, 
which seemed to hover before him in shadowy outline ; 
a cloud sprinkled the consecrating water of heaven upon 
our embrace, and I said : ' Wc are softened so to-day only 
by that which encircles us, arid which I now see.' — He 
answered: 'O, tell me what thou soest, and leave not off 
till the sun is gone down.' 

" My heart swam in love and trembled in rapture at 
my words: 'Beloved, the earth is to-day so beautiful! 
that indeed makes man more lender: heaven rests with 
a caress and kiss of love on the earth, as a father on a 
mother and her children, — the flowers and beating hearts 
fidl into the embrace and nestle around the mother. The 
twig gently rocks its singer up anil down, the, flower 
cradles its bee, the leaf its fly and its drop of honey : 
io the open flower-cups hung the warm (ears, into which 
the clouds dissolve the in selves, as if in eyes, and my 
flower-beds bear the rainbow, which is built up on them, 
without sinking. The woods lie nursing themselves at 
the breast of heaven, and having drunken deeply of the 
clouds, all summits stand li.ved in silent bliss. A zephyr, 
not stronger than a- warm sigh of love, breathes along by 
our cheeks among the steaming corn -blossoms, and lifts 
clouds of seed-dust, and one little breeze after another 
plays its antics with the flying harvests of the lands; but 
it lays them at our feel: when it has done, playing. 
beloved, when all is lave, all harmony, nil loves and is 
loved, all meadows unc. intoxicating blossom -chalice, then 
indeed in man also does the lofty spirit stretch out its 
arms, and long to embrace with Ihem a spirit, and then, 
when it folds its arms only around shadows, then it grows 
very sad for inimite, me \ press: hie longing after love.' 
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" ' Emanuel, f am s.td ion,' said my Julius. 

" ' Lo, the sun goes down, the earth veils itself : let 
me still see all and tell it 10 ihee. Now a white dove 
flies dazzling, like a great snow-flake, across the deep 
blue. . . . Now she sails round the gold-spark of the 
lightning-rod, as if around a gMi-teTiina star hung out in 
the day-sky. O, how sin: floats and floats, and sinks and 
vanishes in the tall .(Lowe re of the churchyard! • . . Julius, 
didst thou feel nothing, while I spoke? Ah, the white 
dove was perhaps thy angel, and therefore thy heart 
melted when he was so near thee to-day. The dove does 
not fly up, but clouds of dew, with a silver border, like 
fragments torn from sunuiier-nighfs, jdide across the 
church-yard, and over-spread the blooming graves with 
colored shadows. . . . Now, one such shadow falling from 
heaven swims towards us and bathes our mountain. 
Melt, melt, Heeling night, emblem of life, and hide not 
long from me the sinking sun ! . . . Our little cloud moves 
on into the flames of the sun. . . . O thou gracious sun, 
looking back so softly from behind the shore of earth, 
thou maternal eye of the world, truly thou sheddest 
thy evening light from thee as warmly and slowly as 
trickling blood, and pales! as thou sinkest, but the earth, 
hung up and laid upon thee in fruit^festoons and flower- 
chains, reddens as if new-created, and with swelling en- 
ergy. . , . Hark ! Julius, now the gardens resound, — the 
air hums, — the bird* with their calls wheel across each 
Other's tracks, — the storm-wind lifts its mighty wing, 
and flaps against the woods ; hark ! they give the sign 
that our good sun is departed. 

11 '0 Julius, Julius!' said I, and embraced Ids breast, 
1 the earth is great ; but the heart which rests upon it is 
Still greater than the earth, and greater lhan the sun. . . . 
For it alone Ihhiks (be /p'aiUfl '//ryw/7tt I ' 
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" Suddenly (here came forth a coolness from the death- 
bed of the sun, a* from a grave. The high sea of the 
air undulated, and a broad stream, in whose bed woods 
lay prostrate, came, roarim; hack tlironiih the heaven along 
the path by which the sun had departed. The altars of 
Nature, the mountains, were veiled in black as at a great 
mourning. Man was fastened down to the earth by the 
mist-cloud and separated from heaven. Transparent 
lightnings licked at the foot of the cloud, and the thunder 
smote three times at the black arcli. But the storm 
npreared itself and rent, it asunder ; it drove the flying 
ruins of the shattered prison ibrough the blue, and flung 
the A is me inhered musses of vapor; down below the sky,— 
and for a long time it still coni.imied to roar alone over 
the open earth, tbrou'ih the briaht ami cleansed plain. . . . 
But above it, behind the curtain which it had torn aside, 
glistened the, all-holiest, the starry night. — 

" Like a sun, the greatest thought of man rose in 
heaven, — my soul was borne down when I looked 
toward heaven, it was lifted up when I looked upon 
the earth. — 

" For the Infinite has sowed his name in the heavens 
in burning stars, but on the earth He has sowed his name 
in tender flowers. 

"'0 Julius/ said I, 'hast ibou been good to-day?' 
He answered r 'I have done nothing but- weep.' 

" ' Julius, kneel down and put away every evil thought, 
— hear my voice quiver, feel my hand tremble; — I 
kneel beside thee. 

"'We kneel here on this little earth before immen- 
sity, before the immeasurable, world Coating over us, 
before the radiant circumference of space. Eaise thy 
spirit and conceive what I see. Thou nearest the storm- 
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wind which driven the; clouds around the earth, —but 
thou nearest not the storm-wind which drives the ea.rth 
around the sun, nor'ycl ihc greatest, which blows beyond 
the suns and carries them around a veiled All which lies 
with sun-flames in the abyss. — Step from the earth' 
into the void ether, hero float and see it dwindle to a 
flying mountain, and u-ith si* other particles of sun-dust 
play around the sua, — moviug mountains, after which 
hills * flutter, whirl along before thee, and go up and 
down before the sunshine, — then gaze about thee in the 
round, flashing, high vault, built up of crystallized suns, 
through whose chinks looks the immeasurable night 
in which Jiangs the sparkling arch. — Thou fliest for 
thousands of years, but thou wilt never set foot on 
the last sun-, nor step out into the great niglit. — Thou 
shuttest thine eyes and (Iiinwesl thyself with a thought 
over tho abyss and over the visible universe, and when 
thou openest them again, !o '. there sweep around thee, as 
thoughts do around souls, new streams, surging up and 
down, composed of light waves of suns, of dark drops 
of earths, and new successions of suns stand over against 
each other in tho east and in the west, — and the fire- 
wheel of a new Milky-Way revolves in the stream of 
time. — 'Ay, let an in Unite hand remove me out of the 
whole heaven : thou lookosl back and iixest thine eye on 
the paling, shrivelling sea of suns; at last the remote 
creation hovers now as nothing more than a pale, still 
cloudlet in the depths of night.; thou imaginest thyself 
alone and lookost round thee and — — just as many suns 
and milky-ways llnme up and down, and the pale cloud- 
let hangs still paler between (hem, and out around the 
whole dazzling abyss move nothing but pale, still cloud- 
lets. 

» Flanote with their moons. 
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" ' O Julius ! O Julius ! amidst the onward moving 
fire-mountains, amidst the milky -ways hurled from one 
abyss to another, there flutters a particle of blossom-dust 
made of six thousands of years and the human race, — 
.Julius, who beholds and who cares for the fluttering par- 
ticle of dust which consists of all our hearts? — 

" ■' A star was just now cast down. Fall willingly, 
star caught in the atmosphere of the earth; the stars 
above the earth. also, as well as thyself, fall headlong 
into their distant graves, — the sea of worlds without 
shore or bottom wells up here, dries up there ; the great 
moth, the earth, flies round the sunlight and sinks into 
the light and is consumed; — O Julius, who sees and sus- 
tains the fluttering particle of dust on the moth, in the 
midst of the fermenting, blooming, dissolving chaos ? 
Julius, if every moment witnesses the dissolution of a 
man and a world,- — if time passes over the cornets and 
treads them out like sparks, and grinds to powder the 
carbonized suns, — if the milky-ways dart only like re- 
turning flashes of lightning out of the great gloom, — if 
one procession of worlds after another is drawn down 
into the abyss, — if the eternal grave is never full -and 
the eternal starry firmament is .never empty : my be- 
loved, who then sees and sustains us little mortals made 
of dust? — Thou, all-gracious One. s us tamest us, thou 
Infinite One, thou, O God, thou formes t us, thou seest 

us, thou lovest «S O Julius ! raise thy spirit and grasp 

the greatest thought of man ! There where Eternity is, 
there where Immensity is, and where night begins, there 
an Infinite Spirit spreads out its arms and folds them 
around the great Calling universe of worlds and bears it 
and warms it. I and thou und all men, and all angela 
and all worms, rest on His bosom, and the roaring. 
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beating sea of worlds and suns is an only child in his 
arms. He sees away through the ocean, wherein coral- 
trees full of earths sway to and fro, and sees the little 
worm that cleaves to the smallest coral, which is T, and 
He gives the worm (he nearest drop, and a "blissful heart, 
and a future, and an eye to look up even to Himself — 
yea, O God, even up to thee, even to thy heart-' — 

"Inexpressibly moved, Julius said, weeping: 'Thou 
seest, then, Spirit of Love, poor blind me also ! — 
O, come into my soul, when it is alone, and it rains 
warm aud Still on my cheek?, ami I weep at it and feel 
an inexpressible love: alt, thou good, great Spirit, it is 
surely Thou whom I have hitherto meant and loved! 
Emanuel, tell me yet more, tell me his thoughts and his 
beginning.' 

" ' God is eternity, God is truth, Gild is holiness, — 
He has nothing, He Is all, (lie -whole heart conceives Him, 
but no thought ; and we are. only His thought, when He is 
owrs.* — ■ — All that is infinite and incomprehensible in 
man is his reflection; but beyond lids let not thy awe- 
sttieken thought go. Creation hamjs as a veil, woven 
out of suns and spirits, over the infinite, and the eterni- 
ties pass by before the veil, and draw it not away from 
the splendor which it. hides.' 

" Silently we went hand in hand down the mountain, 
we perceived not the storm-wind for the voice of our 
thoughts, aud when we entered our cottage, Julius said : 
'I shall always think the groaiesl thought of man, amidst 
the music of my ilute, amidst the roar of the storm, and 
amidst the falling of the warm rain, and when I weep 
and when I embrace thee, and when I. am dying I' — And 
Uioii, my beloved llorlou, do so too. 

" Emanuel." 

* Literally, He only thinks us, when n-fc think Him. — Te. 
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Tiie petty woe ot earth, the petty thoughts of earth, 
had now flown away from Iloi-ion's soul, and, after a 
devout look into 1.1 ic open s tarry Ix-aven, lie went, led 
by the hand of sleep, into the realm of dreams. —Let 
us imitate him, and come upon nothing further to-day.* 

* Hera ended Jcilu Pziiii'? -ee^jiid volume. — Tk. 
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were in Coven t Garden, and had wept 
r the tragedy. I would still stay to the 
epilogue, although I should have to laugh 
it. Only, however, from tragedy docs 
s-'ane lead over to comedy. ImL not from the epic; 
in short, man can laugh alter Under, but not after exalt- 
ing emotion. I cannot, therefore, allow a fast reader, 
immediately after the twenty-fifth chapter, to hegin this 
one. In tact, when one sees how they read a hoot, — 
namely, even five times a.s miserably, thoughtlessly, frag- 
men'tarily as it is written — (I speak merely of attention ; 
knowledge ia, of coarse, out of the question during the 
reading, and the author's pen cannot raise the spirits of 
ilie reader, any more lhan the piston can [lie wulcr, beyond 
a certain level) ; how, at the best passages, they turn 
over two leaves at once, — now grapple two unlike chap- 
ters, and now spend four weeks in reading through a 
chapter which ought to have been finished in one sitting; 
how such classic! J readers often hist before a visit, or 
during the twisting ou or in fact the healing of the hair- 
roller, or during the combing out of the hair (which 
absolutely powders i.he sublimes!, chapter) how they take 
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that moment to read one of this Inst kind, or an affecting 
one while scolding ar the whole room; — when one consid- 
ers that such readers comprise most of (hose in Scheerau 
and Flachsenfingeu, those female renders only excepted 
who know how to hit the way into all hooks and men, 
and to whom it is all one what they read or marry, — and 
when one actually learns by sud observation, that, if not 
even the reading-penny which they have to pay for 
the book has power enough to persuade them into the 
enjoyment of aifecihi:.; ami sublime pages, this long period 
will still less constrain them to it, — one must congratu- 
late the German public, which is still nourished by works 
in which, as in turkey-fowls, the best part, is the white. 

As the Vienna Mmjazinc. is also such a turkey-cock, 
and I had a dream last week that my dog wrote for it, 
this will be a fitting place to revoke my error. The 
dream does riol strike me .is strange, — (since my bestial 
correspondent, is likewise named Uofmann,*) — that this 
same beast was the Proicssor swaddled and chrysalized 
into the body of a dog. I certainly never should have 
hit upon the idea that a Professor of " practical elo- 
quence " would in the form of a dog give the world 
printed things, had not once in Paris a fellow got him- 
self sewed up with cmitrnhii.,ul goods in a poodle-skin, in 
order, thus disguised, to make his way through the gate. 
I might have known well enough, from the inequality of 
size between the two creatures, what was in the wind ; "I" 
but I went so far in my era/.y dream as actually to pinch 
and feel of the dog to probe him, when the Professor, 

* Professor Hofmar.n as a throne-storm cr, and his nmgiuhe, where- 
in at the beginning ni' (.lie Involution he took every free-thinker cap- 
tive, are to be sure \«ng rf:;ne forgnUcn ; lmt one may substitute for 
him any the nearest Iran newest German ultra. 

f Literally, " What time o' day it was." — Tb. 
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whom I sought behind this mask, himself in person en- 
tered the door. He at ojice removed all confusion ; I 
imposed on myself, however, as it were to give him 
satisfaction, the penalty of making the whole thing 
known, and of being, into the bargain, his fellow-laborer, 
i. e. his monthly pigeon, which hatches (-very month. . . . 
Many are actually skill, therefore, to have looked in the 
Vienna Magazine (for in (he iicst edition I forgot to state 
that I had only dreamed) for articles by me ; is it pos- 
sible, I ask? 

We left our Victor in suspense under a cloud of dark 
conjectures: now we meet him again in the presence of 
an incident that confirms them all. 

Whoso knows, though oniy by hi.'arsay. the Apothecary 
Zeusel, around whom the whole occurrence revolves, 
knows that he is a hare's-foot.* The said foot — a hare 
and ilii: Devil, 1 ho ugh the whole- skia i- slvipped off, still 
retain the foot — was delighted when a gentleman of the 
court got a dinner out of him and — a laugh upon him; 
he could not keep within the bounds of modesty, when 
a distinguished person made a Cool of him. The noble 
Mat, therefore, often took away his modesty. From him 
he could, like the Fladisenlingeners. hear everything, 
from Victor nothing. I can explain it only by the fact, 
that Victor's satires were general and apt, and improv- 
ing; but men sooner forgive lampoon* than satire, slan- 
der than admonition, jests upon orthodox and aristocrats 
than reasonings about them.t Notwithstanding, though 
Zeusel was again ibis lime the victim of practical jokes j 

* I, e. a poltroon. — Te. 

t Hence in Athens it was allowed Id rhliuule the gods, but not to 
deny thorn. 

t Literally, was k'uukiiit-.'.l a.' o\:,:yhr.;i,k.d ;:..- ytji:ng sailors on first 



ssted by G00gle 



36 HESPERUS, 

and trouncings at Waliliied's hands, he could not fairly 
forgive him for it, but got the pout on the subject. 

It was, namely, just before the lirst of April — many 
have three hundred and sljsty-live ii.rsl. of April's every 
year — when the page made (he apothecary an April 
fool.* In St. Luna three bathing and drinking visitors 
had already arrived, three wild young Englishmen, who 
announced themselves us Urge-mini, but were probably 
only brothers born in succession, not at once. Only 
their souls seemed three twins of (he spirit of freedom 
and fraternity ; they were so republican, that they did 
not even appear at court, and, like every Englishman, 
accounted us all, me and the reader and the Professor 
of Eloquence, as Christian staves, and the enfranchised 
as turnkeys' assistants. The magic influence of a con- 
genial heart soon drew the Kegeiiny- Councillor Flainin 
into their Cartesian vortex.; they had hardly been there 
eight days, when they had held with him a club at the 
Chaplain's. He promised them lor ILaster a sight of 
their countryman Sebastian ; and the noble Matthieu 
he had at the very beginning brought with biro. Mat's 
liberty-tree was merely a satirical thorn-bush; his sat- 
ires supplied the place of principles. Only a single one 
of the three twins, whom the veiy evil one wdth horns 
and buck's feet, — namely, the Satyrf — rode, could 
properly like the biting Kvanyellti and false Apostle of 
liberty ; for in a clear, bright head every word of wit 
and lightning from another assume? a greater lustre, as 
glowworms gleam brighter in dephlogisticated gas. 

When Matthieu saw the parsonage coachman and 
the hired lackey of the Englishmen, the bellows-blower 
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Zcusel, — the twin-brother of the Apothecary, — he de- 
vised something which I will presently relate. The 
Apothecary was notoriously obliged to be ashamed of 
his veritable brother, because lie was a mere bellows- 
blower, and raised no other wind than musical, — -and 
because, furthermore, he had bad inner ears, and, as 
to outer ones, none at all. Nevertheless, as respects 
the latter he had protected himself with a judicial certifi- 
cate which stated, to his credit, that he had lost hia 
acoustic volutes in an honorable way by a surgeon who 
undertook to help his diilicully of heating. But his 
head was his ear. If he held a staff' in contact with the 
speaker or his scat, or if one preached directly over his 
head, he heard very well, llaller relates similar exam- 
ples, e. g. of a deaf person who always thrust a long 
stick against the pulpit as L-oiu'iictor and bridge of devo- 
tion. His deafness, which called him rather to the post 
of a highest state servant than to that of a hired ser- 
vant, was the very thing which secured him the victory 
over the competitors, because Oa to the elder — -so the 
jolly Englishman styled himself — was pleased with the 
fellow's droll posture. 

The noble Mutthicu, whose heart had full as dark a 
hue as his hair and eyes, Injur; the three twins as bait- 
worms on his line, to draw the Apothecary between his 
arm and Flamin's to St. Luna. Zeuael went gladly, 
never dreaming' of the misfortune that awaited him, 
namely, his brother, with whom he had years ago agreed, 
for a certain consideration, that they would absolutely 
not know each other in company. Besides, the bellows- 
blower, in his simplicity, could not. at all comprehend how 
such a distingui shed man as Zcusel could be his brother, 
and adored him in silence afar off; only one thing he 
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could not endure, despite his stupid patience, namely, that 
the Apothecary should pretend to be this first-born. "Am 
not I," said he, " a quarter of an ell longer, and a quarter 
of an hour older than he? " He swore it was forbidden 
in the Bible to sell one's birthright, — and then, like all 
in whom a stupid patience gives out, he was no longer 
controllable. 

The Apothecary, after his first terror at the presence 
of his brother, saw with pleasure that no one knew his 
fraternity; lie proposed, therefore, to imitate the rest, 
and demanded of his servant-brother, as coldly as any 
one, something to drink. The bellows -blower, as he 
bowed down his head that his brother overhead might 
give his commands, surveyed with astonishment and real 
reverence the silver trellised-gates and shackles On the 
feet of Iris kinsman, and his hip-pendant of steel gar- 
lands of watches. Zeusel would gladly — if the page 
could have been trusted — have made believe to the 
Britons that he was deceived, and took the bending-down 
of the deaf man for overdone cringing before courtiers ; 
he would then have been able to add, that Opisthotonos 
towards inferiors is a cramp of the same kind with Em- 
prosthotonos * towards superiors ; — but, as was said, the 
Devil may trust court pages ! 

Meanwhile the Britons hardly noticed the fool with 
his money-purse on his posterior, and merely wondered 
what he wanted there. Their republican flames blazed 
up together with Flaiuin's, and in fact in such a manner 
that the page would have taken them for Frenchmen 
and for travelling agents and circular-messengers of the 
French Propaganda, had lie not been of the opinion 

* Ejiijirostfint'juus is >.ho n-.imp wkiuh btsiuls imai forward. Opis- 
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that only a fool could have anything to do with or be- 
lieve in that. Matthieu had acuteness, but no princi- 
ples, —truths, but no love of truth, — sharpness of per- 
ception without feeling, — wit without purpose. What 
he was after to-day was, hy letting fly grazing shot, to 
fix the Apothecary in the agonising fair that some con- 
nection of ideas or other would lead him every moment 
to the subject of his present brother. Thus ho inci- 
dentally with great success laid the poor hare's-foot on 
the rack of the "larded hare," when he contended ironi- 
cally for nepotism. 

" Popes and ministers," said he. "srive important places, 
not to the first chance-comer, but to a man whom they 
have narrowly proved, because they Lave been almost 
brought up with him, namely, a friend by blood. They 
have too moral a way of thinking to let them, after their 
elevation, no longer know their kindred, nor do they hold 
the court to he a heaven where one never inquires about 
bis fellow-trenchermen condemned to hell. Inasmuch as 
a minister can digest like an ostrich, one wonders that 
he does not also, like the ostrich, toss his eggs full of 
relatives into the sand under I lie burning sun, and trust 
the hatching to accident. But nothing accords less with 
genuine nepotism than this; nay, the very ostrich, by 
night and in colder places, broods in person, and only 
omits it where the sun broods better; so, too, the man of 
influence provides for his cousins only in. those cases 
where great want of merit requires it. I confess, mo- 
rality can as little command nepotism as friendships; but 
the merit is so much the greater, when without any 
moral obligation one covers, as it were, with his family- 
tree, half the steps of the throne." This s melting-fume 
and vapor of satire prepossessed die Unions in his favor, 
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especially as the fume implied noble metals, that is to 
say, the highest impartiality on the part of a son whose 
father was minister. ■ 

While the Apothecary carved the soupe.r, — Mat had 
hegged him to act as grand ir.mjtr traai:hant,-^-]\K friend 
watched the moment when lie had a great turkey-cock 
on the fork, to carve him in the air, as herons do fishes, 
and that, too, in Italian fashion; then the noble page took 
his way over the partitioned turkey -cock, and Poland, 
through the Electorates, till he arrived at the hereditary 
kingdoms, where he stopped to make Ike remark, that 
very naturally the first great Dictator will have raised up 
his own son to sit on his throne alter him : " So had he 
often, at the Flaehsorih^'eiL sbootiu'r-niulehes, enjoyed see- 
ing the children dance about wiih ihe crowns and sceptres 
which their fathers had shot, down, and toss and play 
with them." The deaf man maintained by his gauging- 
rod and linstock, which lie pressed against the table, the 
freest intimacy with the whole elnb, and watehed his 
laboring brother, to see how he sawed and balanced. 
Matthieu, who loved the chief-carver, but the truth still 
more,* could not lor his sake suppress Lis reflections upon 
crowned lirst-boras, but freely remarked, that " One 
should at least among the reigning family, if not among 
the people, have a free choice." 

We do not now think even ;is the Jews do, with whom, 
to be sure, a half- bestial abortion has still the rights of 
primogeniture, hut not, however, an entirely bestial one.*f 
— The bellows-blower was impregnated through the 

* " Sed magia arnica Veritas!" — Tr. 

t See the weekly, railed " Thii Jew," pi'sjf: fljfi, e. ;i'. aceonlbg to 
the Book Lebusck Altera H<i),.nph , a man ivitii u beast's head is a hu- 
jiin.ii lli'.-it-birui, but lu:. mi ari iusei;i, mi entire beast. 
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fallopian tube * of the staff with new ideas of primo- 
geniture, — his brother was inure dismembered with agony 
than the turkey-cock in the air. The Evangelist went 
on: "With the Jews, loo, the hernial iirsUborn, because 
it can never offer a saeri.liee, litis the best food, and is holy 
and inviolable, — the rest of the cattle belong to the class 
of younger sons." .... 

■ — 'fh:i re upon he suddenly and smilingly pronounced 
the compliment: " Only my friend here with the turkey- 
cock makes the happiest exception to my assertion, and 
his respected brother with the staff' there the wretched- 
est; they are, however, twins, and he is only a quarter 
of an hour older thmi the deaf one." He turned com- 
posedly to him of the staff, who had already mobilized t 
his face for war, " Am I not right, a quarter of an hour 
older ? " 

" Yes, may God punish me," said he, " if I am not. 
What says my brother?" 

The Apothecary, fainting, had io let f'iiJl the dividend 
on the fork, though II had already been lightened by the 
cutting off of successive quotients. The bellows-blower 
took a flying survey of nil faces, mid detected on alia 
silent scepticism, which the page by his cold assurances 
made still more legible. " There is nothing in the whole 
ioke," said Zeusel in a low tone, " that can possibly 
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entered upon his proof, and fetched out four long curses, 
as answering to just so mnny syllogistic figures, and bent 
his head before his brother, that he might hand in over 
it his replication. The Apotheeary, who wanted to in- 
validate, not the primogeniture, but only the claim to he 
his brother, and who, on account of doubt as to his title, 
did not care to address him, said imploringly to Mat- 
thieu, " Concede the point to him, for he does not know 
at all what we have hitherto been talking of." 

Quickly and abruptly, then, but with an incredulous 
look, the page said to him, " You shall be right, my 
friend," and added, under pretence of wishing to divert 
him, "You look right fresh and young." 

" By heaven ! " replied he, flaming up, " he there is 
younger; hut he came behind me, as a fellow-traveller, 
into the world in the form of a tobacco-pouch : he is 
woven and twisted together out of the little beggar- 
men* that fell off from me." 

The bellows-blower now tired off all the cannons on 
the wall of his land, exasperated by the vinegar-glances 
and poisonous looks and in audi lioness of his blood-friend: 
he therefore sir etc lied out his thumb mid his little finger, 
and set them like the feet of a pair of compasses on liis 
own face by way of measuring it; then he set out to 
apply the two as a long-measure to the face of his blood- 
friend: ho would then, as man is ten faces long, have 
held his own and the other lh.ee opposite each other, and 
then from their difference in measurement have easily 
inferred their respective statures ; but the Apothecary 
wabbled, and the- bellows-blower ipiile incorrectly planted 
his thumb above the jawbone. Here the thumb, which 
sought to press itself into the soft cheek, was' stopped by 
* So ths spinners call the decayed part of the ootton-wool. 
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something hard and round, arid the servant of the bel- 
lows, by the slipping down of the thumb upon the jaw, 
propelled out of the mouth a ball of wax with which the 
Apothecary had stuffed out as with a padding his sunken 
cheeks, in order to swell up the inlaid sculpture of his 
visage into relievo. The emerging hall knocked over, 
like a nine-phi ball, I ho Apothecary, i. e. upset his equa- 
nimity, and with flashing eyes lie- said to the deaf one, 
who was now on the point of absolutely- striding on to a 
history of his bald head, only this much : " You, man, 
have no bringing up, and your elder brother must plane 
you down first," 

But as the Calonnf * bad already made some headway 
tn the natural history of the baldhead, Zeusel hurried 
off with the excuse that the Court-Physician Horion was 
awaiting him. this evening. The most serious of the Eng- 
lishmen stepped up veiy near to him and said : " Com- 
mend me to the Doctor, and as lie makes such good cures, 
tell him, in my name, you iiro a great fool." 

Hardly had he got out ot' the village, when the Cal- 
cant took pity on the Emigrant, and would fain have done 
with his history of the bald head. The Evangelist, there- 
fore, despatched him after the en raged twin, to catch him 
now in the dark ; and took tip himself in his place the 
historic thread. On an evening — so the story ran — - 
when the court was not at the play, the Court Apothe- 
cary — Heaven knows how — poked out his nut-cracker- 
face from one of the first boxes. Matthieu, who was 
then still page, posted the bellows-blower in the zenith 
of his peruke, namely, in the gallery exactly above him. 
The Calcant let down from above by an invisible horse- 
hair a little hook, which hung like a bird of prey over 

* T)i3 bellows' trea'ler or blower. — Tk. 
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the out-looking peruke, which I hold to be an ideal of 
hair. For it seemed to have grown out from the head 
(from which locks and vergett.e* had king since fallen off) 
as an indigene ami shoot and no one tnok it for an adopted 
fur. The bellows-blower let the book swing and away 
like a pendulum above the peruke, tilS such time as there 
was a certainty of its having fastened into the vergette. 
Forthwith lie made use of his hands as a drayman's 
windlass, and lifted up (as the frost does other growths) 
the whole frisurc by the roots, and slowly drew the 
pig-tail wig like an ascending hair-balloon up into the 
air. The pit and the chief-lover and the lamplighter 
were turned by astonishment into lumps of ice, as they 
saw the tailed comet go up in right invasion to the gal- 
lery. Upon the Apothecary, who felt his head uncovered 
and blown upon by a cold wind, the few natural Lairs 
lifted themselves up with terror, like the artitical ones, and 
when he turned round with his bald skull to look after 
the lifting of his head of hair on the cross, his twin- 
brother (in order not to be discovered) let the whole 
hairy meteor, which wanted to go alter the hair of Bere- 
nice | in heaven, actually tall down before bis face among 
tho people, and looked composedly down at its culmi- 
nation in the nadir, like the rest of tiie gallery. 

During our recital the twins have been pommelling 
each other. The aspirant for primogeniture called out 
there, on the Fiachsenfiugcu road, which was covered 
with the darkness of night, in one continued yell, " Mr. 
Court Apothecary ! " and as lie could not, of course, hear 



t 0«e of the seven stan 
of Ptolemy III., whose h 
where she bad placed it In fulfilment of a 



ssted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 35 

any answer, he was obliged to knock his ear-trumpet 
against every object, to hear whether it said anything. 
At last his probing -rod came in contact with the first- 
born, and lie marched up to him to beg Lis forgiveness 
and return. But the Apothecary was in such a boiling 
and overflowing state, that, when the bellows-blower 
ducked his head to take in his answer, he made up his 
hand into a ball and let it fall like a hell-hammer on the 
sagittal suture of the bended head, whereupon the diving- 
hell gave out a regular tone. The Apothecary, if one 
had rightly understood him ami given him time, would 
by this trip-hammer have made the sutures on the deaf- 
head considerably more prominent; but in this be was 
disturbed by his own brother, who bent his head down 
like a bush, — for the bellows-blower would have inserted 
his ringer?; like ornamental pins into the artificial hair and 
dragged him by that, it' the peruke had been made fast 
on his head, — so that lie could lay his hearing-tube as a 
second backbone so stoutly ami yet so carefully along the 
twin's first, that no one came oil' with compound fractures, 
except the hearing-tube. — Thereupon he said good night, 
and recommended him to keep to the left, in order not 
to lose his way. . . . 

— Had I known that this history would overshadow 
so many leaves, I would sooner have thrown it away. 
-T- The next morning the impudent Matthieu paid a 
visit to ' the cross-hearer, on whose hands the chiragra, 
warmed into maturity by wrath, was burning; he was 
going now — for lie answered every reproach against his 
shamelessneas with a greater — to make the gouty hands 
cat's-paws again to kike fresh chestnuts of fun out of 
the fire. But the Apothecary, whose heart was only 
small, but not black, felt himself too sorely injured, and 
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when Mattbieu, laughing at his complaints, departed 
from him in silence, without even giving himself the 
trouble of an excuse, then the chiragrist swore — and 
there we have the fool again — to upset him. 

Come forth again, my Victor ', 1 yearn for fairer souls 
than these foolish brothers have ! None of us lives and 
reads on so carelessly as not to know in what biographical 
period of time we are living ; ii is, namely, eight days 
before Easter, when Zeusel is on the way to St Luna. 
— Flamin disclosed to our Victor the joke upon the sick 
Zensel. It displeased him altogether, just as writings 
like the Anti-kt/pocf/twdriiw, the Vade-Mecum,* or the oral 
retailers of printed jokes, — the stalest of all compan- 
ions, — disgusted him. He could never set on a bear- 
baiting between two fools : only the sketch of such a 
battle-piece tickled his humor, but not the execution, just 
as he loved to read and imagine cudgel ling-scenes in 
Smollett (the master in thai line), but twvov eared to see 
them. Even of the incarnate bon-mots and hand-point- 
ings at another's body he thought too disparagingly, which 
I, indeed, should be disposed to call dumb wit (just as 
there are dumb sins), and which are the true attic salt of 
small towns ; for true wit. inethiuks. must, like Christian- 
ity, show itself, not in words, but in works. He looked 
upon our follies with a forgiving eye, with humoriatic 
fantasies, and with the ever-recurring thought of the 
universal lunacy of man, and with melancholy conclu- 
sions. When he had once deducted 1 lie bad point, that 
Zeusel came bending before every nobleman as his hired 
beast, till the latter cudgelled him hark, as in Paris one 
can hire lapdogs to go to walk with, — then the vanity of 
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the man, especially as, in other cases, it was good-na- 
tured, indulgent, mid often even witty, was something he 
had little to object to. No one tolerated vanity and pride 
more affectionately than he. " What does a man get by 
it, then," said lie, much too spiritedly, "unless he is a fool, 
or where then shall he leave oil* being lowdy? We must 
either think too well ol' ourselves, or not at all." 

"Victor, therefore, with his sympathetic soul, paid at 
once a friendly and a professional visit to his landlord. 
This mood of his fell in grandly with the Apothecary's 
plan of securing the Doctor's influence against Mat. 

" For this I need nothing," said Zeusel to Zetisel, 
" except to let him sec the intrigues which the Sehleunes 
family is playing against him ; for without me he is not 
raffine enough for that." 

For, in fact, lie holds the hero of the Dog-Post- 
Days — who very willingly le's him — to he a little too 
stupid, merely because the latter was good-natured, 
bumoristic, and confidential towards all men. In fact, 
life in the great world gave him. it is true, mental and 
bodily flexibility and freedom, at least greater than he 
would otherwise have had; but a-, certain external dig- 
nity, which he perceived in his father, in the Minister, 
and often even in Matthieu. lie could never properly or 
long imitate ; he was content to have a higher dignity 
within, and felt it almost ludicrous to be serious on the 
earth, and too small a thing to look proud. Perhaps it 
was for this very reason that Victor and Sehleunes could 
not like each other; a mart of talents and a citizen of 
talents hate each other reciprocally. 

Before I allow the Apothecary to point out all the 
threads of the Sehleunes spider-web, I will merely ex- 
plain why Zeusel was so all-knowing on this subject, and 
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jet Victor so blind. The latter was so, because in trie 
midst of his enjoyments he never set himself .it all to 
the guessing out of indifferent or bud people ; in fact, 
like a bird of paradise, lie floated always in the air of 
heaven, far removed fpom the dirty ground, and, as all 
birds of paradise do on account of the looseness of their 
plumage, always flew against the wind ; bene*, from a 
want of communication, lie did not get oral court news 
till all the Heydiios,* lackeys of pages, and stove -heaters 
had already read them black. — often did not get them 
at all. — The Apothecary is in the opposite case, he- 
cause he has the bad eyes, it is true, but then the good 
ears of a mole, and because in the camera-obscura of his 
congenial heart the forms of kindred tricks more readily 
image themselves ; add to this, that he applies two long 
ear-trumpets — two daughters — ■ to cabinets, or rather 
to their lovers, when they come out therefrom, and over- 
hears by the tubes many a thing, of which I can avail 
myself grandly in the Third Part of this biography. 
There are men — he was one — who will hunt up in- 
telligence without, the least interest in its contents, and 
personalia without reaMa, and who, with no curiosity 
about learning, seek to become acquainted with all learned 
men, — without any care for politics, to know all great 
statesmen, — and without (he least love ibr war, to know 
ii.ll generals, — personally and hy letter. 

It maybe that many a reader of line sense has already, 
from the foregoing, got wind of that which Zeusel will 
now disclose. I give the Apothecary's expose in the 
following abridgment: — 

"The Minister had never been able formerly to draw 
the Prince into his interest, seldom to get him to his 

* Servant- ilrijsici; iti &.i: costnine iif Uu^uriim soldiers. — Tk. 
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house ; to be sure, he had sometime* not omitted to give 
in mii.ri'iiige » <.huvj:]. [<.•:■ wj.ij niijhi pierce him ; but either 
the diverse interest of the daughter's husband was al- 
ways unpropitious to his own, or else the influence of his 
Lordship was. Hence he waa more to be excused than 
condemned for espousing the cause of the weaker party, 
namely, that of the Princess, who at least, in all events, 
wns something, and who perhaps was only concealing 
still her Italian arts. On the whole, then, it was not 
unjust, that one should (■■tn.lon.vor through Matthieu to 
attach the Princess, who has amah frailty, to the house 
of .Sch leu nes, wherein they con strained themselves to 
walk after her external grand keen ess of virtue, while 
they could make up to her by the court page for the 
coldness of her spouse." . . . 

If the reader imagines to himself the worst, he will 
comprehend Victor's incredulous staring and cursing ; 
but he will let. Zeusel have his say out first. 

, " Fortunately the Court^Physioian had done the family 
.the honor of often visiting them; and the Schleuneses 
probably had encouraged him in every way to a more fre- 
quent bestowal of his visits, especially as he thereby 
made the Prince also a familiar guest. Deponent had 
a variety of information on this subject from good au- 
thorilj." . . . 

Victor guessed, what Zeusel from politeness concealed, 
the allusion to Joachime. " Singular, — is it not ? " 
thought he, " that my father writes me almost the same 
thing! But here is a fine complication of purposes! 
I make the Minister my cloak of concealment in my 
designs upon the Princess, and he makes me his in his 
designs upon the Prince." That is what he ought to 
have known without me, that bad men never seek good 
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ones out of love, and tlml Jonchime's heart is nothing 
but a bait in the hands of the Minister ; but poetic men, 
who keep the wings of fancy forever on the stretch, 
are caught, like larks, by means of their outspread 
wings, even in nets which have the widest meshes, 
through which the smooth body of a bird might easily 
slip. Only one word more : why (lid Victor demean 
himself toward the best persons — towards Clotilda, his 
father, &c. — more finely, handsomely, and properly than 
the best man of the world ; and yet towards mediocre 
and bad people conduct himself so clumsily; why? — 
Because he did everything from inclination and regard, 
and nothing from selfishness, and imitation ; worldlings, 
on the contrary, maintain always a uniform demeanor, 
because they never shape it after other people's merits, 
but according to their own designs. Hence his father, 
on the island, among those rules of life which, taken to- 
gether, were a fine covert prophecy of his faults and 
fortunes, gave him this one : One commits the most follies 
a/H-.mff pc.oj.ih whom one docs not respect. 

"Now, as Clotilda pleased the. Prince, this llatthieu, 
who had been a- suitor for her sonic years before, would 
seek to make her one of his conquests, in order, through 
her, to achieve much more important ones." 

Fie 1 cried Victor's whole soul, now I see for the first 
time all the prickles of the crown of thorns which they 
are pressing upon thy heart, thou poor Clotilda! 

" Matthieu would long since have get. farther on with 
his propositions of marriage had he had his present 
prospects (of — an adulterous act) nearer before him. 
Perhaps, too, Matthieu was further anxious about the 
return of her brother (Flamin, on account of her di- 
minished inheritance), although the death of his sister 
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(the source of the inheritance, Giulia) slightly indemni- 
fied him. Hence the Princess loved Clotilda, since the 
marriage of the latteT with Matthieu was only a matter 
of interest. But if it really caiae to an espousal, as 
was prohable, since MattMeu, if only by coarseness, 
would extort it from the Chamberlain," ... (it is a 
peculiar trait of the Evangelist, thai towards the weak 
he was coarse. and often (.0 wards the name person rude 
and then agaiu refined,) . . . "then might Matthieu and 
January exercise themselves in mutual forgiveness; 
and the band of friendship would bind at once four 
persons in different knots. This fourfold concatena- 
tion' no one would then any longer he able to dissolve, 
and all would go to the Devil. The only Dens ex 
machind who could still prevent the tying of this knot 
was the Court-Physician. To him, perhaps, Herr Le 
Baut would not refuse his daughter, as he had helped 
her get the place of maid of honor, — 'which, a.t that 
time, when I was not at liberty distinctly to explain 
myself to you, was precisely my true intention, which 
you guessed quite as well as you executed,' — and as 
the fate of the son (Fhimin. who, according to the 
general opinion, was not. yet visible and acknowledged) 
really lay in the hands of his Lordship. Nor did he 
doubt about gaining the Princess, as lie (the Doctor) had 
hitherto possessed tier favor, and she preferred him to 
Dr. Culpepper. The loss of Clotilda and Agnola would 
clip the Schleuneses' wings." . . . 

Scoundrel! was the curse which Flamin would here 
have vented.) but Victor, who believed that only an 
entire life, not a single action, deserved this moral besom, 
and who to the greatest intolerance of vice joined a 
too great toleration of (he vicious, simply said, — though 
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with more heat than one will now expect, — "0 thou 
good Princess, the German scorpions sit around thy 
heart and wound it with their slin<rs r and for balm pour 
poison into the wound, that it. may never heal ! — Abom- 
inable, abominable calumny ! " Victor loved to praise 
and defend his friend-; too ardently, — and, in fact, from 
his very inclination, to the opposite ; for as, in the mat- 
ter of his own honor, lie calmly and silently opposed to 
the libels of the world the commendatory letters of his 
own conscience, his inclination would, indeed, have led 
him to defend the honor of his friends as coldly as he 
did his own, but it was obedience to his conscience to 
do it (despite the feeling of Its superfluousness) with. "the 
greatest warmth. 

The polite and triumphant smile of Zeusel was a 
second calumny ; the blockhead regarded Victor as a 
dial-plate- wheel or s til king- wheel in the matter, and 
himself as the pendulum. Therefore Victor said, with a 
chagrin compounded of pride aad melinii'lioly : " My soul 
is too far exalted above your court-littlenesses, above 
your court-knaveries ; your stuff inexpressibly disgusts 
me. — O thou noble spirit in Maienthal ! " 

He went away with transpierced heart. The night- 
watchman, who always reminded him in the higher sense 
of time, and of eternity too, called up his teacher's form 
before his weeping soul, — and Clotilda came with her 
pallid looks and said : " Seest thou not yet why I have 
such pale cheeks, and hasten so to the holy vale of 
Emanuel? "■ — and Joacliinio danced by and said, "I 
laugh at you, man char ! " and the Princess veiled her 
innocent face, and said from pride, " Defend me not 1 " 

The reader can easily conceive that Victor held the 
name of Clotilda too great to be so much as suffered 
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to pass his lips in sueh a nei tclibos-l 1 oc>:1 . — as the Jews 
only in the holy city, not in the provinces, took on their 
lips the name of Jehovah. His soul fastened itself now 
on the after-flora of his love, the Agnola besprinkled by 
ZeuseL It was the tiling he could have wished, that 
precisely at this time t.I if merchant Tostato was to arrive 
from Kussewitx to make liis Catholic Erister-confession 
in the city; he could at least insist upon his silence in 
regard to the masquerade-part in the shop, so that he 
might spare the abused Prim-erf at least the pain she 
would feel at a well-meant oltenee, namely, the declara- 
tion of love pasted into the watch. 
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5IN" Passion-week Clotilda, released by the Prin- 
amidst caresses, went to St. Luna. In 
Easter-week she is to carry her heart, full of 
concealed cares, to Maientlial, to more con- 
genial souls, when she has first passed through a pur- 
gatory, namely, through a brilliant ball which the Prince 
gives her — or, to speak more politely, to the Princess — 
on the third Easter-holiday. ... If this flower shall be 
dug out and transplanted by the melon-lever of death 
from my biographical beds, — I throw away my pen and 
cudgel back Spitz, — I have come to be as much accus- 
tomed to her a-j to a betrolhed, — svheve shall I again dig 
cover at court a female character ivhich, like hers, unites 
holy and fine, maimers, JLaver* and t/'iis world, virtue and 
ton, — a heart which (if it. is allowable to compare it with 
anything small) resembles the heart-shaped montre a 
rigitlateur SO tormenting to our hero, that with the index- 
hand of the court hours combines an index-hand of the 
sun's hours and Un: magnet of love? 

Now, we arc still together through all the Easter-holi- 
days ; for Sebastian must go to Pastor Eymann's, to see 
him and the three British twins, aud liis dear Chaplain- 
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ess, and so much else that was dear. He would gladly 
have followed the Regency- Councillor thither on holy 
Easter-eve, .{and it would have been as delightful to the 
biographer as an Easter-pancake, for he is more than 
sated with cities and courts on paper,) but the genius of 
the tenderest friendship beckoned lo him for the sake of 
Flamin and Clotilda, who had both so long wanted and 
so longingly wished each other, and were now reciprocally 
bringing with them to the meeting now wounds, to stay 
behind at least only till Use first Easter-day, as if he 
would ask, "Surely, the first glad looks of brother and 
sister so long held asunder, my unhappy Sebastian will 
not wish to disturb?" — "No, surely 1" answered his tear. 

The city was now emptied of hi- loved ones. — Pas- 
sion-week was truly one to him, — -not even the Princess, 
as h were the e.leclrojihorus of his love-llame blown back 
upon Ids own heart, had for a long time been visible to 
him, — for in this mood he could not go to Joachime's 

■ — when the father-confessor of the Princess, who 

to-day had confessed to him (on holy Easter-eve), called 
upon him and unfolded before him a medical bulletin of 
the state of her eyes, and scolded at him in a friendly 
manner, that the Court- Confessor, instead of bringing 
remission of sins to the Court- Physician, had to bring 
the sins themselves before his conscience. "I was on 
the point of making a journey to-morrow," said Victor. — 
" Very well ! " said the Pater, - the Princess desires your 
help this very day." 

On the way he said to himself: " Has, then, Tostato 
forsworn his Easter confession, that now at evening 
he still has not arrived ? and where the devil will he 
be to-morrow ? " — Here ! answered — Tostato behind! 
him. — Such a jolly penitent no sacristy had ever yet seen. 
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The child of fun ami deviltry and penance told the reason 
of his wild delight : " The Princess had to-day, as his 
countrywoman, bought out half his shop." Before Victor 
had arrayed on his face in rank and file those serious 
looks, with which he was going to entreat of him silence 
on the subject of his mercantile vicariate, — I mean, his 
shop-keeping,- — ■ the skipping penitent gladdened him with 
the news, that the Princess bad inquired after his and 
her countrymen, his as&ocies, and that he had not at 
all concealed from her, that somebody had once been 
of the latter without being of the former, namely, her 
Court-Physician himself. — " Thunder ! " said the . . . 

The poor fool of a merchant meant it. well, and there 
was nothing further to be done about it than to investi- 
gate, whether A^nola'H questioning had not been mere 
accident; whether she still had the watch, or had ever 
opened it ; whether no wind had blown away the decla- 
ration of love as a sister-wind ! 

After all it was a matter of grave consideration that 
the Pater and the Merchant, the evil eyes and the good 
news, should fall upon precisely the same time : this 30th 
of March, Easter-eve. As this visit is a very memora- 
ble one for my hero, I beg every one to settle himself 
down very comfortably, and split open beforehand the 
leaves of this narrative, stuck together with bookbinder's 
gilding, and to listen like a spy. 

When Victor reached the palace, the Pater encoun- 
tered him, who said he would go in too. Tt was fortu- 
nate ; for without this guide lie would hardly have 
found his path througli a labyrinth of apartments into 
flie altered cabinet of the patient. And with him went 
as a pewit through all the rooms the apprehension of 
seeing on the face of (he Princess an Indictment against 
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the encased Billet-doux ; liut not so much as an initial let- 
ter or the ruhrum of a sentence was seen upon her face, 
as he came before her. ami his Ihundor-cloud had passed 
aside. At least his was repelled by one which hung 
over the Princess herself; that is to say, she was ill, 
but not merely in the eyes ; and a second message which 
was sent to fetch him had just missed him. She received 
him in bed, — not on account of her sickness, but of 
her station; for with ladies of some rank the bed is 
the residence, — the moss-hunk, — the high-altar, — the 
royal palace, — in short, the princely chair and seat. 
Like the philosopher Descartes, Ihc Abbot Galiani, and 
old Shandy, they can think m*d work best in tills hot- 
house. Although she lay in lied, nevertheless she was, 
as we said, not well, but was attacked with pain in head 
and eyes. She had therefore In-day sent away all her 
domestics, except a chambermaid who loved her very 
much, and the fly on the wall who plagued her, and our 
Doctor who omitted one of the two things. I should 
have been glad to reckon in a sedentary court-dame in 
a picture-cabinet that stood open; hut she sat so dumb 
and motionless, lhat Victor swore she was either a knee- 
piece, or — a German lady,— -or both. It spared the 
scalded eyes of the Princess quite as much pain as it 
gave well eyes pleasure, that the green light-screen, and 
the green satin tapestry, and the green satin curtains in 
the sick-cabinet conspired to shed an undulating blue elare- 
obscure. A single wax taper stood on a candlestick, 
which was enchased by all the seasous, that is, in sculp- 
ture, — upon which custom, of the great not to enjoy na- 
ture except in counters, in ejfigie and copy-paper, never 
in naturd itself, I can here state neither ray opinion nor 
ils reasons, because it would require a whole 
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EXTRA-LEAF 



in order, among so many possible reasons why they 
everywhere — on tapestry, on the dessus des partes, des 
trumeaux* des chcmijiies, on vases, on candle-slicks, on 
plats de menage, f tm suu tier-stands, in their gardens, 
on every trifle — love to see a landscape which they 
never tread, a Salvntor-Rosa rod; which they never 
climb ... I say. because among so many reasons why 
they do this and concede to old Nature this jus ima- 
ginum, the true one could be picked out only by an 
Extra-Leaf, as only such could fully decide whether it 
ai'ose from the fact that Nature, at the eternal parting 
had given them her picture, as a mistress does to her 
lover, — or from the fact that the artists love best to 
offer them, as to the old gods, precisely what they hate, 
— or that they resemble the Emperor Constantine, who 
at the selfsame time abolished the true cross, and multi- 
plied and con se era led images of the same, — or that from 
a finer feeling they fancy less the enduring but mosaic 
pictures of Nature, in which whole mountain ridges are 
the mosaic-pebbles, than the more delicate, hut smaller 
puzzle -pictures of the artists, — or that they would re- 
semble people (if there were such) who should cause to 
be painted on the theatre curtain the whole opera with 
all the decorations, in order to spare themselves the 

raising of the curtain and the seeing of the acts 

and yet, if the Extra-Leaf were in the very midst of 
deciding, every one would, from canine hunger after mere 
incidents, take French leave and run out after nothing 
but the confirmation of (he incidents, and the 
EM of tfie Extra-Leaf 
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The Princess had two coverings, of which he loved 
the one and haled the other very much. The beloved 
one was a veil, which was a healing-bandage to her in- 
flamed eyes ; but such a thing was to him the foil and 
setting of the female face, and he pledged himself to 
defend, as Respondent and Prases at mice, the proposi- 
tion, that virtue wawjiovei' belter rewarded with beauty 
than in St. Ferieux:* at B e sail con ; for at the feast of 
morals there the best maiden u;t:ts a veil wortli six livres. 

— The hated covering was the glove?,, against which he 
universally threw down hi,-* rdove of defiance, "Let a 
lady," he said in Hanover, "once dare to draw against 
me, that is her hand, and light with that without 
the help of the Esau's hands against the Esau's hands, 
and say, one must not take them off except in bed. — 
There, at most, must she put them on, I might reply ; 
hut I will ask : Of what use then; finally, are the love- 
liest hands which 1 see, if they always lie under their 
wing-sheaths, as if we men were Persian kings ? And 
is it then too severe, if one tells those persons to their 
faces, who wear such imitation-hands of silk or leather, 
that they resemble the Venus fie' Medici, even to the very 
hands ? t I pause for a reply ! " 

In fact, in this dark green cabinet, almost everything 

— except Agnola,'^ beautiful Roman shoulders — is cov- 
vered up; even two images of saints were so. For a 
painted image of Mary with a real metallic crown — it 
was not meant for an emblem of princes with mock- 
heads under genuine crowns — was hidden by the cedars 
of the bed-plumes, and over a very fine St. Sebastian 
by Titian — copied from the Barbarigo palace in Venice 
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— (the man looked, with his arrows, like a hedgehog, 
and yet hung close by her pillow)-— she had drawn the 
bed-curtain, when his namesake without the arrows 
arrived, who rather adored than was adored. Many 
have assured me since, that it was a Sebastian of Van- 
dyk's, from the Diisseldor;' gallery; but farther on I 
shall show why not. 

Except a female eye re. hosing behind a veil, no finer 
specimen of nature's loveliness visits, methinks, us mor- 
tals (the Devil has gor. in here six final S's in succession) 
than one which is just in the act of laying it aside. The 
poor Doctor had to meet the oiil-dashing of such a lovely 
glow — when he was about, to proceed as oculist — that he 
at once proceeded as Protoi.ucdieus"* of her head, in order 
to take her hand and thereby save himself. For while 
she stripped off from her hand the glove-eallus — they 
were, however, only half-gloves with bare fingers, or 
semi-wing-sheaths, i. e. he.miptera, — then, was the Doiv- 
tor, because she had to look down at what she was doing, 
in the greatest possible security, and the Greek fire shot 
quite by him. Hence has there been inserted with just 
forethought in the fire -regulations of molality a whole, 
almost too long article, which forbids young girls to go 
about with their eyes exposed, as if with an uncovered 
light, in a parlor oi' company, because Ihere is so much 
inflammable stuff lodged there, — all of us in 'a body, — 
but they must bury them, in a stocking, which they are 
knitting, or an embroidery frame, or a thick book — e. g. 
the Dog- Post-Days — as in a lantern, 

— It is really a pity : since the public and I have been 
in the princely chamber, one tail — I mean one digres- 
sion a la Sterne — has followed another. — 
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The princely pulse went ill ;i somewhat more feverish 
rale than even his who here descrihes it. Shortly before 
he came, she had taken off from her eyes a warm band- 
age of roast apples. She desired a temporary bandage, 
while they should be preparing that which the doctor 
prescribed. But now in the darkness, in this confusion of 
the twilight, he could not, in all the four comers of his 
brain, or the eight lesser bruins of the fourth central 
chamber, muster up a single oculist, exempt Dr. von Eo- 
senstcin, who started up within there and advised Lira to 
advise the spreading ol' powdered saffron, one fifth cam- 
phor, and melted wmter-apiilea on lint, of line linen. The 
chambermaid was sent to oversee or order the prepara- 
tion of the recipe, after she had first bound a black taffeta 
ribbon with the apple poultice before two of the most 
beautiful eyes, which deserved a more agreeable band- 
age and blindness. I am lively, when I write, that the 
poultice seemed to he made of the apple of beauty — and 
the black ribbon of beauty-patches pounded apart. The 
Pater also went away, so soon as he got from the doctor 
the hope of a speedy recovery. But for the Medicus it 
was verily now no child's play to sit opposite an Italian 
rose-cheek and Madonna-face, — and that; too, SO near 
that he could hear the breath « hisper, alter having been 
able previously to see it grow, — to keep himself opposite 
to a face (methinks, was no sport) on which roses are 
engrafted upon lilies, like sunsets upon light lunar 
clouds, and which a picturesque shadow, namely a black 
order .ribbon, a priestly fillet, a true postilion d'amour, 
so beautifully divides and sets off, — a bandaged face 
which he can contemplate in. one steady gaze, and which 
supports itself (in a picturesque half-front) turned towards 
him, on the pillow and on the hand. . . . 
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I ought to have attempted a climax, have begun with 
Sebastian's soul, which lo-d;iy out of its own melancholy, 
out of its sorrows, out of its love for Agnola magnified 
by Zeusel's calumny, made nothing but lines of beauty 
and flowing tints in order lo paint into his own face as 
beautiful a new one as ever a fair soul created on can- 
vas, or on its own head or on another's. 

Agnola may well have bad Ibis perception sooner 
than I. 

It furnished, of course, to the couple slender assistance 
that thej were (not under four eyes — for Agnola's were 
darkened — but) under only two eyes ; for the two other 
eyes, of the Court-dame in the cabinet, about which Vic- 
tor could not be sure, till now when the princely ones 
were shut, and he could without questions investigate by 
glances and smiles the stiff thing on the chair in. there 
in the cabinet, were really .painted, and so was the body 
which bore them. 

It struck him as singular now, that, against all Court- 
order, he was suffered to be alone with the Princess; but, 
he said to himself, she is an Italian, — a patient, — a 
lovely little child of fancy — -(this last was perceptible 
even in the unusual winter neglige and Sicilian fire). 
He could not possibly, therefore, (even to-day before the 
bandaging of the eyes,) hi I the right lone with her; for as 
she was too fine for a German, — not tender enough for 
an Englishwoman, — too lively for a Spaniard, he would 
certainly have written on her p. p. p. (passe par Paris, 
which is inscribed on letters that come via Paris), he 
would have done it, I say, had site not again been too 
impassioned for a Parisienne. There was the rub. — 
But as two "persons converse more courageously and 
freely when one or both sit in the dark — and that was 
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Agnola's ,case : — Victor was, after all, to-day not abso- 
lutely as simple as a sheep. Add to this that he took 
heart from the jewel-cupboard, in which to his joy — 
she could not see him look round so impolitely — he dis- 
covered among twenty watches no moidre a regulateur. 
She asked him whether she should he so far restored by 
the third holiday, that she rn TllIi t contribute something 
to the Prince's pleasure at the ball. He answered af- 
firmatively, though he knew that she would contribute 
still more to i.l by staying away, and although she knew 
it, too. Here he began to pity her, and he would fain 
make a clean heart. He would not exactly say plumply: 
'' In Gross-Kussewitz I let the Devil so abuse my good 
nature as tp prevail on me lu smuggle into your Highness'a 
wnteh a declaration of love " ; but lie would, in the finest 
outpouring of soul, fall down with his beating bosom and 
say: "Not from fear of punishment, hut from fear lest the 
confession of my fault may oouti'aci sonic similarity to a 
repetition of the orfenee, I have hitherto concealed the fact 
that I once expressed, not so much too strongly as too 
boldly, a profoundness of esteem in which I am permitted 
to imitate only your Court, and not its sovereign ; but 
the strength of feelings is easily confounded with their 
lawfulness." 

He still delayed this falling down, because he perceived ■ 
behind the curtain a gold strip which seemed to be the 
beginning of a picture-frame. This border-work must 
surely run round something, — round a picture, I fancy : 
and this was what he would like to know. 

The cursed Court- Apothecary with his calumny had it 
to answer for, that lie had this wish ; not. as if he sup- 
posed that Mat's face hung in a gilded frame behind the 
bed, but because to-day all sorts of things had startled 
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him. He could do it very easily, as the arras-door and 
nun aery-grating of her eye was hung with hlack ; he 
needed only to support his left hand softly on the edge 
of the bed, and thus, bending forwai'd and hovering over 
her with suspended breath, reach across with his right 
over the bed (it was narrow, and he tall) and pull the 
curtain a little, — and then he would know what hung 
behind there. I repeat, but for the Apothecary it would 
never have entered his head. A slanderer causes one to 
demand of every action at least its passport, — one does 
it merely to effect a most patent refutation of the slan- 
derer, — and as. often, the most innocent act has no cer- 
tificate of health, one shakes one's head and says, It is 
a real calumny, but then J will still be on the watch. 

He had made several attempts to reach over, but as she 
always had something lo say and he to answer, it would 
not do, unless lie chose to betray his nearness to her 
ears. The conversation related to the ball, — the pres- 
ence and illness of her maid of honor, Clotilda, — the 
substitute of the latter, Jo.ichime, upon whose appoint- 
ment Victor expressed himself with decided coldness; 
he could never, with Agnola, get beyond court-news ; 
all that was abstract and mot a physical she seemed to 
hate or to ignore ; and as to talking of emotions with 
her, — which he generally loved best to do with women, 
and for which the husband's would have given him ample 
occasion and materia!, — that seemed to him not much 
better than actually fo have them. 

When he had given his cold answer about the promo- 
tion of Joachime, — a coldness whirl! formed a flattering 
contrast to his present enthusiastic warmth and fulness 
of feeling for the Princess, — he would fain insert in the 
half-bar-rest which followed, and which Agnola filled out 
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with thinking, the raising of the curtain. He rested on 
his hand, held his hreath, drew the curtain, — but the 
St, Sebastian was behind it, which I have already men- 
tioned above, and which was most certainly by Titian, and 
not by Vandyk, because be looked so like our Victor,* 
that it was credible to him that the Pater had copied it 
from his wax-statue at St. Luna. The Saint appeared 
to him still worse than the ftvani;elist, — not because he 
thought the portrait was bis namesake, but because it 
occurred to him why the women in Italy sometimes veil 
the pictures of saints. Tho reason can, notoriously, form 
the subject of a wood-cut, for the ten commandments — 
(Goschen and Ungoi' ought to edit tlie catechism with 
more tasteful cuts to the prohibit inn- than the old ones 
are). Even the Mary over the bed was veiled with 
plumes and everything. . . . Zeusel ! Zeusel ! hadst thou 
not calumniated, this whole biography (so far as I can 
foresee) might well have had a different course ! 

He supported himself' by resting his right, hand against 
the wall, in. a hovering posture above the blind fair one, 
because a little world-globe, attracted his centripetal force 
and drew him out of his returning orbil. — - For as the 
patient rested on her right side, one cloud after another 
of dishevelled hair had flowed down over the heart and 
over the lily hill which is lifted by sighs, and the locks 
Jailing towards the other hill had not been able there to 
cover up so much as they had here disclosed. The lace- 
veil sank slowly after the Iresses, and the heart-leaves 
and the ripe blossoms fell away from the protruding apple- 
fruit. . . . Dear aesthetic hero of these Post-days, wilt 
thou remain a moral one, hanging, as thou art, unseen 

* For Yandyk'B Sebastian is said to resemble the painter him- 
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over this veritable liclhlor's yhhc da compression," — 
over this viaxiiig moon-globe, whereof one never sees 
the other half, — near this commanding eminence, which, 
like other eminences, one should not suffer round a forti- 
fication, — and that too at a court where generally the 
i/n\!.---:rf/i/'t{iif.-,i.i s!:]jpri : ij everything elevated? 

When he is once away from tin: bed and the Paulli- 
num, I will have a. good qimvrul with the reader about 
the whole occurrence, — but now it must first be related 
continuously and with a good dual of fire. 

He was, as it wore, fastened in the air. But at last 
it was time to withdraw from a position which was the 
torrid zone of all the feelings. Besides, a new circum- 
stance enhanced at once The danger and the charm. A 
long sigh seemed to surcharge and heave her whole 
bosom, and to undulate like a zephyr through a bed of 
lilies, and the supi.rinemnbeni simw-liil) accrued to trem- 
ble with the swelling he-art that glowed beneath it, and 
with the swelling sigh. The hand of the veiled goddess 
moved mechanically coward the imprisoned eye, as if it 
would press away a tear behind the bandage. Victor, in 
his fear that she would push aside the bandage, with- 
draws his right hand from the wall, and the left from the 
bed, in order, on tiptoe, to bend back, without grazing 
iiLL'vl !>in-_'. out i'>f liii* enchanted heaven. 

Too late ! — The ribbon is down from her eyes, — 
perhaps his sigh had been too near, or his silence too 
long. 

And the unveiled eyes find above them an inspired 
youth, dissolved into love, hovering in the beginning of 
an embrace — . Stiff as a statue he hung in the petri- 

:-.ss. ii'vr'Titcd by Belidor, 
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fied posture, — her eyes, inflamed with pain, suddenly 
overflowed with the milder light of love, — ardently and 
softly she said, Comment ? And too lame for apology, 
trembling, sinking, glowing, dying, he falls upon the hot 
lips and the heating bosom. He closed his eyes for 
rapture and confusion, and blind and love-intoxicated, 
bold and fearful, lie grew to her lips with his thirsty ones 
. . . when suddenly his ear, on the stretch for every 
approaching sound, heard the night- watch man calling the 
hour of twelve, and Aguola, as with a strange, intruding 
hand repelled him from her, to tlirow aside a bloody 
. ehemise-pin. 

Like a doomsday in the nighf-i'loial- the watchman's 
homely admonition to think of death and of the twelfth 
spirit-hour of this midnight of life, pealed into his ears, 
before which the blood-streams of the heart rushed by. 
The call in the street seemed to come from Emanuel, 
and to say: " Horion ! Stain not thy soul, and fall not 
away from thy Emanuel and from Ihyseif ! Look at the 
linen over her. diseased eye, as if death veiled it, and 

" I sink not ! " said his whole heart ; he unwound him- 
self with respectful forl:enrauce out of the throbbing 
arms, and stiffening at the possibility of an imitation of 
the wretched Matthieu, whom he had so despised, he sank 
down outside of the bed on her hand, which he had 
drawn out with him, and said with streaming tears: 
"Forgive a youth, — forgive his overmastered heart, — 
his dazzled eyes, — I deserve all punishments, anyone 
would be to me a pardon, — but I have forgotten no 
one except myself." — " Ma-is e'est vvjL que foublie en 
vouspardonnant,"* said she with an ambiguous look, and 

» " But It ie myself I forgat in pardoning j'ou." 
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he rose, and as her answer gave him the choice between 
the most agreeable and the most humbling interpretation, 
he gladly punished himself with the [fitter. Agnola's eye 
flashed with love, — then with anger, — then with love,—- 
then it closed ; — he stepped back to the most respectful 
distance, — she opened it sign-in and turned her face coldly 
to the wall ; and by a secret pressure against the wall 
which, I suppose, commanded a private bell in the apart- 
ment of the Chambermaid, gave the hitter the order to 
make haste, — and in a few minutes she came in with the 
eye-band. Naturally (as in human life) they played out 
the fifth act, jnst as if there had been no third and 
fourth. — Then he politely withdrew. 

There! — Now the reader and I begin to quarrel 
about the mailer, and Victor to think about it. His em- 
brace was not right, — nor were his voyage of discov- 
ery to the wall and his picture-exhibition, — but it was 
discreet ; for he could nol, of courses really throw a back- 
ward somerset, and say, "I thought Mat was hanging 
behind the bed." — To this, to be sure, people of ex- 
perience reply, " Wo do not quarrel with him here for 
preferring discretion to virtue, but rather for this, that he 
did not do so again after the kiss. That kiss is too small 
a fault for Agnokt to lie able to forgive." I observe, 
these people of experience arc adherents of the sect who, 
in my book, reckon the Princess, on account of so many 
half-proofs, among those women who, too proud and hard 
for the love of the heart, only let the Jove of the senses 
alternate flyingly with the love of domination, and who 
do it only for the sake of making out of Cupid's band- 
age a rein, and out of his arrows spurs and stirrups. 
I am very well acquainted, ino, with the half-proofs with 
which this sect backs itself, — the bigotry of the Prin- 



ted by G00gle 



OK 4; DOG-POST-DAYS. 59 

cess, — her confession-eve, — her previous attentions to 
my hero, — the covering of the painted Mary, and the 
exposure of the more living one, — and all the circum- 
stances of my narration. But I cannot possibly believe 
such a thing of a friend of Clotilda (unless the hitter, for 
this very reason, hurt taken leave of her, or from good- 
ness of soul hart not at all comprehended those couriers 
of the temperament more common with the male sex), 
until in the sequel manifest mice* of a more exasperated 
tliiin «fRic.f'\d woman compel me to it. 

I sun gelling quite away from my promise, to present 
some considerations, which would certainly, with impartial 
persons, if not jusl if/, yet excuse my hero, for becoming, 
after the kiss, virtuous again, so to sneak, and not full of 
the live Deril. I boldly .set down among the grounds of 
mitigation his want of acquaintance with those women 
who, like the Spartan-, bravely ask not about the number 
of the foes of their virtue, but about their position; he 
was often with them, indeed, and in their camp, but his 
virtue hindered them from showing him theirs. He is 
less excused by the influence of the night-watchman, and 
the remembrance of death. ; for this needs itself to be 
excused; — but then, on the- other hand, it is only too 
certain, that certain men of a philosophical or even a 
poetic organisation, precisely then, and in fact always, 
regard, instead of their own position, general ideas, when 
others can understand nothing at all, and be nothing at 
all but self : namely, in the greatest dangers, in the 

greatest sufferings, in the greatest joys. 

A fair man will throw all upon the Apothecary, who 
was Victor's moral and mechanical bed-cord, or helper 
out-of-bed ; for as he had prefigured to him the noble 
Mat in a similar situation (but without the bed-cord), 
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of course the abhorrence which Victor, sonic days before, 
had felt of the Iv-singel^'.'; conduct, became in him a 
laming incapacity of copying it in the least a few days 
after. — if we could only, a couple of days beforehand, 
see every sin, to which we are tempted by ourselves or 
others, actually committed by a true scamp, whom we spit 
upon! Could we then eagerly imitate the scamp? 

Finally, one needs only to cast si glance at Victor in 
his balcony, where he now- ails in a singular barometrical 
condition, if one would pass judgment on his previous 
state. His present state, namely, is a mixture of empti- 
ness, discontent (with himself and everybody), of in- 
creased love for A'_tio1;i, justification of litis Agnola, and 
yet the impossibility of imagining her a near friend of 
Clotilda's. 

For myself, I shall never repent the'little which I have 
hastily brought together, if I have shown up therein by 
a few happy hints how well my hero, in regard to his 
conduct after the kiss, which must, strike strict people of 
the world as singular, can plead a dissi.greesible combina- 
tion of constraining circumstances, and if I shall, there- 
fore, have succeeded in restoring to him, at the end of 
the twenty-seventh chapter, the respect which he had 
forfeited, by not wrapping round the princely .ring,' too 
large for his finger, the long silken threads of love, so 
as to make it fit. . . . 
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EASTER-FESTIVAL. 
A DOG-DAY so long and weighty as the twenty-eighth 
one may be allowed to break up into three holidays. 



FIRST EASTER-HOLIDAY. 



; Favsonagk. -■ 



k Three Twikh. — 



WN the first day of Easier, Sebastian, full of 
snow-clouds as the heavens above him, stole 
f' the farm-buildings of the passions, — I 
n the residence-city, — but not. till towards 
evening, in order not, to-day, with a heart whose very 
foundation had been washed away by a half-year's rain- 
storm, to be loot; a burden to any friend. On the moun- 
tain behind which L"u<:1:se-i!ilrii;c!i drops down as by a 
sinking of the earth, lie turned round toward the dusky 
city, and let the remembrance pass by as an evening mist 
before his soul, how, three quarters of a year ago, in 
the refulgence of summer and of hope, he had looked out 
so joyously over these houses, — I described it long ago, 
— and he compared his prospects of that time with his 
present desolation ; at last lie said : " Only say to thyself 
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outright, what thou kitst and what thou meanest, — 
namely, thou hast nothing more, not a loved, or loving 
heart in the whole city, — but thou meanest once more 
to march to St. Luna, and, all impoverished as thou art, 
to take the second leave of the pule angel whom thy rob- 
bed and ruined heart cannot forget, as thou climbest after 
the aun, and, having already scon his selling from out a 
valley, once more seest 1dm sink, from a mountain." . . . 

Five half Sabbath-day's journeys ivom the village he 
espied the Coun-Chfipliiin, pursued by a Catechumen 
(as well of the tailoring craft as of Christianity). In 
vain did he and the young tailor seek to overtake the 
hotly hunted shepherd of souls. The shepherd came not 
to a stand until the youngster had got into his house. A 
hundred-and-tiverity-|>ini!idci' (that is my physical weight) 
gets no addition to his sesthetic weight by keeping so 
long to himself the insignificant cause of this insignifi- 
cant running, and not. saying till now that the Chaplain 
could absolutely hear no one coming alter him, heeause 
he was afraid the man would smash him from behind. 
Now the apprentice wanted to tread in the footsteps of 
his spiritual master and come up with him, — the more 
fiercelythe master dashed forward through space to leave 
the other behind him, so much the, longer leapa forward 
did the scholar take to overtake him, — that was the 
whole scrape, but so do men ehisse men. 

Victor ran with outflying arms to a pair of hang- 
ing ones, which the owner in his agony could not raise. 
But in the parsonage two warmer ones folded themselves 
around bis frozen bosom, those of his countrywoman ; 
nor did the 'parson's wife disturb his and her resurrection- 
joy with a single complaint of his long absence, — this 
delicacy of friendship, which spared another unprofitable 
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apologies, lie recipnierated with double warmth, and with 
a voluminous bill of accusation against his own follies. 
She led him up a stairway in the joyful parsonage, which 
to-night was one pi creed -work of lighted stories, to her 
dear son's embrace, ;v.\d into the- presence of the three kin- 
dred sons from one mother-country, the three twins. . . . 

ye four men of one heart, press .my forlorn Victor's 
to yours warmly, ami make the good youth glad only for 
one evening! ... I myself have verily been so, since 
the paschal Exodus from the Flachsenfingen Egypt ; 
I will therefore make the twenty-eighth chapter as long 
as the watering- village itself is. A weigh tines 5 will 
thereby be imparted to my work with true critics, — hut 
with postmasters, too, who, when J despatch it to the 
bookstore, will draw something considerable from me for 
their weighing. . . . But shall an author be so shabby 
as to abridge his sentiments, for the sake of postage, 
merely because post-office dork neighs them more ac- 
cording to his own than the puslal rates? And am I 
not encouraged to the opposite course — - that of protract- 
ing my emotions — by the electoral; princely, and city- 
benches in Ratisbuii, inasmuch as the said benches by 
an imperial recess allow me a deduction of two thirds 
of my postage I or printed matter, in order, as they' hope, 
to give eneoNi'ii^ciiieii' to literature and In sentiment? 

The noble Evangelist, to be sure, was also up there 
among the rest, — he and Joachime having politely escorted 
the maid of honor to the house of her parents ; — but here 
in the country, where there are fewer moral weeds than in 
cities (just as there are fewer botanical in fields than in 
gardens), and where one enjoys pleasures without mailres 
de deplaisirs, — here where in Victor love of eountry ap- 
peased the longing for all other love, — no one could be 
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unhappy but he who deserved to be. Mat disappeared 
there like a toad among tulips. Victor would have loved 
the English, even without the blood-relationship of na- 
tionality, and would have given a bad name to the Dutch, ■ 
even with that relation; to this is to be ascribed his in- 
considerate speed), that these nations pictured themselves 
in their tobacco-pi pes, inasmuch as the English ones had 
upright heads anil the Belgian hanging ones. 

All three were of Ihe opposition party, and lost the 
coldness of their blood at the ice -coldness of Pitt's. The 
correspondent of the Dog-Days does not write me, whether 
it was because the Minister had offended them, — or 
whether they tool; a nearer interest in the frightful judg- 
ment-day and resurrection of the dead in France, where 
the sun broods at once over rhconix-ashes and crocodile's 
eggs, — or what the reason was. In fact be reports to 
me nothing further about them than their names, namely, 
Caspar, Mclcbior, and lialthazar,* which were the names 
of the three holy kings Ironi the East. 

The one who took the whim of calling himself Mel- 
chior concealed under a phlegmatic ice-crust an equatorial 
glow, and was a llcela, that- splits i(s ice-mountains before 
it flings out flames ; with cold eye and languid voice and 
pale brow he spoke in a monosyllabic, sententious, con- 
densed style, — he saw the truth only in a burning re- 
flector, and his ink was a fearing waterspout. The sec- 
ond Englishman was a philosopher and German at once. 

* According to fhe I'miiiiion opinion: for [ ,im inclined to the other, 
which calls them Ator, Sator, Pcratoras. These names distinguish 
the kings -wholly from 1:1m shepherds, who were called Milati, 

Ached, Cyriucns, ami Steplia.nus, ami who also preceded l.hpm, all 
which I copy here out. of Cns'ivb. Kr.iyrr.it. ad Am:. Baron., II. 10, be- 
cause 1 nm not at all iisliamed to know anything useless, provided a 
Cits :,::.!] ot: isi -r;t, ::nil provided !t is sonmr/iitig learned too. 
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The elder Cato, who likewise represented the Moorish 
king, every one knows. I am as glad as if it were I my- 
self, that my hero was the very one who was distin 7 
guished from them all by a greater serene considerate- 
ness of free-thiuking. I mean that Socratic bright eye 
which glances round freely over and through the garden 
of the trees of knowledge, and which chooses like a man, 
whereas others' are exclusively impelled hy instinct to- 
ward some one proposition, some one apple of these trees, 
as every insect is to its fruit. Moral freedom operates up 
less on our opinions than on our actions ; and despite all 
grounds of decision in l.lie understanding, and all grounds 
of motive in the will, still man chooses as well his system 
as his conduct. 

Hence, almost even before supper, the three twins had 
become cold in affection lowtml Sebastian, merely because 
he was so in judgment. He was to-day for the first time 
in a case with them. Into which he tell three times every 
day with Flatnin ; certain men can better worry down un- 
limited contradiction than limited concurrence. The case 
was this : Matthieu, by bis satiric exaggerations, gave to 
the slight dissimilarity between Victor and them an ever- 
increasing prominence. Ho said (not for the purpose of 
making allusion, but only of seeming to) that princes 
to whom, as from the Chinese king, their subjects prayed 
for political weather, helped themselves like that rector 
who himself composed the almanac, and allowed his 
scholars (in this case the favorites of the princes) to 
make the weather for it. He said, too, that the poets 
could sing for Liberty, indeed, bur not. speak for it ; that 
they imitated in a timid plight under the mask of tragic 
heroes the voice of the heroes, just as he had often 
witnessed a similar joke in the case of a roasted calf's 
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bead, which seemed to tho whole tabic to bellow like a 
living calf, whereas there was nothing inside but a live 
tree-toad, which sent forth its croaking. " But it were 
a Still greater cowardice," said Victor, " not even to sing ; 
only I know men are now neither bo.rhark nor cultivated 
enough to enjoy the Poets arid follow them ; Poets, Re- 
ligion, Passions, :ind Women, are four things which live 
through three ages, whereof we are just in the middle 
age, — that of despising them ; the past age was that of 
deifying them ; the future will be that of honoring them." 
The indignant trio of twins were of opinion that religion, 
and women particularly, were merely for the state. Be- 
sides, Victor's republican sentiments were ambiguous ill 
their eyes, if only by reason of his aristocratic relations. 
And now, when he actually added that the freedom of 
states bad nothing at all to do with retrenchment of ex- 
penses, with greater security of property, with increased 
comfort of living, in short, with the promotion of material 
welfare, that all this was found often still more abun- 
dantly in monarchies, and that that for which one sacri- 
ficed property and life must of course be something 
higher than property or life ; — when he further said, 
every man of culture and virtue lived under a republican 
form of government, notwithstanding his physical rela- 
tions, just as prisoners in democracies enjoyed never- 
theless the rights of freedom ; — and when he made 
himself, not so much for the Minister and the Upper 
House as for the English people, armor-bearer and Con- 
tradictor, because the principles of the first two had from 
time immemorial combated those of the latter and not 
yet determined them; because the complaint of to-day 
was as old* as the (English) revolution; because the 
ground-plan of this last could be torn to pieces only in a 
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formal counter-revolution; because all acta of injustice 
were committed according to the show of law, whicli was 
better than a justice against the show of law ; and be- 
cause the nunm-rij-'p-iAuig which had now been built 
around the freedom of the English press * was no worse 
than the Athenian prohibition of philosophizing, but 
better than the permission of the lioman emperors to 
make pasquils upon them, 

The English love Ions coats aikl speeches. As he be- 
gan with " when," so must, in his as in my period, a 
" then " follow. . . . 

Then was there not a devil of them satisfied, and 
Cato the Elder said : "If he should deliver these princi- 
ples in the Upper limine, there would arise the greatest 
uproar on the subject, but from approbation, and every 
hearer would still cry, Thar him!" Victor said, with 
the modesty of a man of the world, he was as warm 
a republican and Old Urilosi us any of them, only he was 
incapable to-day of "proving from these principles that 
he resembled them;— perhaps at the next club!" "And 
that can be held." said the Court-Chaplain, "on my birth- 
day, in a few weeks." — If we live to see it, — I and the 
reader, — it is to be hoped they will invite us, too, as 
old godfathers; the first time (on the sixth Dog-Post- 
Day) we were, as is well known, a part of the company. 

My hero exacted of men (especially as he did not 
give himself the trouble) too little respect. He labored, 
to be sure, for those wages ; hut if they 'lid not give him 
any, he knew how to make ft thousand excuses for men, 
and drew out his mint-stamp and struck off for himself 
a medal of honor, .swearing meanwhile, " I 'II be hanged, 
if the next time i don't, behave myself more proudly, and 
* Tin; reiei'i'no.e is nil alini-r !.n (lit years 1792- 83. ' 
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less Indulgently, and allrigetbe:' morn seriously, so as to 
excite a certain reverence." The next time is yet to 
come. He therefore forgave, the twin-trio so beautifully, 
that they at last folded the philanthropist with passionate 
embrace forever to their souls. 

After such a common cement-disputation there was noth- 
ing he loved to do better than something really nonsen- 
sical, gallant, childish,' — this time it was going to the 
kitchen. Catinat said, he only was a hero qui jouerait 
une partie de quill eg an soiiir ii'im-a bataille garjnie ou 
perdue,* — or, after winning in a disputation, could go to 
the kitchen. " Either all or nothing has weight in this 
mock-iife," said he. Into the kitchen, which was not so 
dirty as a French bedchamber, but as clean as a Belgian 
cattle-stall, another festal hare and envoy extraordinary 
had already made his entry, the Court- Chaplain, who had 
there his calling to attend to. He had to see whether his 
four-pound carp, — a native of the pastoral pond, and 
wintered expressly for the adopted son Bastian, — not so 
much whether it was properly scaled (lie passed over that 
question entirely with very little philosophy) as whether 
the tail was properly tucked up. It could not surely be 
a matter of indifference to him, but as a man he must 
at once feel and fight down his sorrow on the subject, 
if a carp of as many pounds as a mortal has brains were 
so miserably slit open that the one quotum of the tail 
should be no smaller than a hair-bag, and the other no 
bigger than a fin. And this entire nominal terrorismf is 
after all of small consequence compared with another 
real terrorism (so much does important trouble fade be- 

* Who would take a 1l:iii:1 sit nine piup on coaling out of ft battle 
von or lost. — Tn. 
t See Titan, Vol. II. p. 1, note. — Ts. 
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fore greater) which tormented the Pare on with the 
threat that they would crush the four-pounder's gall- 
bladder. — — His own would have at once emptied itself 
after the other. " For God's sake, more considerately, 
Appel ! Embitter not ray first Easter-day," said he. 
Gall is, according to Boerhaave. true soap : hence the 
satirical kind washes half the reading world clean and 
shiny, and the liver of such a man is the soap-ball of a 
quarter of the world and its colonies. 

However, it turned out gloriously. But, by Heaven ! 
the world should for oner; perceive (after the printing of 
this booh) that a carp of four pounds — so long fed in 
the Ash-box, so skilfully gutted — weighs more in the fish- 
seales of contcnl.mcM. than the .golden fish-bones in the 
red field of the arras of Count Windisehgratz ! 

Could he then stay long hi J he kitchen, — ■ that widow's 
seat of his old departed youth, — among so many female 
fi-iends of Clotilda, who all bewailed to him her sinking 
and going away (in a double sense), without having the 
oxymel of regretted pleasures run over his lips, aud the 
pang of sympathy shoot through, his heart, — although he 
had to-day in the" second story spread (he disputation on 
Freedom, as a true scattering medicine, as an arquebu- 
sade-water,* at least as a bandage over bis open veins? 
I asked whether he could long avoid thinking of the good 
bouI. But I absolutely would not give the answer, from 
sympathy with the innocent Victor I absolutely would not 
disclose before so many thick-skinned souls — who ia 
their empty breasts approve the ['Oetieal joys of love, and 
yet not its poetical sorrows — liow often he again and 
again mixed fate's sugar of milk with memory's sugar 
of lead, were I not obliged to for the reason — 
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— that little Julia came back from the castle and 
brought with her the promise that Aunty (Clotilda) was 
coming to-morrow. This promised, then, that the Minis- 
ter's daughter would leave to-morrow. Let no one think 
hardly of the parsonage-people for their importunity about 
Clotilda: for on the third holiday she -rocs to the ball, on 
the day following to Moieolhal, — -and all they had left 
was to-morrow and to-day. . . . Our Flamin had brought 
along with him little Julia herself, being well pleased 
with her office of penny-post. I am morally certain, the 
Chaplain's wife saw in my hero as much as I write 
of him, and she loved him so much, that, had she been 
obliged "to decree instead of Fate, she would have died 
for sorrow, before she could hnve brought herself to bless 
the son at the expense of the friend. So very much did 
he win, by a beauiiilil blending of refinement, sensibility, 
and fancy, the fairest and tend crest hearts, — I mean 
those of women. 

This ttny Julia, the after-flora of the faded Giulia, 
twined together in Victor's soul roses and nettles, and 
all his flowers of to-day's joy had their roots in tears 
deep buried in his breast. Even the kiss of Clotilda's 
friend, of Agatha, affected him. He thought of the 
Stamitz concert, and of their sitting side by side, and 
of the crape hat which veiled the grief of two beloved 
eyes. He begged Agatha to borrow that, hat of Clotilda, 
and make him an exact copy of it, because he wanted to 
give it as a present. "When she in gone," he said to him- 
self, "no, when she is dead, — then I will weep with- 
out concealment, and tell all men openly that I loved 
her." My dear fellow, at the souper — a parson can 
give one — they will ascribe the glistening of thine eyes 
more to thy self-disch arging wit than to the repressed 
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flood of tears, and, if I were at the table, I could not 
look upon thee fur emotion, when during the hammering 
and " hardening " of the red eggs I saw thee try to fix 
thy overflowing and downcast eye, half shut, steadfastly 
on the pole of a red egg, and silently place thy egg-gable 
under the cross-block of Eytiifinn's egg : in order to gain 
time for victory over thy voice and eye-socket ! And 
yet I cannot sec what important advantage thou wilt 
then think to gain by this mask, when Old Appel sends 
thee by the little Iris and express, Julia, — she can 
never, herself, undertake it, — a stained, tattooed egg, 
a real, boiled, allegorical picture, and when thou readest 
over in the fragile shell the flower-pieces etched into it 
with aqua-fortis, and thy name bordered with forget-me- 
nots ; I say, what help can thy previous dissimulation be 
tu thee, when thou now, in order not to think out the 
thought " Forget-me-not," Imrriest from the room under 
the double pretext of having to thank Apollonia, and on 
account of exhaustion, to retire thus early to rest ? Ah, 
the thanking thou wilt undoubtedly do, but rest thou wilt 
not! ... . 



SECOND EASTER-HOLIDAY. 



THE snow-heavens bad fallen and lay upon the 
landscape. The snow made me melancholy, and 
reminded one of the wintry lace-knots of Nature. It 
was the 1st of April, when Nature, so to speak, made 
the season itself an April fool. Victor had long ago 
learned manners (marex) enough to teach him that, when 
one is visiting a Court- Chaplain, he must go with him to 
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sermon. And then, too, lie loved to march t- 
for the same reason that lie loved to sieal away to the 
huts of shepherds, hunters, mid fowlers. It Aid not strike 
him as overwrought that the Chaplain (as he himself did 
at last) should [.Once Li* mounting of the pulpit, — merely 
on account of the multitude of preparations he made for 
it, — in point of importance, side by side with the scaling 
of a wall. Nay, he disputed with him during the long 
hymn about the surplice-fees of a stillborn fostus, and 
proved by a short argument that a parson could demand 
of every fostus — and though it were five nights old — 
the appropriate bnrial-fecs, whether the miserly parents 
bespoke a funeral sermon for the thing or not The 
Chaplain made a weighty objection, but Victor removed 
it by the weighty proposition Hint a clergyman (for other- 
wise he would be cheated out of his best fcetuses) could 
make every couple pay him burial-fees as often as it 
could pay baptismal moneys, The Chaplain replied : 
"It is stupid that the best pastoral Theologies hurry over 
this point like a pinch of snuft" in the wind." 

With all the humor of my hero, and with a.Il the gayety 
of my parson, — who on every holy eve scolded and con- 
demned like a revolution my tribunal, and who on every 
first holiday softened, till on the third he became abso- 
lutely an angel, — the world should promise itself some- 
thing different from what nevertheless is coming: namely, 
that Victor saw gleaming out of every hour of the ap- 
proaching evening .which wan to bring Clotilda for the 
last time but one into his company, a protruding sacrificial 
knife against which be must press his wounded bosom. 
She was invited to-day, as it were to a farewell-supper, 
— the three twins of course. 

At last she came at evening on the arm of the mis- 
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understood Matthieu. — If, as Kuska asserts, the number 
of devils (44,435,556) who, according to the assertion 
of Guliermux J J atis/mt<is. flank a dijimj Abbess, is made 
much too small,* one can readily imagine how many 
devils may form the escorting squadron of a living, a 
blooming one. I, for my part, assume as many devils 
around a fair one, as there are male persons. 

When Clotilda appeared with iliat face of hers smiling 
down into its fading beauty, with the exhausted lute- 
voice, which sorrow draws from us, as a peculiar piano- 
forte variation, by the pressure- of the stop, — but is it 
not with men as with organs, of which the human voice 
goes most finely with tremolos? — when she thus ap- 
peared, then had her noblest friend (he choice, either to 
fall down before her with the words, " Let me die first," 
or to be, to-day, right funny. 

lie chose the latter (excepting with her) by way of 
drowning his dreams, lie therefore f -t:>g about him with 
stories and healthy observations. Therefore he threw 
into the imperial military client against sentimentalism 
this satirical contribution, that it was the March-gall or 
moist-gall in the human field, i. e. a spot that always re- 
mained damp, and on which eve.ryt.hinj: rotted. As this 
availed nothing, he entered into alliance with whole states, 
and promised himself some help from remarking concern- 
ing them, that their summits, like to rest- trees, had grown 
into each other, and that it had no effect to saw one 
through down below, — that the equality of kingdonis 
was a substitute or a preparation for the equality of 
ranks, — and that gunpowder, which had hitherto been the 
sticking powder of the great powers, would finally burn 
out and heal the hydrophobous wounds of the human 

» Voetii Select. Dispuiat. Theol., P. I. p. 918. 
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race. At last, when lie plainly pci'ceiv.ed that it helped 
him very little, as he expressed. I lie conjecture that Europe 
would one day become the. North India, and the same 
North which had once been {.lie breakin "-tools and build- 
ing-materials of the earth would lie so once more, but the 
North in the other hemisphere, he struck, with his chemi- 
cal process, into the wet road, and (like a secretary of 
legation} instead of polities look — -punch. 

But only cares, not. melancholy nor love, can be drowned 
by drinking. The other spirit*, dissolved in the nervous 
spirit, array themselves in a magically sparkling circle 
around every idea, around every emotion, which thou hast 
therein, as in breweries the lights, by reason, of tho 
steam, burn in a colored circle. The glass with its hot 
cloud is a Fapln's digester* even to the densest heart, 
and decomposes the whole soul ; the draught makes 
every one at once more tender and bold. A soft heart 
was of old ever associated with a bold, hardened fist. 
As it kept on snowing, he offered Clotilda for to-morrow 
his shell-shaped sleigh and himself (as he was, besides, 
invited to tho ball) as knight-errant, — wdiereby he com- 
pelled the Evangelist to offer himself as sledge-gondolier 
to the stepmother. 

Clotilda withdrew now from the merry male company 
into the adjoining room, where her Agatha and all were, 
— it was not done from disapproval of decorous, manly 
festivity, — still less from embarrassment, as it is, in fact, 
easier, and made easier for her sex, to behave itself natu- 
rally under forty eyes tlinn under four, — still less from 
inability to disguise her sisterly love towards Flamin ; 
for her flying soul had long since learned to fold to- 
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gether its wings and hide its tears and wishes, brought 
up as she had been among dnni'jeri, trained in thorny 
relations and between discordant parents. She did it 
merely, like the Parson's wife, because it is a British 
custom, that the ladies shall take themselves away from 
the men and their incense -kettle of punch. 

When she was out of Victor's sight, — and when, from 
her present look of increased pidcueaf.. lie drew the con- 
clusion that the vale of Jiwamiel would hardly restore 
her spring-colors, since the prospect of the journey had 
brought nonhealing influence, — and when this short ab- 
sence held before him as it were in a pocket-mirror the 
death-apparition of an eternal one, — and when, at !ast, 
to be sure, the swelling heart carried away the dam of 
dissimulation, — then he rushed out into the winter, — 
bared his inflamed breast to the cooling flukes, and tore 
wider the clefts into which liite grafted its sorrows, — 
and ran up through the white night to the observatory; 
— and here, covered with the snow-avalanche silently 
descending from heaven, he looked out into the gray, 
whirling, trembling, Nickering hmdnc'ipe. and in the broad 
snow-pierced night, — and all the tears of his heart fell, 
and all the thoughts of his soul cried : " So looks the 
future I So glistening full the joys of men from heaven, 
and dissolve even while they fall ! So does everything 
melt away! All, what uir-euKtlu-j I. saw shine around ma 
on this eminence, and how they gleamed in the evening 
red! Alas! all are buried under the snow and under the 
darkness of night ! " He looked down into Clotilda's 
garden, in whose dark bowers, now whitened with snow, 
he had found and lost again the Eden of his heart 
" The tones which flowed over this garden are dried up, 
but not the tears which streamed after them," thought he. 
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He looked down into her brother's garden, where the 
tulip-C had dropped, its leaves, and the blooming names 
had passed away into obscurity. 

With such a soul, which had looked into this landscape 
us into the charnel-house of mouldered days, he returned 
to the joyous club. The alternation of cold and warmth 
had kept up his similarity to the punch-union, which 
meanwhile had gone on drinking. lie and all had 
touched the limits of drinking, where one laughs and 
weeps in the same breath ; but I am glad that man can 
after all extract true nourishment of mind* and heart 
(though not from a cloister-kitchen or cloister-library, 
yet) from a cloister-cellar ; that he drinks the health 
of his wit ; that every cup (not merely on the altar) 
spiritually strengthens him, and that, if serpents take 
off their crowns upon drinking,* he puts his on dur- 
ing the process ; and that the vine sheds tears not 
merely of itself, or from the eyes of a Catholic image 
of the Virgin, but also from those of a man, who has 
drunk of it. The club hit upon the fancy of making 
parliamentary speeches. The Chaplain proposed occa- 
sional discourses. Victor jumped up in a chair and 
said ; "I am going to deliver a Inneral-sermon on myself, 
■ — 1 preached here long ago in my childhood." 

All drank once more, even the corpse, and the latter 
began the following harangue: — 

" Most hdoved uitd dhlri-.tstd h.nn.rara and Infirm! 

"A mortal, deejily-aillieted hewers, may sink into the 
next world, wiUitcil having a mimming-fte-ed prance after 
him, just as lie makes his entrance- into this, without hav- 
ing a festive-nag trot before liim. We, for our part, 

* Writers on tni"ura' history deny th.it sevpeats do drink. But this 
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have jointly taken (ha fuitcriij-r-up beibvehand, in order 
to be able to go through it all; for man expands by 
moistening, and shrinks up when he is dry, I mean, when 
he takes only solid food, like the bloodsucker, which, 
when out of water, loses four inches in length. And 
I hope I and flic- deeply afflicted ftineral-pi'ocession have 
toasted the deceased sufficiently. 

" And so then I see before me". . . — Here he 
beckoned to the Parson to toss out his nightcap, that 
something death-like might lie there on which his emo- 
tion could vent itself— 

"I see lying before me him. the never-to-be-forgotten 
Mr. Court-Physici.im Sebastian Victor von Morion, and 
dead he is and is about to go down under the covering of 
earth, into the place full of long repose. What do we 
sec still lying at rest before us but the diving-bell, where- 
in the covered soul descended into this vapory life, — 
what but the dry shell of a kernel which is sown for the 
first time in a second planet, — what but his hull, — what 
but (so to speak) the cast-off' nightcap of his awakened 
spirit ? 

"Behold, weeping bearers, this emblematic pale cap! 
Here it lies, the head is out of it, which once mused 
therein. Our Victor is gone and Is hushed, who talked so 
often of mathematics, clinical medicine, heraldry, precau- 
tionary jurisprudence. TixnUcinufoniisis. Sphragislies and 
their auxiliary sciences. We have lost much in him 

— who shall console you for this loss, excellent Herr 
von Schleunes, and the oilier gentlemen likewise? One 
has riot however, absolutely, in this absurd life, which 
may well bo a sort of ante-death, time enough to ad- 
minister proper consolation. Not merely church-pews 
are often built on tombstones, but also princely chair3 

— they particularly — and even pulpits. 
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" Can it be supposed that thy soul, deceased Sebastian, 
in its intermediate, state after death, should know anything 
of its body, from which it is unpacked, as out of its hat- 
box, and of the last honors which we here pay to its case? 
If it still has consciousness and an eye for this room, 
wherein it has been so often, then will it. be glad that the 
three holy kings, of whom (he Moor is Cato the Elder, are 
standing round its worm-hag, hardly willing to let the bag 
go ; it must be pleased, that we are unitedly lamenting: 
where is his equal in common chemistry, in physiognomies 
and physiognomy, — in the modern languages, — in the 
doctrine of ribbons, from which he imbibed a love for all 
kinds of ribbons ? Who sought less than 'he that strict 
concatenation of ideas, which misleads the Germans to 
cement good ones with had ones, and to use more mortar 
than stones ? Not even the Court — hence he never 
liked to go thither, when fun was going forward — could 
break him off from a certain serious sedate way, which 
h§ ran even into a ridiculous one, which last was always 
his aim. — — By heaven ! through the hour-glass of 
death, through which he peeped, as through a pocket spy- 
glass, everything came out so small to him, that he knew 
not why he should be serious — I hope I may not ho 
standing here alive and well, if in the aforesaid glass all 
the steps of the throne did nol appear to him as diminutive 
as the thumb-long -inwd-stair of the tree-frog in his pre-' 
serving jar. 

" He was a very good preacher, particularly of funeral 
sermons, hence even a very good preacher asked him for 
godfather, and the godson stands among the present com- 
pany and takes his part in the weeping, ibr the stomach- 
ache. . . . Only great court preachers, who deliver tlie 
princely funeral oration in the Cathedral - Church, can 
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boast of what I, to my greatest satisfaction, now hear, 
that they make the mourning company laugh, and this is 
to me an earnest- thai my co use hi I. ion is effectual. . . . 

"And yet one who lien upon the death-bed has more 
consolation than one who only stands at the foot of the 
bed. The sou terrain of the earth's crust is peopled only 
by still, reposing human brings, who draw close together ; 
but above the sou terrain stand (.heir uneasy friends, and 
long to go down to the beloved anas of dust ; for the linen 
on the eye of the dead is truly a padded hat for the cold 
brow, the coffin is a parachute to the unhappy, and the 
winding-sheet the last bandage of the widest wounds. 
Ah ! why does weary man love better to sink into the 
short than into the long, undisturbed, sure sleep? Take, 
then, good Sebastian, the death -certificate as an eternal 
peace-instrument from the hand of gentle nature. . . . 

" But, tiie Deuse ! where then is our dead man ? what 
lias the whiti! cap to do down, there? I see the corpse in 
the looking-glass opposite — it must be somewhere — I 
must letch it " : — — with a shudder miming through his 
soul he sprang down ; an exalted frenzy passed, through 
the stages of tears, of smiles, of torpor, up and down his 
face. He ran behind a screen which had been placed 
before his was statue — and brought out the waxen man 
— and threw him down as a corpse — and a veil was 
wound over the corpse — and with a distorted face he 
mounted the chair to proceed: — 

"This is the night-corpse, — the scorified, carbonized 
man, — into such slilf lumps are eonsoious beings fastened 
and compelled to turn them round. Why do you tremble 
at me, hearers, because I tremble, to stare so at this 
overturned form of humanity? — I see a spectre hover 
round this corpse which is an ' I. ' . . . . II I ! thou pre- 
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cipice that in the mirror of thought runnest back deep 
down into the darkness,-— I! thou mirror within the mir- 
ror, — thou terror within a terror ! Draw the veil away 
from the corpse ! I will boldly look on the dead, till he 
destroys me." 

Every one shuddered in response ; hut one of the 
Englishmen drew aside the veil from (lie dead. . . . Rigid, 
speechless, horror-struck and qunking, Victor looked upon 
the unveilod face, which also in a living shape hung round 
his soul ; but at last, tears gushed out down his cold 
cheeks, and then he spo&e in a lower tone, as if his 
heart were melting: — 

" See how the corpse smiles ! why, then, dost thou 
smile so, Sebastian? Wast, thou perchance so happy on 
the earth, that thy mouth stiffened and grew cold in a 
rapture of delight? . . . No, happy thou canst scarcely 
have been, —joy itself wan (if leu to thee a seed-vessel of 
sorrow. And thou saidst thyself very often, I am well 
contented and dcscive hardly my hopes and wishes, to say 
nothing of their fulfilment. 

" Fiamin! look upon this assumed countenance here, — 
it smiles from friendship, not from joy. Fiamin, this 
extinct breast was arched aver a heart that loved thee 
without limit, and even unto death. 

" And this, after all, is the only misfortune of the 
poor man now at rest. In and for himself, and so far 
as concerned his original condition and temper, the good 
Baslian might have fared well enough ; but he was too 
sensitive for joy,-— too inconsiderate,' — too ardent, — 
almost too much a child of" fantasy. He wanted even 
to love (during his lifetime), and it could not be done. 
The flower-goddess of love passed by him, she denied 
him the transfiguration of man, the melodiama of the 
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heai't, the golden age of life. . . . Cold form, erect thyself, 
and show men the tears that flow from a tender heart, 
which breaks for love and finds none! . . . 

" If our llorion was not happy, then, of course, it may 
well be a comfort to him, if be is permitted even in the 
noonday of lift' to hike bis siesta, if he is permitted to 
die, and released from- the hoHy-benSmg heart, hushed by 
the death-angel, to lay himself down so early under the 
long shroud, which the genius of humanity draws over 
whole peoples, as the gimlener draws the cover over tlio 
flower-bed to shield it from sun and rain, — against the 
glow of our joys, against (lie gush of our sorrow. . . . 
Ilt'&t thou too, llorion .'".., 

Ills grief at these words from the old dream so over- 
mastered and so unmanned him that ho passed over from 
it — by way either oi'excusc or of relief — into an almost 
frenzied humor. 

" The whole joke, however, is half against my taste, 
which at court I wanted to cultivate. Life absolutely 
does not pay for one's scolding on its account at our good 
friend Death, or fumigating him with the incense of 
praise. The fear of dying excepted, there is nothing 
more pitiable than the fear of living. People of true 
talents should get drunk in order to see life in the right 
light, and afterward report it to us. The wretchedest of 
all (but so that human life in the comparison turns out 
still passable) is civil life, at which I could let fly for 
years, because it has nothing but long troughs for the 
stomach, from which hang down chains for the fancy, — 
because it perverts man into a cit, — because it turns our 
fleeting existence from a corn-field into a drill-plough, — 
because it exhales a pestilential vapor which lies thick 
before the grave and over the heavens, and in which the 
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poor expedition; lit committee-man, sweating, chewing, 
fat, and besmeared, without a warm sunbeam for his 
heart, without a streak of light Tor his eye. drives round, 
till the ramming-bloek of the pavior* pounds him down 
on the marshy ropewalk. The only advantage sueh a 
poor piece of marble lists, out of which a pavement is 
made, instead of si sla/.ue, is that it looks upon the whole 
of human life as sotneilnng resdly edifying, which it can- 
not sufficiently praise. And yet to us good fools the outer 
world could not appear so small, were there not some- 
thing eternal ami great within us, whereto we contrast it, 
— were there not a sunlight in us, wliieli falls into this 
opera-house, just as the daylight, smut.; Limes, when a door 
opens, Ihll.s in ii:vs:l the nightly stsige, — were it not that, 
like men in old pictures of the resurrection, we are half 
becRied in the earth and half out of it, — and if this ice- 
life were not an AitpriUt: pr.rcee,} and had not an open- 
ing out into an eternal blue. . . . Amen ! 

" I have, however, still to announce to the sorrowing 
assembly, that I have been making an April-fool of it; 
for the dead man, whose funeral sermon 1 have been de- 
livering, is really myself." . . . 

But here all his friend* emliraeed hiin, in order to set 
limits to his ingenious frenzy, — and to press such an im- 
passioned, true [Sriri.ih heart to their own. The embrace 
softly warmed all Ms cold wounds, and he was healed, 
though exhausted; smother's Hie grew into his, and love 

* Ho calls Dciitb, si!:d the stu-ie, ■'■■ ]:;- v".m-, though in different senses. 

f The name g!vc;j to :i high rocky y.\ :;un''; beside Mont Blanc, 
containing a hnla t!:mu<;!i which one, sees iho henvens. It is to me o 
tender fancy to repress. li. u> my will' beside the highest mountain, which 
takes in as much ::;" iiei^Yi! jj of on"ili, :i ^nailer one, which opens 
into a narrow prospect mTl^ii;; '.<> our rye a blue telescope, out of which 
our hope builds the arch of heaven. 
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conquered death. The Englishmen, in whose eyes stood 
the tears of a, double intoxication, could hardly tear them- 
selves away from the humorous darling. 

Clotilda, who with her female friends overheard the 
funeral oration in I lie ndjiiiaiag chamber, at first held them 
back beseechingly from opening it. But when Victor 
said, " Cold form, erect thyself, and show men the tears 
which flow from a tender heart that breaks for lore," — - 
then she took leave of them with a hasty " good-night," 

uiih:j)i! to master an emotion wlu'li T ". ] 1 h fi ■ ; . v " i - ■ 1 he" whole 
being. When they reported io him the lime of her with- 
drawal, then did he, who was now already so weary, 
weak, and tender, become inexpressibly so, — all the lights 
which his effort had brightened 0:1 his countenance seemed 
to melt away in love like moonlight in dew-drops, — he 
waited not for his chamber fo be empty, but. showed that 
which Clotilda in hers would conceal, — he could even 
contemplate the unveiled wax statue with softened spirit, 
and said smilingly : " T fancy, the reason why I have let 
the whole of me he repeated in wax is the same for which 
the Catholic docs it wit h single limbs, in order to hang 
them on a saint, and thereby give thanks or pray for re- 
covery.; or like the Roman Emperors, whose wax statues 
the physicians visited after the death of the original."* 
The company went away, and he was at last alone. The 
moon, which had risen at 11 o'clock and 57 minutes, just 
began to throw its still low and waning light up against 
die windows of Clotilda's sitting-room. Victor put out 
his night-lamp, and, in order not to sink with his still toss- 

* After the death of \'.:i: I'lnpm-or, 11 wnx i ::::;■«! of him was kept for 
seven days in the jmlin.'..', v.-imn; it it- (wi vert ;Lf ],;« representative cere- 
mouioiiH visits, iiu'L :]:S"ii;; :is: rc-t, 0:' cie 1 - 1 .- hum the physicians. 
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ing, dreaming heart into the dreams of sleep, Heated him- 
self at the window, almost in the wonted place of his wax 

copy and in a similar attitude when fate ordained, 

that he, who to-day had given out the wax mummy to be 
his own person, should now inversely he looted upon an 
the' image — by Clotilda 1 She stood at some distance 
from her window, on which no light fell but that from 
heaven ; Victor, as this latter could not yet reach him, 
was quite in shadow, and turned towards, her with five 
quarters of his profile. Scarcely had he observed that 
she fixed upon him an unchaining glance, that seemed as 
if it would not only take him in but go through him, when 
he guessed that she confounded him w ith the roan of wax ; 
he also observed out of (he corner of his eye that some- 
thing white fluttered around her, i. e. that she often dried 
her eyes. But how would it have been possible for his 
fine feeling by the least motion to take away from her her 
error, and to make her blush with confusion for her inno- 
cent gaze ! Another, e. g. the misunderstood Mat, would 
in such an em Orkney have composedly straightened him- 
self up and looked indifferently out of the window ; but he 
ossified himself as it were, in Ins attitude of lifelessness. 
But only the night and the distance could conceal from 
her his trembling, when her tears shed for his corpse 
seized like a hot stream his dismembered heart, and soft- 
ened and dissolved the little of it which this evening had 
Still left whole into a burning wave of love. Children's 
tears flow more freely, when oue show* them sympathy ; 
and in this hour of exhaustion, Victor, who was generally 
made more hard by (mother's sympathy for him, grew 
softer; and when Clolilda scaled herself at the window, 
to lean upon it her weary head, it seemed to him as if 
something exhorted him now to verify that which he had 
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said to-day to the statue : Quid form, erect thyself, and 
slioiv men the tears, which Mow from a soft heart. 

Clotilda at length closed the cm-tains and disappeared. 
But he still cautiously acted for some time longer the 
part of his image, and jnst when lie made less effort to 
play the statue he succeeded better. All his thoughts 
flowed now like balm over the lacerated spots of his inner 
man, and lie said: ' : Though thou an. only my friend. I 
am satisfied, and thou canst appease this bosom's tumult- 
uous- yearnings. O, besides, tins full heart would fly to 
pieces, if it should entertain the thought that thou lovest 
me ! " For the rest he took home to himself to-day for 
the first time the improbability of Ids recent supposition, 
that 3 person so reserved as she could have demeaned 
herself in 'so unreserved a manner towards the blind 
Julius, and he asked himself: "Is there not, then, suffi- 
cient explanation of her departure from the court, in 
January's and Matthieu'.-i unholy love, and the holy love 
of Emanuel?" But that she might not in the morning 
discover her erroneous confounding of ihings, he gave his 
wax ligurant exaeily the position which he had occupied 
at the window. 



THIRD EASTER-HOLIDAY. 

[■'. Koch's nounr.E Jv.ivs-h.um'. — The Si.F.tfiii-RrivK — -Tirr. 

THE reader will wish, with me, that the third Easter- 
holiila.y ended something worse than the long 38th 
Dog-Post-Day. 

The sleigh went tolerably, --o far as could be foreseen. 
1 however foresee yet something quite different: 
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that half a million of my reading-customers (for the 
other half I will answer) cannot find out what is in 
ray hero. It is therefore my office to tell them only 
so much as this: Victor was never pusillanimous, man's 
subjection to the yoke of fortune disgusted him; once 
every day Death took him up on the Sublime Arm, and 
let him, looking down therefrom, remark how diminutive 
were all mountains and hills, even graves. Every mis- 
fortune hardened him to steel, (lie Medusa's head of "the 
death's-head turned him to stone, and the melting sun-, 
glance of joyful emotion always vexed him in the remem- 
brance. His sportive humor, his ideal of female perfec- 
tion, the want of opportunity, ami the shield of Minerva, 
had helped him along over the wind-months of feeling, and 
he had hitherto worshipped no other sun than the one which 
is twenty-one million miles distant, — till Heaven or the 
Devil brought along the nearer one, just in the year 1792. 
Still things would have gone quite tolerably, and the mis- 
fortune would have been easy enough to get through with, 
if he had been discreet or cool ; I mean, if he had not 
said to himself; " It is fine to weep never for one's self, 
but yet for another ; it is fine to worry down every loss, 
except that of a heart ; and which will a departed friend 
from his lofty plaee count greater, if 1 deliver consolatory 
sermons to myself on his decease with true composure, or 
if i sink, yearning, after the loved one, in voluntary, 
overmastering sorrow ? " 

Thereby, — and from unacqnaintanee with the over- 
powering influence of noble but untamed feelings, — and 
because he confounded his previous a eei dental calm of the 
heart with a voluntary one, — and from an overflowing 
love of humanity, — he'had intentionally let the feelers of 
his inner man up to this time grow too large, — and thus, 
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by the whirl of all tlies previous iufluuncca. the previous 
bereavements, the previous emolJous of these Easter- 
days, of this fair village of his youth, lie had been driven 
so far out of liis course, that, notwithstanding his con- 
siderateness, his court-life, his humor, he forfeited (at 
least for Easter) somewhat of his old dissimilarity to 
those geniuses who, like the sea-crab, stretch out feelers 
which a man can hardly span with his arms. . . . 

That sympathetic look of Clotilda which yesterday, 
after his previous heal, hod been a cooling balm, was to 
him to-day a very burning one ; the thought of her eye 
full of tears for him conjured up all the days of his 
love foT her and her whole image in his heart, I am 
convinced that not even the .Uegeney-Cou nsellor, who, for 
the vest, might by yesterday's funerul-i-errnon have lost 
something of his jealousy, as well as, by the republican 
diversion, somewhat of his love for Clotilda, failed to 
note the drunken and dreamy look of his eye. The par- 
sonage itself was fortunately to-day an exchange, or a 
spiritual intelligence-office and recruiting-house; the Chap- 
lain registered — not any of your French ear iel est notre 
plaisir, but — the . catechumens who were to confess at 
Whitsuntide. 

He would not go over to the castle — his misunder- 
stood friend Mat had already by ten o'clock called to 
him out of the window a morning-greeting and congratu- 
lation upon the snow-storm — until his sleigh had come 
from the city, so that he might start off at once, because 
he would not show over yonder any ridiculous emotion. 
Since the great world had become for him a work-day 
world, to disguise his feelings from it became harder; 
one conceals one's self most easily from those whom one 
respects. 
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But the three twins and Franz Koch carried him over 
earlier than hit would have gone, a* early as half past five 
o'clock in the afternoon. 

The name of Franz Koch in the Dog's papers made 
me jump off of my feet. If any one of my readers is a 
guest of the Carlsbad waters, or should happen to be his 
Majesty, the Kins of Prussia, William the Second, or one 
of his court, or the Elector of Saxony, or the Duke of 
Brunswick, or any other princely person, he has heard 
the good Koch, who is a modest pensioned soldier, and 
travels round everywhere with his instrument and plays 
on it. This instrument, which he calls the double Jews- 
harp, or mouth -harmonica, consists of an improved pair 
of jaw-drums, or humming jaws-harps, played at once, 
which lie shifts according to the piece he is playing. 
His handling of the buzjiing-icous bears the same rela- 
tion to the old Jews-harp playing; as harmonica -be lis do 
to servants' bells. I am under obligation to induce such 
of my readers as have wren's wings to their fancy, or 
at least, from the heart upwards ace Ulhopmdia (petri- 
fied ftetuscs), or have the ear-drum membrane for noth- 
ing hut to he drummed on, — to induce, I say, with 
the little oratory I have, such readers to tumble the 
aforesaid Franz out of the house, if he" undertakes to 
come and buzz before them. For it amounts to just 
nothing, and the wretch shiest bass-viol or rebeck screams 
louder in my opinion ; nay, its hum is so low, that he 
played at Carlsbad U^bre not. move thin: Lwelve customers 
at once, because one cannot sit near enough to him, par- 
ticularly as in his leading pieces lie lias the light carried 
away, that neither eye nor ear may disturb the fanta- 
sies. If, however, a reader is differently constituted,— 
a poet, perchance, — or a lover, — or very tender, — or 
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LTd : " The bearer of this is the hearer of 
an echo which he carries in his pocket." Victor pre- 
ferred, therefore, to take him over to the friend of all 

sweel tones, that her departure wi.^ht not deprive her 
of this melodious hour. It seemed to him like going 
through a long church, when he entered Clotilda's Lo- 
retto-chapcl; her simple chamber wsn like Mary's sitting- 
room, enclosed with a temple. She had already com- 
pleted arranging herself in her black ornamental dress. 
A black costume is a fine eclipse of the sun, wherein one 
absolutely cannot lake one's eves sway from it: Victor, 
who, with his Ohmes? rcpird lor this color, brought with 
him to-day to this magic a defenceless soul, an enkindled 
eye, grew pale and confused at the radiant face of Clo- 
tilda, over which the trace of a trouble that had rained 
out, hovered like a rainbow over the bright, blue sky. 
It was not the clieeifulnCES of light thoughts, which 
every maiden takes on when she dresses herself, but the 
cheerfulness of a pure soul full of patience and love. 
He trembled lest he should tread on two kinds of thistles, 
— on the painted ones of the floor, over which he took 
care to step, and upon the satirical ones of the fine ob- 
servers around him, with which he was always coming in 
contact. Her stepmother was still upon the stucco-work 
and finishing of her worm-bag, * and the Evangelist was 
in her toilet-chamber as assj^t.ant-priest and collaborator 
in the finery department. So that Clotilda had still time 

■ il'.'iLr.ili;; ':.•'!' borlv. Sec p. 78. — Tb. 
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to hear the performer on the mouth-harmonica ; and 
the Chamberlain olfered himself to his daughter and 
my hero —-for he was a father of good breeding to- 
wards his daughter — as part of the audience, although 
he could make little nut of music, (able- and ball-music 
excepted. 

Victor now saw for the first time, by Clotilda's delight 
in the musician he had brought with him, that her har- 
monious heart loved to tremble in unison with strings; in 
fact, ho was often mistaken about her, because she — like 
thee, dearest * * * — expressed her highest praise as well 
as her highest censure by silence. Sin: begged her father, 
who had already heard ilie month-harmonica in Carlsbad, 
to give her and Victor an idea of it, — he gave it : " It 
expressed in masterly maimer, not so much the fortis- 
simo as the piarm-dokn. and, like the simple harmonica, 
was best adapted to the aduyio." Site- answered, — lean- 
ing on the arm of Victor, who led her into a still cham- 
ber darkened lor the occasion, — music was perhaps too 
good for drinking-songs and (or mirthful sensations. As 
sorrow ennobled man, and, by the little cutting pangs 
which it gave him, unfolded him as regularly as they do 
the buds of the carnation, which they slit open with a 
knife that they may bloom without bursting; so music as 
an artificial sorrow look the place of the true." "la the 
true so rare?" said Victor in the dark chamber which 
only one wax-taper lighted. He came close to Clotilda, 
and her father sat opposite to him. 

Blissful hour ! thou that didst once, with the echo- 
strains of this harmonica, puss through my soul, — glide 
along by me once more, and let the resonance of that 
echo again murmur around thee ! 

But scarcely had the modest, quiet virtuoso put the 
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instrument 'of enchantment, to his lips, when Victor felt 
that now (before the light was removed) he should not 
dare to do as at other times, when ho pictured to himself 
at ever j adagio appropriate' scenes, and underlaid every 
piece with peculiar fanlnsyiugs for its texts. For it is 
an unfailing method of {riving tunc* their omnipotence, 
when one makes llicm the accompanying voices of our in- 
ner mood, arid so out of instrumental music makes as it 
were vocal music, out of inarticulate tones articulate ones, 
whereas the fairest scries of tones, which no definite 
subject arranges into alphabet and speech, glides off' from 
bathed, but not softened hearts. When, therefore, the 
sweetest sounds that ever flowed over human lips as con- 
sonants of the soul began to well forth from the trem- 
bling mouth-harmonica, — when he felt that these little 
steel-rings, as if they were ihe setting and touch-board* 
of his heart, would make their aghalions his own, — then 
did he constrain his feverish heiiut, on which, besides, all 
wounds came out to-day, to shrink up against the tones, 
and not picture to itself any scenes, merely that he might 
not burst into tears before llie light was gone. 

Higher and higher swept the drag-net of uplifting 
tones with, his heart in its grasp. One melancholy re- 
membrance after another said to him in this short ghostly 
hour of the past, " Crush me not out, hut give me my 
tear." All ids imprisoned tears were clustered around 
his heart, and in them his whole inner being, lifted from 
the ground, softly swam. Bill he collected himself: "Canst 
thou not yet deny thyself," he .said to himself, " not even 
a moist eye? No,' with a dry eye receive this sad, stifled 
echo of thy whole breast, receive this resonance from 
Arcadia, arid all these weeping sounds, into a broken 

* Or neck (of a violin, for instance]. — Tn. 
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heart" — Amidst such a secret melting away, which 
he often took for composure, it always seemed within 
him as if a breaking voice Prom a. Tar region addressed 
him, whose words had the cadence of verses ; the break- 
ing voice again addressed Mm: "Are not these tones 
composed of vanished hopes ? Do not these sounds, 
Horion, run into one another like human days ? 0, look 
not on thy heart; on the dust-cloud of the crumbling 
heart, as on a mist, the gleaming Ibrms of former days 
cast their image." — Nevertheless he still answered 
calmly, " Life is truly tan short for two tears, — the tear 
of woe, and the other." . . . But now, as the white dove, 
which Emanuel saw fall in the churchyard, flew through 
Iris imaginings, — as he thought to himself, " This dove, 
truly, once fluttered in my dream of Clotilda, and clung 
to the ice-mountains ; ah I it is the image of the fading 
angel beside me," — and as Hie tones fluttered more and 
more faintly, and at last ran round in the whispering 
leaves of a death -garland, — and as the breaking voice 
returned again and said: " Knowest thou not the old 
tones? Lo! they sounded in thy dream before her birth- 
day festival, and there made the sick soul beside thee 
sink up to her heart in the grave, and she left nothing 
behind for thee hut an eye full of tears, and a soul full 

of grief" "No, that was all she left me," said in 

broken tones his weary heart, and all his suppressed 
tears gushed in torrents from his eyes. . . . 

But the light was just then carried from the chamber, 
and the first stream fell unseen into the lap of niglil. 

The harmonica "began (he melody of the dead : "How 
softly they slumber." Ah, in such tones do the far-wan- 
dering waves of the sea of eternity beat against the 
hearts of darkling mortals who stand on the shore and 
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yearn to put forth ! Now art thou, Horion, wafted by 
a wave of harmony out of the mist-ruin of life over into 
the light of eternity! Hear, what tones murmur round 
the broad fields of Eden ! Do not the strains, dis- 
sipated into breaths, reverberate from distant flowers, 
and float, swollen by echo, round the swan-bosom, which, 
blissfully dissolving, swims on pinions, and draw it on 
from flood to flood of melody, and sink with it in the 
distant flowers, which a cloud of fragrances fills, and 
does not in the fragrant dust the soul glow again like 
a, ruddy evening, ere it sets in bliss? 

Horion, does the earth still abide under us, draw- 
ing its circle of death-hills round the breadth of life? 
Do these tones tremble in an earthly air? O Music! 
thou that bringest the 1'ast and the Future with their 
flying flames so near to our wounds, art thou the evening- 
breath of this life, or the morning air of the life to come? 
Ay, thy sounds are echoes, which' angels snatch from 
the second world's tones of gladness, to convey down into 
our mute hearts, into our dreary night the faint spring- 
melodies of heavens flying far above us! And thou, 
dying harmonica- to ne ! verily thou comest to us out of 
a. peal of exultation, which, driven from heaven to 
heaven, dies at last in the remotest mute heaven, which 
consists of nothing but a deep, broad, tranquil, and eternal 

"Tranquil and eternal bliss," repeats Ilorion's dissolv- 
ing soul, whose rapture I have hitherto made my own, 
"ay, there will lie the region where T shall lift up my 
eyes toward the All-grafdous, :ind spread out my arms 
toward her, toward this weary soul, toward this great 
heart. Then shall I fall upon thy heart, Clotilda, then 
shall I clasp thee forever, and the (lood of tranquil and 
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eternal bliss will close around us. Breathe again to- 
ward life, earthly tones, between my breast and hers, 
and then let a little night, an undulating shadowy out- 
line, swim along on your light waves, and I will look 
toward it and say, That was my life ; — then shall I say 
more softly, and weep more intensely, Ay, maw is un- 
happy, but only on the earth." 

O, if there is a human being over whom, at these last 
words, memory draws great rain-clouds, to him, to her, 
I say, Beloved brother, sister, I am, to-day, as much 
moved as thou ; I respect the sorrow which thou hidcst, 
— ah! thou excused mo, and I thee. . . . 

The tune stopped and died away. What stillness now 
in the dark! Every sigh too!; tin. 1 loom of a long-drawn 
breathing. Only the nebulous stars of sensibility spar- 
kled brightly in the darkness. No one saw whose eye 
Lad been wet. Victor looked into the still, black air 
before him, which a lew minutes ago had been filled with 
hanging-gardens of tones, with dissolving air-castles of 
the human car, with diminished heavens, and which now 
remained a naked, black firework-scaffold. 

But the harmonica soon lilled this darkness again with 
meteorological apparitions of worlds. Ah, why, then, 
must it needs strike precisely that melody which woke 
such restless yearnings in my "Victor, the " Forget-me- 
not," which sounded out to him the verses, as if he re- 
peated them to Clotilda. " Forget me not, now that fate 
sternly calls thee away from me. Forget me not, when 
the cool earth one day vest- lightly upon this heart, that 
fondly beat for thee. Think il is I, when some soft voice 
shall whisper to thy thought, Forget me not." . . . And 
0,"when these tones intertwine themselves with waving 
flowers, when they lloiv backward from one past to an- 
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other, when they ripple more and more faintly through 
the past years thai -repose back of man's memory, — at 
last only murmur under the dawn of life, — only well 
!ip inaudibly under the cradle of man, — and stiffen in 
our cold twilight and dry up In the midnight, when each 
of us was not, — then doe- man, deeply moved, cease any 
longer to conceal his sighs and his infinite pangs. 

The still angel at Victor's side could no longer veil 
them, and Victor heard Clotilda's first sigh. 

Ay, then he took her hand as if lie would sustain her, 
hovering over an open grave. 

She gave up her hand to him, and her pulse throbbed 
trembling in nni=on with his. 

Finally only the last lingering tone of the song still 
flung out its melodious circles in the ether, and its wake 
undulated away over a whole past, — then a distant oelio 
wrapped it up in a fluttering breath of air, and wafted 
it away through deeper echoes, and finally over to the 
last which lay round about heaven, — then the tone ex- 
pired and (lew as a soul into one of Clotilda's sighs. 

Then the first tear escaped from her, and fell like a hot 
heart on Victor's hand. 

Her friend was overpowered,— she was carried away, 
— he pressed the soft hand, — - she drew it out of his, — 
and went slowly out of the chamber, in order to come 
again to the help of the too tender heart, over whose 
sweet signs night hung her veil. . . . 

The light which was brought in took away these 
dream-vvorlds. Matthieu and the Chamberlain's lady 
appeared ' also. We will nor, however, in this soft mood, 
when one is precisely the severest against evil natures, 
say or think anything about the new couple which can- 
not help its contrast to our tenderness. Victor said this 



ssted by G00gle 



o6 HESPERUS, 

to himself, ton, but more (ban once ; because the Apothe- 
cary's lyingly alleged engagement of Clotilda. toMattlueti 
impressed itself upon him in the liveliest colors, as resem- 
bling that platonli' union, lo which tin. 1 pure spirit, driven 
out of its ether arid with erooked-np wings, is immured 
in an unclean body. Clotilda came back. She was in 
a state of embarrassment towards Victor, merely because 
ho was in one, or was to be still more so by her side 
in the sleigh, — the swollen ball of her eye she with- 
drew from the light. As condensation of tears, like iti- 
spissation of milk, oppress and destroys ; his sadness, 
repressed and drawn back into his innermost being, 
sought an outlet through the voice, which was vehe- 
ment and abrupt; through the motions of the body, 
which were quick : even through vivacity of expression ; 
— in short, it was well that they started. 

He thought the opposite again, when he stood behind 
her on the sleigh. The night seemed to have withdrawn 
behind the clouds, whose wide arch occupied the heavens. 
He could not hunt up any subject of conversation, let 
him think as much as he would, — he ran through Clotil- 
da's, Victor's, all his acquaintances' lives, — nothing oc- 
curred to him. The reason was, that, his thoughts, which 
lie sent out on this errand, returned every minute with- 
out his knowledge, and hang like bees on Clotilda's noble 
profile, or on her soft eye, or buried themselves in that 
tear of hers which, had fallen on his hand, and in the 
whole ethereal sea of to-day's tones. The dark heaven 
above him finally put into his head Emanuel's last com- 
munication, and he could relate to her out of that the 
blind youth's initiation into the highest thought of man. 
Clotilda listened to him with delight, and at last said : 
" No one is more fortunate than a pupil of such a 
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teacher: but he must never go into the world, — there 
he will be so no longer. His teacher has given him too 
soft a heart; and ;i soil heart, as yon yourself say, hangs, 
like soft fruit, so low down, that every one can reach and 
wound it; the hard Ihiits hang 1 higher." 

They had arrived now at the hard fruits of the 
capital, and her remark was her own history. But 
the new scenes, — the rail] it ig carriages and rustling 
dresses, — the much ado about little or nothing, — the 
hall-lights like systems of fixed stars, — the double mouth- 
wyi harmonicas, — the niasoi.iline court-fauna, — the femi- 
nine court-flora,—- the whole mobilized pleasure camp, -— 
this din of a fair drowned tin; muffled echo which passed 
to and fro between two harmonious souls. 

Our hero was received by the Princess in a more 
friendly manner than "even by the Prince. Joachime, 
Clotilda's lieutenant in office, had, in addition to her cold 
:i:i.':]'v friendliness, a ruonire h rigiilo.knr rich in jewels. 
In a public place it costs less than in a cabinet to cover 
t!ie inner man with the outer as with a theatrical mask. 
Victor, on whom, besides, every sorrow produced the 
witty effect of iutoxir.ttt.ioii., betrayed the former at most 
by the exuberance of bis vivacity. 

A woman betrays herself by the opposite, — Clotilda by 
nothing. He expressed to her in the singular stunned 
state into which outer tones of joy and inner fantasies 
put one, when they come together like two streams meet- 
ing, the following ideas: "Were I the Goddess of delight 
(if there is one), I would have it strike three; round the 
chandeliers I would draw prismatic colors, or in fact 
would hang them up in the cabinets and diffuse through 
the dancing-hall with Incense a ina^ie twilight,- — ■ then I 
should have to set back the tones of the orchestra 
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through so many apartments, that nothing of the music 
should find its way hither but a soft echo. — -and then if, 
in the glimmering nnm 1 , breathing throughout with mel- 
odies, the people did not, after some silent movements, 
feel like sinking away with ecstasy, I greatly mistake." 
. . . . " Add further," said she, " in order that we ton may 
have one, that we stay hove and observe- the dissolving." 

But his composure hardly ever at any ball survived 
(he minuet. After the first din was over, at least ahout 
the witching hour, his whole sonl was always dissolved 
into a poetic melancholy which hardly left iiiin the mas- 
tery of his eyes. Besides the tones, I can further adduce 
the motion as an explanation of this phenomenon : all mo- 
tion, in the first place, is sublime, — that is to say, of great 
masses;- or rather every quick motion imparls to the ob- 
ject the greatness of the space hurried through: hence, 
in contrast with the end in view, objects in motion are 
more comic than those at rest. Secondly, the movement 
of men imaged to him their fluttering by, their fleeing 
into graves; often at night he would stop in sad musing 
under the windows of houses, where they were dancing 
in the second stoiy, and look up, and the gliding by of 
heads in their movement was to him the mad dance of 
ignes fatui in the churchyard. 

To-nighL with his melted, overflowing soul, he felt this 
sooner than ever. The Anglaise, in which one couple 
after another disappears from the column, was the very 
imago of our shadowy life, into which we all march out 
with drums, and encircled with thousands of playmates, 
and in which we grow poorer ami poorer every year as 
we move onward, i^vcvy hour more solitary, and in which 
we hurry to the end forsaken by all except a hired man, 
who buries us behind the goal. But, death spreads out, 
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as it were, our Anns, ami folds them around our beloved 
brothers and sisters ; a human being feels for the first 
time on the brink of the tomb, when hf; comes upon the 
realm of unknown bumps, how much he loves the known 
ones who love him, who suffer like him, and like him die. 
As a woman in no way discloses to us more touchingly 
the whole blessed past, than when she lifts her eyelids and 
shows us her beaming eyus, accordingly lie could not well 
help, (hiring (lie dance, a; least, looking into :m eye, which 
pictured to him nothing but heavens that had set, — and 
to-night all was to set tor him, even (he eye itself. And 
as Clotilda usually grew jjale with dancing, he entered 
through her eyes Into her innermost being, and counted 
there the tear-drops that hung undisturbed on the still 
soul, — the many incisions made by the grafting-knife of 
fate for new virtues, — the clinked roots which fate shortens 
in this flower as we do in lowlier plants, before trans- 
planting into another soil, — and the thousand honey-ves- 
sels of sweet thoughts. And as he thought on all her 
hidden virtues at once, on (he supremacy of her womanly 
reason over her sensibility, on her easy consent in regard 
to the ball which the Prince now imposed upon her, as 
well as in regard to the rouging on which the Princess 
had before insisted, and on her ready compliance, when- 
ever she had to sacrifice nothing but herself; — and as he 
held the thought before his mind how she, not like the 
women of court and city, who, like shrubs at the window 
of the greenhouse, spread themselves out after the light, 
but like spring flowers, loved to bloom, in the shade, and 
yet made as little show of her fondness for country life as 
of her modesty; — he had to turn away his eye from the 
delicate, upright flower, on which death threw down the 
gravestone; from that loveliest soul wdio never yet saw 
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her worth in the glass of an equal ; from the dying heart, 
which nevertheless was not happy. 

And then, to be sure, the thought before which he 
shrank into him=eh" sprang H|i like a storm : "I will tell 
her to-day how good she is, — 0, T shall certainly never 
see her again, and she will die, otherwise unknown to her- 
self! I will fall at her I'cef and confess my inexpressible 
love. She cannot be angry ; God knows 1 crave not her 
holy heart, which no man deserves ; I will only say, Mine 
shall never forge! thee, hot it de-Ires not tiiine, only it will 
break more gently when it has trembled and bled and 
wept and spoken before thee." . . . 

Close, behind (his thought came to hiin Clotilda her- 
self, hand in band with her step-mother, and, the face 
robbed of its color by the warmth as roses are by the 
sun, the tired and more sick-looking features put forth 
the silent prayer to come out into the fresh air and go 

She went ; her step- mother followed her at a distance. 
What a change of scene ! Under the- eastern gate of 
heaven stood the moon, who had taken off the funeral veil 
of cloud from the milky-way and the whole blue abyss. 
She gradually laid out a ground of silver, and sketched 
upon it with gleams and shadows a growing night-piece. 
The frost seemed lo condense Iter light, into body, into 
white meadows, into tumbling at renins, into floating 
flakes ; it hung glistering as wliiic blossoming foliage on 
the hushes, it glimmered up the eastern mountains, which 
the sun had cast into ice-mirrors. And all above man 
and around man was sublimely still,- — sleep played with 
death, — every heart rested in its own' night. 

And here, at Ibis entrance, as it were, out of the tur- 
moil of earth into the still twilight-shrouded under- 
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world, cold thrills and after them glowing thrills ran 
over Victor's nerves. This happens when the soul of 
man is too full an J too sorely nglrated, and all the threads 
of the trembling web of the lleshly organism sway with 
it. His sleigh became now a hying gondola. The night- 
air blowing against him kindled all his flames. the 
stream full of ice-points, if it had only swept over him! 
the cool coverlet of snow, if it were only laid upon him ! 
A voice was eon tin [.rally crying within him: " Thou art 
bearing the still, the patient one with her black veil to 
death; it is her beam- : the noble pearl-diver has given 
heaven her sign that she law collected here below enough 
sorrows and virtues, that it may draw her up again to 
itself." The procession of mountains gliding by, the trees 
that whirled past, the fields (hat lied away, this flight of 
nature seemed to form together one great cataract that 
carried all before it, and man first of all, and left nothing 
behind it but time. And as he rolled down into the val- 
ley, where the city disappears. us dir.I a year ago his fe- 
male escort, and the aioou behind the trees began seem- 
ingly to scud through the heavens, then he lifted bis eyes 
toward the stars, and, bent backward in a rigid gaze, 
spoke aloud as out, of a shattered heart to the heavens: 
"Deep blue grave over men, thou hides! thy broad nights 
behind crowded suns! Thou drawest us and our tears 
upward like vapors. Ah, cast not poor short-sighted 
mortals so far asunder, so infinitely far! And why can- 
110 1 man look up to iiico v.ilho.;! iamking: who knows 
what loved heart I may not a yeaT hence have to seek 
up yonder!" 

His darkened eyes fell painfully from heaven — upon 
Clotilda's, which were lifted over agauHt his. The tear 
which had just fallen from her eye down to her cheek 
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she could neither conceal through the veil, nor make 
believe to be a snow-flake which had melted on her face, 
since the veil kept v.ff the ilakcs ; but such a tear needed 
no veil. Clotild;; bad thought be meant merely Emanuel. 

and therefore she was touched and softened Like 

two parting angels, the two now beheld each other with 
tearful eyes, But Clotilda withdrew hers, and her sink- 
ing' head bent. Nevertheless, she turned round again, 
and with her heavenly face and heavenly voice pre- 
sented to him "the sweet prayer: "Bestow this warm 
friendship upon my brother also; and forgive hia sister to- 
day this prayer, as I may not for a long lime have an 
opportunity to renew it." He bowed himself down low, 
and could not answer. 

But when now her place of residence and her castle, 
from which the silver i-ain of the moon ran down, gleamed 
before their eyes, — as the moment came on, darker and 
darker, in which the parting (perhaps the mask of death) 
was to take (his still angel IVom his .side, — as every indif- 
ferent formula of leave-taking which he could imagine to 
himself lacerated Ids sick heart, — as he saw how she 
leaned her head on her hand and on the veil, in order, 
unobserved, to remove or check the first signs of her 
farewell, — then did the whole cloud which had so long 
been letting fall single drops into his eyes, rent asunder, 
rush down upon him and flood his heart. . . . Suddenly 
he stopped. . . . He looked with si ill gushing eyes toward 
St. Luna. . . . Clotilda turned round, and beheld a color- 
Jess face, a brow full of sorrows, and a quivering lip, and 
said bashfully, "Your soul is too good and too tender." 
Ay, then his over-full heart burst in twain. Then gushed 
up all the depths of his soul in which old tears had been 
so long accumulating, and lifted up from the roots his 
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swimming heart, and lie *ank down before Clotilda, radi- 
ant with heavenly love nud streaming sorrow, — mantled 
with the flame of virtue, — transfigured by the moonlight, 
— with his true, helpless breast, with bis veiled eyes, — 
and the dissolving voice eon hi only utter the words; "An- 
gel of heaven ! the heart breaks at. last which loves thee 
inexpressibly. 0, long indeed have 7 been silent. No, 
thou noble form, never canst thou pass out of my soul. — 

soul from heaven, why have thy sufferings and thy 
goodness, and all thai thou art, inspired me with an eter- 
nal love, and with no hope, but, with an eternal sorrow ?" 
Her agitated face lay bcnl aside from him in her right 
hand, and the left covered only her eyes, but not her 
tears. A dying sound implored him to rise. They heard 
the second sleigh far offi "Never-to-be-forgotten one! 

1 torment thee, but I will remain where I am till thou 
hast granted me a token of forgiveness." She extended to 
him her left hand, ami the gesture disclosed a holy coun- 
tenance full of emotion. He pressed the warm hand to 
his flaming face, into his hot streams of tears. Trembling, 
he again asked: "0, my fault grow* greater every mo- 
ment! Will yon, then, wholly ibrgive it?" . . . 

Then did the blushing face bury itself in the folded 
veil, and, turning away, stammered : "Ah, then I must 
share it, noble friend of my teacher." 

Blessed, blessed man ! After this word, the whole of 
earthly life has no greater heaven to offer thee I Rest 
now in silent rapture with thy overpowered face upon the 
angelic hand, into which the noblest of hearts pours the 
blood that kindles for virtue ! Shod all thy tears of joy 
upon the dear hand whieh has given them to thee! And 
then, — if thou canst for rapture or for reverence, — 
then lift up thy pure, glistening eye, and show her therein 
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the look of sublime love, the look of the love which is 
eternal and speechless a.nri blissful and unspeakable I 

Ah ! he, who had ever been loved by a Clotilda, could 
now read no farther, — write no farther, — for ecstasy . . . 
or else for pain ! 

Silent and sanctified he now sped along the fair road ; 
the moon hung down from heaven like adewy morning 
overlaid with white blossoms ; spring stirred its meadows 
and its flowers under the veil, of snow; rapture throbbed 
in Victor's heart, swelled in his breast, shone in his eye ; 
bat speechless reverence controlled bis rapture. . . . They 

arrived. And when, in the harmonica-chamber, where 
in the evening he hurl jirnsiiert her hand for anguish, they 
now stood alone fice to face, so changed, so blest for the 
first time, two such hearts, — she like an angel who had 
descended from heaven, he like a mortal who had risen 
from the earth, to f : ill on the heart of the timid angel, and, 
speechless, to go lock with her to heaven. . . . "What an 

hour ! O, only for you, ye fair souls, who have never 
experienced such ;in hour, anil yet have deserved it, do I 
go on picturing this one ! . . . Like two risen ones before 
God, they look into each other's eyes and souls, — like 
a zephyr, which two swaying roses prolong, breathes be- 
tween the trembling lips the speechless sigh of bliss, drunk 
in by the bosom in quick inspirations, and issuing with a 
tremulous thrill of glad awe in long expirations, — they 
continue silent, to look at each other, they lift their eyes, 
to see through the drop of joy. and ea-t (hem down again 
to dry it away with the eyelid... . . . No, it is enough: 

0, there is another tear that now lies heavily on the fair 
heart, which is silent and would say, I was never happy, 
nor ever shall be ! 

Victor had so much to say to her, and had so few 
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minutes more left for it ; and yet not so much joy as 
reverence made hira dumb, — for sacred to the loving 
heart is the form that has said to it, I am thine. But 
think not he would make any such rude request to her, 
as that she would stay here on his account ; only the 
question whether he might visit her in Maienthal, only 
the prayer that she would lake thought of her recovery, 
can he venture upon. Clotilda had only one to make 
to him, which she could tiol sufficiently veil over, namely, 
that, for the sake of her jealous brother, he would not 
see her in Miiiemhi.il. 

During the lingering.') of rapture, they hear the bells 
of the second sleigh. Haste necussiiiHed courage. Vic- 
tor transformed his yruyvr into the v.;UIi that spring might 
favor the design of her journey (restoration to health), 
and the question into the j-'\'/f"l l-houf/hl. how happy she 
would be in Maitnlhal by the side of Dahore, how blest 
he had once been there, and how little he had once 
dreamed that one could ever be still more so there. Clo- 
tilda answered (probably to his wish of following her 
thither): "I leave behind quite as much to you, — ^my 
brother and your friend ; forget not my former prayer." 

Not until the approaching parents reminded Clotilda 
to throw back her veil, and admonished her beloved to 
take his first leave of the heart, which he ha/1 won, — not 
till then did they both look far into the great Eden which 
had opened around their life, — and the bright moment 
which now darted by in the stream of time projected 
into eternity the images of two heavenly forms, — one un- 
filed, [jiile-red, transfigured with tears, and c 
by love, radiant with the reflection of hope. And r 
let no longer the hand skeich souls, which not even 
great, glowing eye of love can portray. . . . 
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When the parents naiiie, he felt, but he forgave, a!l 
possible contrasts. He soon took his leave, that he might 
at home, in the silence of night, throw the first prayerful 
glance over the, stream of his future life, which now 
glided on toward the grave in lines of beauty, and in 
which gay minute-is played like goldfishes. 

Tn the -nillne^ of nighl, not far from his lvnx-mummy, 
the happy one thought to fall down before the Infinite 
Genius and thank him, with new tears, for this night, 
for this friend, of whom he is the, first love. But the 
thought of doing it is the deed, and 0, how could 
our touched heart, which even before men is dumb, find 
any other words before the Infinite than tears and 
thoughts ? 

And in this resigned frame, fill of deep tranquillity, 
wherein I lay down the pen, mayst thou, dear reader, 
lay aside this book, and say with me, There may well 
he more sad days that will conclude like the Twenty- 
eighth Dog-Post-Day. 



PREFACE TO PART III. 
(Which in ike first edition came on a dozen sheets earlier.) 

AS the Intercalary Hay Ihb time falls in with the 
Preface, and as it liegins. too, with the letter V,* 
both indeed can, with uncommon felicity, be C 
together. 

• Vorrede being the German for Preface. — Tr. 
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SEVENTH INTERCALARY DAY. 

E»n of the Rk(.t.t:-:r of Extra-Shoots. 



l,'s !■-]'. ri.INfiNKHS !)'■ UfADEP.S. ■— Vol-. TIL (Pkefacf. to.) 

THERE were once happy times, when one had noth- 
ing to suffer from his fellow-savage and neighbor, 
except being struck dead, — when the hail was the only 
knout-master of (he skin, whereas now (lie trade-wind of 
the visiting-fan is to us a whirlwind, and the cool breath 
over the teacup a sea-breeze, — when one took less 
interest in another's trouble than in his fodder, -— when 
the ladies never wounded the gentlemen in bear-skins in 
any way (least of all with glauecs, charms, tresses), ex- 
cept with elubs, and when, to he save, they possessed 
themselves, as well as to-day and to-morrow, of the heart 
of an honest man, but only in this way, by first stretch- 
ing out the proprietor of it on an altar and regularly 
slaughtering him, before they cut out the heavenly globe 
from his chest. 

These times we have now all forfeited ; in those which 
are upon us, things look badly. By heaven ! one really 
needs not much less than everything to make him happy, 
and little more than nothing to make him unhappy, — 
for the former he requires a sun, for the latter a particle 
of sun-dust ! We should be well off, and have the key to 
large apartments in all pleasure -castles, if fate had pro- 
vided for us that we should endure, say as many degrees 
of torture as the Jurists have, namely, three, — no more 
plagues than the Egyptians underwent, namely, seven, — 
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no more persecutions than the first Christians stood out, 
namely, ten. But for such drawings of fortune a man 
of sense does not look ; at least, no one promises him- 
self such prizes, who like me sits down and considers 
our humming-bird stomachs, — our soft caterpillar skins, 
— our ears tingling of themselves, — our eyes which are 
their own tinder, — and our ads de Paris, which can be 
pierced, not by a crumpled rose-leaf, but by the very 
shadow of a thorn, — and our fine complexion, which 
without a moon-umbrella would blacken in the moon- 
light. . . . And yet in this account of our troubles, — be- 
cause I am diligently intent upon lessening them, — - 
I have not included other quite different, most accursed 
items, but have left out riches, c. g., entirely, that smart- 
money for so many thousand gashes and fractures of the 
breast, and in fact millions of wounds which would make 
our riddled self absolutely turns parent, were it not fortu- 
nately clothed from head to loot in English court-plaster. 
. . . But I left out all such stuff, because I knew it would 
after all amount to nothing, if I should set it off against 
a quite different purgatory and tempest into which we 
male-kind particularly are thrown, if we are so unfortu- 
nate as to keelhaul ourselves, that is to say, full in love, 
which in my poor opinion is a slight foretaste of hell, as 
well as of heaven. Let the best peeress in this depart- 
ment write to me, and enclose it postpaid to the publish- 
ing office in Berlin, and give me her name, if she was 
capable of not flaying and impaling her poor pastor Jido, 
nor persecuting him with kickbiihigs, nor filling his heart 
full of bruises with the compression- machines of her hands, 
his head full of fissures with the bastinado of the fan, his 
breast full of blisters with her eyes, nor of giving him, 
as they do to tobacco, a mellowing with her tears. . . . 
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At least I myself at this pre.-ent moment come straight 
from such a house of correction ami bai ling- house, and 
my skin looks as pitiably as if I had a scalped one over 
my limbs. 

We will say no more of this. My intention in all this 
is to brace up the reader, because a whoEy new rainy- 
constellation (Plcia.d) which 1 have not. at all named is 
rising in his horizon, to snow upon him. This will rage 
worse than all that has gone before. What I mean is 
this: An imperial citizen may be just giving the finish- 
ing touch to everything, — his coffers * and his enemies 
may have been already overturned, and his labors right 
well received by the public or the board, — his pleas for 
delay have been allowed, and llie quinquennials t of his - 
debtors refused, — his youngest daughter, who, like the 
eldest of the French king's brother, is called Mademoi- 
selle, may already have got through with the measles 
and her betrothal afterward ; it avails him nothing, the 
worst of all, a whole Gehenna still awaits him on his 
book-shelves ; for there may the fair spirits (let him have 
swallowed as he may all bitter salt of fate) have sliced 
for him, under the name of romance-manna, a hard tear- 
bread, which I, for my part, should be glad neither to 
bake nor to chew, — truly they may (to use another met- 
aphor) have composed and placed in readiness for him 
dead-marches and funeral cantatas, which shall utterly 
upset him and make him so warm that his eyes shall run 

And unfortunately warm-blooded and soft-skinned ex- 
cellent men are just the ones least remarkable for steadi- 
ness and moderation in bearing the poetical sorrows which 

/,. rnitnt ■'.■':■ cash. — Tb. 
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without a preface in the way of counterpoise, unless I am 
willing to be myself the cause of innocent persons weep- 
ing over the best scenes of this part, and suffering from 
sympathy. Such too sensitive persons, to whom Nature 
has denied aesthetic apathy to cases of great distress in 
tragedies and romances, should, — unless they are fat, 
for sorrow is good for fatness as a fasting-cure and lapis 
m/ernalis,* — these should make themselves cold, and 
arm themselves against the tragic poet with philosophy ; 
they should console themselves during the reading of a 
great affliction and say : " How long does such a printed 
misery last ? How soon a book and a life are over ! 
To-morrow thou wilt think very differently. The un- 
happy condition into which I am here brought by Shake- 
speare exists, in truth, only in my own imagination, and 
my sorrow over it is indeed, according to the stoic, only 
illusion. One must not, says Epict.ef.us; in his handbook, 
bewail that which lies not in our will, and the sad scene 
of Klopstock here is, in fact, an external tiling, which 
thou canst not alter. Wilt thou let. thyself be shamed 
by a North American, by a saltwork-man of Halle, by 
the rabble, by the Cretin from Gex, f who bore that 
whole scene from Goethe's 'J.'asso quietly and composedly, 
without ibe moistening of an eye?" 

I assure the readers that I take the Held here only 
against their wives and si-teis : for among readers of our 
sex stoat-hearted spectators of apdictic woes have never 
been wholly wanting, and still less than among the vul- 
gar themselves; and least of all would I have the appear- 

* Helt-staia, or lunar caustic — Tr. 

t The district in which Voltaire's Fernsj lay. — Tr. 
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anee of disputing tin; great majority of business-people, 
reviewers, eri m I un 1-1 juv vers, ami Dutchmen, the posses- 
sion of great composure- (lining the reading of sad 
crape-clad scenes, which I and others give to the 
press. Much rather do I fondly persuade myself that 
— if there ever was hope of the like — it is precisely 
now, when the Ocnniiii promises to put on that Bel- 
gian stoicism, that, noble insensibility, which so becomes 
him, and through which he is made bullet- and blade- 
proof against Melpomene's dagger, and goes through 
Dante's hell, as Christ did through the real one, with- 
out suffering. We never, to he sure, had the sen- 
sibility of the French, and their Racine would never 
have been for us anything more than a prince's jester ; 
but we are now, if an author does not absolutely push 
the matter too far and bring in too many batile-iields, 
and cups of rat-poison, and gallows- trees, — for that 
takes hold of us, — but if he only half good-humoredly 
trots along — I seem really to see him at this mo- 
ment riding — on a mourning-; Iced, and shakes with 
one hand a death-bell, and with the other swings (ah, 
woe !) a funeral-marshal's baton ; or if, finally, he only 
delineates the invisible, stanched gashes of the ten- 
derer, more delicate soul ; — then are we now already 
in a condition to maintain: our merry lunuor, and to show 
what a German can endure. People of more moderate 
force sleep at least, so as not to suffer over a Goethe's 
Iphigenia, becau.ee sleep sets snife-rui'.-' right; or we abso- 
lutely forget such elegies, because, according to Plattner, 
we have no memory for sorrows, and because oblivion — 
as a prince wrote — is the only remedy for sorrows ; or 
Heaven sends us, as after sorrow joy, after a Messiad 
(of which a good travesty were to be desired for us) a, 
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Blumauer's parody, over which wc can easily forget the 
preceding epopee. 

W. 

Women. — Ye sweet, soft spring flowers and angel 
shoots by the side ol'ns hard winler-eabbage-Stumps, I have 
indeed already, under the former hitler, remembered you 
and your tendernesH in contract to the Gorman immeltaUe- 
ness! What shall 1 further soy, cxeepl that, when you ai'e 
good, you are so in the highs st degree, mid that you and 
the Cornwall tin have one and the same kind of stamp, — 
namely, the rising: of an angel? 

X (see I K S). — Y (see I). — Z (see T S). 



Spitz- — Poor Spitz likes as well to be in Prefaces 
among Extra-Shoot; as his Master, mid comes in just right 
with the Twenty-ninth Chapter. I can talk for hours with 
Pomeranian dogs, as Yorick did with asses. I will now 
set the messenger of the gods on his hind-feet and hold 
him by the fore-paws, that he may listen to me in an erect 

posture. " Stand, nimble beast! — I talk with thee 

about something only that I may place thee in the third 
Preface. It deserves. Spitz, l.o be remarked, that thou art 
a rogue as men are, and like them wilt, not remain straight, 
but crooked and Lov, ed down. jiieivly tin' lie sake of eating 
well; thou and they will, like i'nro-eards, win by bending 
and crooking, as the common Ensiish Lend their bad silver 
money that it may not be passed for less, namely, two 
pieces for one. Thou hast false eyes, but nevertheless 
thy actions are good. The reviewers, impatient cattle, 
say, if they were in thy ['lace, (bey would bring along the 
biographical building-stuff more industriously, that the 
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biography might he over before it snows; — meet them 
not with the counter-assertion, that I might do like IJaio- 
nius, who began his annals without a heard and ended 
them with a gray one. In that can only reviewers (but 
not I) imitate him, who have time lo polish, and who ean 
begin a work beardless, on shaving day, and not till three 
days after finish it, when they are lathered. — — Just fall 
down, Hofmann, and eat ; thou art at least not wholly 
without sense, and i^ivesi more heed to an harangue, after 
all, than a Dauphin-lYetus, and at least, ivaggest thy tail, 
which the foetus does not. I have now to talk with quite 
other people, and the fewest possible among them wag 
their tails in token of appreciation, Spilst 1 " 

Jean Paul. 
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CoaVEUSIOS-. — BlI.L.ILT-llOLIX Of THE WATCH. — flliAPE I[AT. 

gj N tha morning Clotilda went off to her poplar- 
island, and at. noon Victor departed, to his Pon- 
tine marsh, — both contented with a separation 
which made, them worthy to enjoy a reunion. 
The first thing to which the court-physician gave him- 
self in Flaehsen tinmen was — afterthought, or rather after- 
feeling. Man is the Jceland-sp;u' of time, which shows all 
scenes twice, side by side. Memory caught once more in 
Ker mirror the moonshine of last night, and the angels 
which floated in it, and turned the mirror with this lustre, 
with this perspective, towards my Victor. He thought 
over Clotilda's past conduct, in which he — as I hope my 
reader has — discovered the traits of the purest love, 
which looks with only one. eye out of the veil, together 
with the traces of a decided mastery of woman's feel- 
ings over woman's wishes. She comes on the 1st of May 
from Maienthal with a weeping heart, which, torn away 
from a dead companion, still bleeds on from its open 
wounds. — The pupil of Emanuel meets her, and she 
hastens hack again to the grave, there to quench in tears 
of mourning her first love. — But Emanuel communicates 
his holy fire to this love by his own, by his praise of the 
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beloved, by his open lollc: full of ^ernsinallng love, which 
the latter bad written to him on the birthday festival 
of the 4th of May.— Sne returns 1 in restored, towards 
the time of his approaching departure. — But her good 
Emanuel, with tin: cruel kindness of friendship, impresses 
the image which makes liei heart too uneasy still more 
deeply into its wounds, by reporting to her Victor's life 
in Maienthal and his confession that he loves her. Victor 
is silent before her. but she thinks he is so because he has 
no permission from his father to speak with her about 
Flamin's relationship. — lie goes to court, and seems to 
forget her, nay, lie put- upon her the chains of the court 
office, which nevertheless, as he knows, oppress her soul 
even to blood. Her parents, either by way of sounding 
her, or of flattering her secret suitor Malthieu with her 
female veiling of herself, exlort from her by a tyrannical 
question the unhappy No, which deceives her brother and 
repels her friend. Victor steals away, on her festal 
evening, from the garden, without speaking to her, there- 
upon visits her parents again, and grows entirely cool. 
Now she hears nothing more of him excepting, at most, 

of his pleasures at court and his visits to Joachime. 

— Ay, thou good soul, thus, in conflict with wishes and 
with troubles, in sick pining alter the loved soul, must all 
thy joys go to sleep and thy hopes die out, and thy inno- 
cent cheeks grow pale ! As, now, Victor thus thought 

over this sad past, and remembered how, in the play- 
house, where he revealed to her his knowledge of her 
sisterly relation, the last bloom of her cheek, the last twig 
of hope, fell off, because she could regard his previous 
silence as owing to a command of Ins father, — and as all 
these traits conspired to form the image of a heavenly 
queen before whom it is easier to kneel down than to 
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embrace her, — and as he further reflected that this noble 
heait, improved by an Kmnnuel and worthy of an Eman- 
uel, nevertheless gave itself with all its heavens to the 

fickle heart ol the pupil and that the good soul could 

not have even this modest wish i'nliilled, because fate 
delayed the blossoming of her love like that of a rose-bush 
by transplanting it. by selling it in the shade, by clipping 
the buds in spring and autumn, — and as he saw that 
nevertheless this noble one had gone off to Maienthal with 
her finger on her lips, with liar hand on her heavy heart, 
without a hint of her bitter disiippoiuirucnl, and that moral 
coldness lifted tip Ibis flower, as physical cold does other 
flowers, but tore from ii (hereby (lie rools of life,— -and 
as, finally, his dream on the third Easier-holiday, when it 
appeared to him as if he saw her rise singing from the 
earth on a light veil of mist, passed by before him like a 
great rain-cloud, and the dream wi.'.'u her iiidcd hues paused 
before his pining soul, and a voice out of the dream asked 
him, "Wilt thou long continue lo love her, when angels 
yearn for her and lift her out of her sorrow, and leave 
thee nothing but the grave of the too long misinterpreted 

heart?" As all tho^c thoughts, in glowing procession, 

like mountain chains of ruddy evening clouds, moved 
around his soul, then was his heart, like an altar, covered 
by a sacrificial fire filling t'r.iui heaven, and all his earthly 
desires, all his stains, were consumed in this fire, — in 
short, he resolved to amend himself, in order, by virtue, to 
be worthy of a virtuous woman. 

He was converted on the 3d of April, 1793, towards 
evening ; when the moon — • and the earth — were under 
bis feet in the Nadir. 

The reader may have laughed ai Ibis chronometer; but 
every man in whom virtue is anylhing higher than an 
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accidental water-tucker and wood-shoot, must bo able to 
tell the hour wherein she beeume the Hamadryad of his 
inner being, — which the theologians call conversion and 
the Moravians the breaking -through. Why should not 
time mark off our spiritual sensations, when in fact it is 
only they '.hat mark off iis periods? 

There is — or comes — in every man who is more solar 
than planetary, a lofty hour when his heart, amidst violent 
commotions and painful rendings, at, last, by a lifting- 
up, suddenly turns round towards virtue, in an inde- 
scribable transition like that in which man lifts himself 
over from one system of faith to another, or, suddenly, 
from the highest point of wrath to a melting forgiveness 
of all faults ; — that lofty hour, the birth-hour of the vir- 
tuous life, is also its sweetest hour, because it is to man 
as if his oppressive body were taken oil' from him; because 
he enjoys the bliss or' feeling in himself no cmrtradictimis ; 
because all his chains iitll ; because, he fears nothing more 
in the awfully sublime universe. — The spectacle is great, 
when the angel is born in man ; when, thereafter, on the 
horizon of earth, the whole solar warmth of virtue falls 
upon his heart unobstructed by a cloud. 

But poor mortal man, the prisoner man, immersed in 
blood, encased in flesh, soon i'eds the (inference between 
his raptures and his powers ; he who was going to subdue 
the promised land, when its clusters of grapes came to 
meet him, hesitates, when lie has to march against its 
giants (the passions). I do not, however, reject even the 
extravagance of that enthusiasm ; Man, like buildings, 
must be screwed up iv.tu the air, hi order to be rebuilt; a 
syllogism docs not lead oil' (he blood streams of our desires. 
It is singular that the devil in us must have alone the 
right to spend blood, ni-rv^. beverage, passions, upon his 
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military operations and for his imperial treasury, but the 

So it is, however ; rnon are vicious, because they look 
upon virtue as too hard, and 1'icy again become so, because 
they held it easier than it is. Not reason (i. e. conscience) 
makes us good: that is the outstretched wooden arm on 
the road to virtue; but this arm can neither draw nor 
drive us thither, — reason lias the legislative, not the exec- 
utive force. The power of loving these commandments, 
the still greater power of giving one's ~elf up to them, is 
a second conscience by the side of the first ; and as Kant 
cannot indicate with ink that which rnnkos man bad, so 
neither can that be set forth which keeps his heart upright 
above mora] filth or lifts it out of it. 

Who can explain the fact, if there are men who, from 
youth up, either possess or do without a certain sense of 
honor, — in the female sex this line of division is still 
sharper and more important,' — if there are men who, from 
youth up either experience or forever live without a cer- 
tain yearning for ibc super-earthly, Cor religion, for the 
nobler principle in man (and for systems which seal this 
nobler quality instead of disputing it) ? (With chil- 
dren a warm feeling for religion is often a sign of genius.) 
Man does not become good (though he does grow better) 
because he is converted, but he gets convened because he 

Were virtue nothing but -stoicism, then it were a mere 
child of reason, whereas it is at the highest her foster- 
daughter. Stoicism represents virtue as so useful, so 
reasonable, that it is nothing more than a conclusion; it 
gives one nothing to com] nor hut errors. As (according 
to the stoical principle) it is. not the highest, but the only 
good, — as, according to that principle, all desires aim at 
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an empty notli ins;, —it follows- that virtue is no merit, but a 
necessity. E. g. if there is nothing odious: then love and 
the victory over anger towards an enemy .'ire not harder 
or more meritorious than towards a friend, hut all one. 

What then has the Stoic to saerilice to Virtue according 
to his notion, hut mock-go oils, air-castles, and fever-images? 
Nevertheless Stoicism renders Virtue, as criticism does 
genius, negative services ; the stoical chill calls forth no 
spring, hut it destroys Ihe insects which gnaw it; the 
stoical winter, like the physical, removes the pestilence, 
ere the warmer months come, which bring new life. . . . 

Although Victor said : " Thou dear one, no heart can 
be pure, still, lender, and great enough lor thine, but the 
weak one which thou cudurcst will sanctify itself through 
thine and come to thee improved"; still mere love was 
not the source of his virtue, but the reverse was the case, 
only virtue could manifest itself by such a love. But 
even without taking that into account, a half-selfish change 
of purpose becomes by action a disinterested one, as the 
love which starts from beauty oi' face ennobles itself at 
last into love for beauty of soul. 

His separation from Clotilda gave hiin jay in the thought 
that so long as it lasted he should s;iare the delusions of her 
jealous brother. General love, now led the way to friend- 
ship, for the better sort of women, and tolerance toward 
the worse. He mmuJh <\ his saliricril intolerance — which, 
however, was not half so great as that of young wags 
of authors — by toleration-mandates of his own. lie 
read Gulliver's last journey is.ilo .1 loi'se-land (Houynheim), 
as a recipe again?! lying when one goes to court. His 
Kubach* and jewel-easket and his colk-fjimn pietatis con- 
sisted of three dissimilar volumes, — Kant, Jacobi, and 
Epictetus. 

' Probably some v-.ide-netvm '.vfJism I'v.v'.'s time. — Ta. 
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I could wish, however, that he would not make himself 
ridiculous. Of a man who had been nine months at court, 
one was surely jitsfilieri in expecting that he would be- 
have differently, and not offend against that equality of 
ranks and of vices; as men practise sins best in common, 
as in Swiss churches the hearers must cough simultane- 
ously, or as recruits on their march must make water at 
the same time. At least, the well-bred man seeks to 
conceal his love for his religion, as well as that for his 
wife. -—I return to the story. 

Victor determined now to make only visits that annoyed 
himself and pleased his neighbor. The first was aa 
extraordinary tribute of a visit to the Princess (for his 
daily portioning-tax ■ '■' of calls on her now ceased). To 
be sure, the thick hour- watch of old Bee -father Lind was 
every minute an alarm-clock to hold up before him his 
former foolhardy jokes, his watch-enclosure, and love- 
letter to Agnoha. I cannot avoid the apprehension that 
the reader may make a slip, and not dream with what 
heart Sebastian went to the Princess ; — O, with one full 
of dumb apologies and — exculpations, with a distended 
breast full of proud confidence, and yet full of sympa- 
thetic mildness. Whence came this? — It came from the 
fair soul which now, reconciled and filled up with anoth- 
er's hue, could wish nothing more but friendship, and 
which was now too happy to be inexorable. But he 
found in her apartment two cold, refined faces, which it 
is quite as hard to apologize to as to fin-give, — namely, 
heT own and that of Count von 0. from Kussewitz, 
in whose house her transfer had taken place. Victor 
blushed; the Count appeared not to have the least knowl- 

* Contribution Icvifil mi subjm'l? wlum 'lie snvc.rcisnV daughter is 
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edge of him, — they wore not introduci 1! to each other, — 
but talked together as genially us if they hud been (espe- 
cially as it made no difference), — and so, with cold feel- 
ings, and with the greatest indifference about their own 
and each other's anoriytuoii-ness. they politely separated. 
Only Victor afterward worried him.se]:" with doubts whether 
he had not sooner than Agiioia called (he unknown Count 
by that title. 

For the rest, lie now, for the first time since he had 
loved Clotilda, found the partition-wall between love and 
friendship with women to be very visible and very thick: 
before that he could soe through the partition-wall well 
enough. A woman cannot choose for herself a firmer or 
purer friend than another woman's lover. 

Victor must now also, and lor 1 still move urgent reasons, 
visit Joachi me. The evil spirit, which, like the youngest 
councillors, always gives its voice first in man, made tho 
motion that "he should indulge Joachime in the slight 
illusion of believing that he loved her."— As this did not 
pass, the Jilou* took another voice, and proposed that 
" he should punish her for her former ambiguity by the 
most unambiguous sipns of his haired." — But he followed 
willingly the good spirit which led him by the hand, and 
said on the way, " Go now to her, — disengage thyself from 
her without giving her any pain,. — let thy hand glide 
gradually out of hers, and clear one finger after another, 
as maidens do with their natural hand, and assume the 
attitude neither of her enemy nor of her lover." He 
went to her house without any selfish consideration; for 
the latter would rather have prompted him to stay at 
home, and enjoy and turn over the leaves of the past and 
future, or else to quit the house and go to St. Luna, to 

» Knave. — Te. 
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sit down by Agatha be side the crape hat of Clotilda which 
she was studying. 

In order, however, not to let his visit have too much 
weight in the eyes of Joachime, he proposed to himself to 
beg of her for some weeks the views of Maienthal, which 
hung in her room. Maienthal, how much thou must 
have, if the very skerch of thee makes one so happy I — But 
his visit turned oui singularly. He wished on the way 
that he might find in her toilette-chamber the fine fool 
and the fragrant fool and more stuff; — there was nothing 
there. She received him with a careless gayety, as if she 
were the Columbine * and the Medieus the clown. He, 
however, was going merely to execute the gradual weak- 
ening or diminuendo of his moral dissonances; therefore 
he became, by his constant looking off at his note-Stand, 
and at the score of his inner harmony, somewhat stiff and 
awkward in his playing. Women easily distinguish the 
coldness of reason (if only by the very want of extrava- 
gance) from coldness of mood. Now he asked for the 
views. Joachime did not grow cooler, but warm, i. e. 
serious, and lifted up her watch in the hollow of her 
hand, and said, looking at it, "J give you as many min- 
utes' grace as you have stayed away days, to excuse your 
staying away." Victor accepted without embarrassment — ■ 
like every one who ads only according io ime, either good 
or bad, principle — the allowed lime iijr decision, and took 
the montre a regulateur from under the looking-glass, 
that Joachime might not cheat hiim This cursed watch 
of the Princess grinned at him every where, like a per- 
cussion-ball and powder-mine under his feet. He wound 
it up just to have a chance io open this Nuremberg egg 
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(as they used to call watches), and finally for once to 
examine whether the love -declaration, i. e. the pvnetum 
saliens of love, or the Cupid, — who also, according to 
Plato, came out of an egg,— was still in there. i; I know 
well enough — he said to himself— it has been gone this 
long time, hut I '11 just try it." 

There might have heen. indeed, a question whether it 
was tiie same watch, as the one in Tostato's shop had no 
diamonds, — had (hen; not conic fluttering out from this 
Pandora's box, so soon as it was opened at the window, a 
little thin piece of paper half as nig as a butterfly's wing, 
and as long as the stamen of a tulip. — The little leaf 
took flight at every breath of wind. — . — Joachime caught 
the thing, — read [lie thing, — found the declaration of love 
still there, — took i.i tor one which he was just making to 
herself, by way of atoning tor his absence, and which, for 
the sake of the wit (lie miirht allude to its heart-shape), 
he had been trying to incorporate into the watch. . . . 

Every one can imagine hnw he >elt about, the matter. — 
He would have got through it very well, if he had dared 
to lie terribly, or if he could have ventured at least to 
imitate the few courtiers who, into the twenty-eight 
pounds of blood which irrigate their bodies, have not 
instilled twenty-eight drops of honest blood, — of which 
a single one may, as a liquor prtAittorii.i.s, leave behind in 
the remaining mass cmio-nded procijijlaies. But his soul 
loathed this new bait to lure him to a lie. The reader 
cannot possibly yet know tiiat Victor shot aside from the 
mark, — that is to say, that, on account of the remoteness 
of Joachime's suspicion, he did not guess it at all, but fell 
upon the nearer one, that Joachime had nosed out bis 
whole whimsical trick upon the Princess. He was never 
capable of holding up another's body as a shield against 
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the arrows which were aimed at his own, — a habit on 
the Court-Mori all, which, not, like the Old Testament 
plan, redeems an Isaac with a ram, hut a ram with an 
Isaac ; ho was to-day least of all capable of sacrificing 
the Princess to save himself; hut neither could he bring 
himself even to this, to sacrifice Joachime for the sake of 
saving her, i. e. to recoin the devil's-billet into a sweet- 
billet {billet-doux) to Joachime. The Satan in him 
screamed himself hoarse to get him only so far along, 
that he at least would He by silent expression of counte- 
nance, and justify hers, wherein there began to be less 
and less appearance as if she supposed it directed to 
another lady. 

He told her right out plainly what he was, — a fool. 
He narrated the whole business in liiissewitz. He con- 
cluded by saying thai it was lucky for him that the Prin- 
cess had not at all detected the crazy insertion into 
the watch. ... As now he related all this monotonously 
without a single flattery, out of which some sort of a 
new and improved edition of the insertion might possibly 
have been made, he was fortunate enough, at his de- 
parture, to leave the enlightened Joachime in a state 
which, alter such magnetic passes, expresses itself with 
cultivated women in a fine, proud exaltation, anil with 
uncultivated ones in the attempt to put the sculptor's last 
touch to a man, just as the Greek artists did to their 
models, — namely, with the finger-nails. Victor took his 
leave with two xui'y different sorts of views, those of the 
iuture and those of Maienthal. — 

She kept the billet. Not fear, however, but the bitter 
jeeling that his ibniier follies ended only in another's heart 
with an abortive hope, this trickled with bitter drops into 
the sweet, rejuvenating' sensation of having acted right at 
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his own expense. An emotion, a tear, is an oath before 
Heaven that one will be good; — but a single sacrifice 
steels thy soul more than five tears oi' penitence and ten 
penitential sermons. 

I have not the courage to guess why the Princess 
should have given the watch with the enclosure which 
she (even by the showing of her conversation with Tos- 
tato) must have read, into the kinds of Just chime ; but to 
the suspicious knaves whom I thought of when writing 
the chapter of her eye-bandaging and kiss, this is a wind- 
fall : the present of the watch confirm* them entirely in 
their knavish creed ; for they can now — despite all my 
efforts to the contrary — allege, the gift as a sign of the 
Italian revenge which Agnoia had proposed to herself to 
take upon her rival Joachime (to whom she must needs 
ascribe Victor's resistance) in the fact of communicating 
to her his declinations of love in other quarters. 

Victor proposed to himself, as lie, took the greatest 
physical strides homeward, to take similar politic ones, 
and to confess plumply to the Prince : " It is not much 
over nine months since I troubled your Illustrious High- 
ness's bride with a flimsy declaration of love, which she 
certainly cannot have ever read, and which now changes 
hands." Bat at present the opening of the affair of the 
watch-letter was impracticable: January was a little vexed 
at Clotilda's withdrawal; Victor had also for some time 
been less about him than nsiml, which certainly with an 
honest favorite ought not to be so, as, e. g., the famous 
Count von Brunei* watched, like a mother, around his 
master from morn to midnight. January seemed in 
this loneliness to think more of his children, and Victor 

* 1700 - 1763. A famous, extravagant German statesman at- 
tached to Augustus III. of Saxony. — in. 
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had no tidings to impart, to him from his Lordship. The 
main thing, moreover, was Lis spring sickliness, which 
made him again the credulous disciple of Dr. Culpepper 
and the gout. This doctor's trunk under a doctor's hat, 
whose brain-lib res were twi start to bans-strings, extolled his 
simplicities, merely by the solemn pomposity with which 
he delivered himself of (.bom, beyond their value ; of cer- 
tain persons, e. g. pin sicians, financiers, economical-agents, 
even people of lino manners require stiffones, and make 
more account of a pointed wig than of a hair-bag as big 
as a buckle or a Titus's-head,* Sebastian appeared to 
people much loo waggish to allow them to think that he 
had learned anything. In the article of physicians — as 
in every main article of property or cf life — -the most dis- 
tinguished vulgar think as the lowest, and prize men and 
lapdogs according lo shaggy wildness of exterior. Besides, 
Victor had the fault, of bringing himself and the physi- 
cians under suspicion of a thirst for glory, in that he 
praised them outright ; e. g. " By their impressment of 
sailors and dead men they were a sort of buyers-up of 
souls for the next world, and served for nut-crackers to 
tlits good angels, who desired I he kernel without the bodily 
shell, in order to transplant it. How often do we not 
obviate," he continued, " the most dangerous transfers of 
maladies by an easy transfer 'of the patient? I might 
appeal to the nfnijiiis, from (his world, whether our sand- 
box and inkstand (the implements of our receipts) are not 
the sowing-machine and waterpot of the winter-crop of 
humanity ; but (he survivors shall speak and answer 
whether, for the benefices, the regiments, the estates in 
fee, the order-ribbons, which fall to them, they have not 
■ Heads of short, frizzleil tini:, modelled after the busts or portraits 
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tolhank our recipes aod "Uriah's-ietters, and whether they 
or even kings would sit hiyh and. dri;, without our frequent 
ditching and draining in the churchyard. — And yet, me- 
thiuki-, our renown in tiie way of healing find hringin;; to 
life is quite as great, it' not greater ; this glory — as well 
as the lists ol' mortality 00 which it is based — has re- 
mained for man}' centuries tin; mine, — our theories, spe- 
eilirs, judgments, may chmiyn as they will." 

Such satires made the Prince light merry and incredu- 
lous. Dr. Culpepper, on the contrary, stood upon his 
dignity, and would have drawn his sword against a satirist 
who had talked of the slow decimal ion of physicians, and 
by a swifter one have completely refuted him. I advise 
every one who wants to be anything in the world (that 
is anything different from what he is) to appear among 
men as a funeral-bidder, — with women, as a godfather- 
bidder. — The Prince in the sickly spring held himself, 
for two reasons, to be possessed with llie gout again : first, 
because I have never yet known a nervous weakling who, 
when I had tallied a. disease out of him in summer, did 
cot the next sickly winter get it into his head again; 
secondly, because January calculated that he had Mien 
on his knee before ladies often enough to feel the traces 
of his adoration still lingering in the shape of goiiagra or 
knee-gout. 

So stood matters, when a little accident made our Vic- 
tor happy again. Only I must say beforehand that, inde- 
pendently of that, he was not at all unhappy ; for a lover 
never worries himself about anything, certainly not about 
a court; he has on Cupid's bandage, and willingly for- 
gives Fortune and Justice theirs. And the moral Easter- 
eve bonfire melted— just as .superstition ascribes to the 
physical one a peculiar power— all the ice wherewith 



ssted by G00gle 



they dammed up Victor's blood itilo (In; lymph of joy ; "the 
Easter-wind— -which, according to (he weather-prophets, 
continues till Whitsuntide — set his old joy-flowers in mo- 
tion, and wafted forth from them (lie pollen of future ones ; 
the snow dissolved on the hot spring awaking from its 
winter sleep, and the first flowers and the thousand buds 
gave all hearts energies and hopes and love. O when 
Victor looked out of doors toward (he gve en-growing path 
which, with fresh sap-colors, (lor in spring the foot-paths 
grow green first.) would lain hire and load him nut of the 
midst of tiic after-grass heath to the Eden of Maienthal, — 
and then when he turned round glowing and thirsting, 
and ran over into lite sketched "Maienthal, into the bor- 
rowed views, and there climbed <-vi:ry colored mountain, 
and encircled every dotted-oni- garden with his fingers 
and fancies, — then he did not think himself' that a little 
accident could make him still more joyous. — And yet 
it did. 

It is not well done of me that I always— -and it is 
a thing I have become very much accustomed to in this 
biography — call that an accident which is a direct great- 
grandchild by blood of former chapters, and which really 
must come. For the crape hat — that was the accident 
— must indeed come, because it was bespoken. It was, 
bowever, the — original itself. Besides, in so small a 
time no hat could have been made by the nimblest master- 
builder of finery ; and yet. Sebastian never would have 
thought, had not traces of powder and opened lace-lattices 
compelled him, to distinguish the old hat from a new one. 
In short, Clotilda had given it to Agatha, who could not 
conceal from her for whom she was taking the copy, before 
the third Easter-holiday, for the purpose of letting her 
copy it, and after the nlbi'esaid day had written to her to 
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Bend her the copy aw! pass nil' l.iu: original upon the Medi- 
cos for the imitation, {as in the case of the wax-statue,) 

— and why, perhaps? — O. of that her friend bad a sweet 
consciousness ; she was sorry that she could not give a 
shy, delicate heart, anything, not a sound, nor a glance, 
nor a joy, nor a reminiscence of the fairest, evening, ex- 
cept its mere aut-urmial after- flora, mere sill; -flowers sewed 
together in imitation of that flower of joy, the taffeta 
shadow of a taffeta-shade. . . . No, she did violence to 
herself, in order to give the mute darling at least more 
than a copy of the shadow. O, if the loving, closed heart 
of a good woman should open before a man, how much 
controlled tenderness, how many veiled sacrifices and 
dumb virtues, would he see reposing therein I 

— One must, at any rate, with the German Diet and 
its cross-benches, make no mystery of the fact, that Vic- 
tor would not accept the ninth Electoral hat, or in fact 
the eighth and last, on condition of parting with the crape 
hat. .... What can the thickest, heaviest crowns, said he, 
which have been exhibited to me in my travels, weigh in 
the one scale, — even supposing one should throw iu also 
several tiaras and doges' cups with bows and papal hats, 

— if Clotilda's crape hut weighs down the other? As the 
reader has quite as much intelligence as I, let him decide 
the question. — This hat gave him an inexpressible longing 
for Maienthal, and was to him a dedicatory copper-plate 
which (as by an investiUtru per p/ietim) first presented 
Clotilda to him; he stood before tin's crown as an heir to 
the crown — every minute drew his coronation -chariot — 
with two big drops of joy, which the happy eye could not 
hold, and said slowly, gently shaking his head : " No, kind 
destiny gives me too much. — Ah, how can I deserve 
this soul from heaven ? — I will merely say to her, I am 
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thine ! and by and by, some day, Thou art mine ! " And 
when his fancy actually opened behind tin: crape-lattice- 
work the two great eyes which had once- concealed behind 
it the tears of a rejected heart, and when he let the 
remote voice discourse again out of shadowy threads 
behind this nunnery -grating, then he could no longer 
restrain himself from writing, — -so that he might thus 
go to Maicnthal, — as he sat opposite (he bat, his first 
letter to her, which ) shall certainly get. from the dog by 
to-morrow evening's post. — 

I believe I have not yet said that Agatha handed him 
the hat, and that she invited him — it is now towards the 
end of April — to the birthday of her father on the 4th 
of May. Victor thought on the melancholy 4th of May 
of the year '92, and irreiv still more full of yearning for 
the friend who was torn from him. 

Before closing the chapter, I will only say to the 
younger Clotildas, the Vice-Clotildas, the illegitimate 
Clotildas, and the Cotintci'-Clotlljas, who have me and 
my chapters in their laps : Be cool. You cannot possibly 
carry the coldness of virtue too far, unless yon absolutely 
set no limits to it. I will, on your account, dress up this 
doctrine in wise sayings and witty sentences, that it may 
be the better adapted to fans and albums. 

Love, like the seed of the Auricula, must be sown on 
snow; both arc warmed through by ice itself, and then 
spring up so much the more vigorously. —You must never 
give yourselves as a mere present, but as a lady's ac- 
knowledgment of thanks to her knight. — 'You receive and 
deserve exactly as much respect as you demand, and you 
can, though you should he ullui/ed as much as you pleased, 
take your mint-die or coin-stamp out of your pocket and 
coin yourselves therewith as a lady eFor for one gentlc- 
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man, or as a miserable, lit t It; fnt maiinih'n * for another. 
— A rake indicates in a company, like a measurer of the 
purity of the air, by the ditfereut. degrees of his boldness, 
the different decrees of female merit, only in inverse 
relation, f . . 

Even if it did noi belong (r> Uie lV.i:s:ilc point of honor, 
one must still desire, merely for the suite of having one 
trouble more. — ■ because my sex thinks on this subject 
entirely with me, who desire a daughter from no recruit- 
ing-house of sons-in-law, where at least the parents have 
not something against me ; — avid let it herehy be known 
(therefore I do not insert it in the newspaper) that I ex- 
pect of parents, who in their auction-room of daughters, 
in their love-inoenlntion-liospit.jil, have one or two subjects 
to dispose of, and to whom a Mining-Superintendent, 
Justice, Music-Master, and Biographer— such may he 
my few offices — is no too contemptible match, — that I 
[I repeat] expect of such parents, that, (if they mean 
the thing seriously) they will at least forbid me the 
house or frequent correspondence: — that enlivens sons- 

* A small Co!ri«MC cum, so nrimtil frrmi thti jump; of a little fat man 
or monk (some tlilukiii,;;- Jl!i„;.'i<:i:<.:iu> a corruption I'ur fettmSndieheii) 
stamped on it.— Tk. 
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fjlAD I or any one else been lying in wait be- 
hind a bush or in a narrow pass, and had wo 
darted out in the nick of time, we might have 
taken away the I wo letters, scaled up one into 
the other, which Victor was sending to Maicnthal, from 
the hands of the messenger, who understood no German, 
namely, his Italian servant. The letter to Emanuel wag 
the wrapper of the letter to Clotilda, — friendship is al- 
ways the envelope of love. Of the wrapper I will give 
only an extract before I coniiiHuiicale in full the letter to 
Clotilda- He begged his- Knmiiuel to take this only as 
a letter-cover, and to hand the enclosed to Clotilda alone ; 

— he told him without further explanation he was held 
not by his own wishes, but by flowery chains which drew 
him back from the other chains of flowers in Maienthal, 
and that a manifold lettering with garlands was some- 
thing one could not break through, because one would not, 

— he was intention;! ily obscure in regard to his new con- 
nection with Clotilda, because he could not presume upon 
her permission of the contrary ; — he playfully begged 
his friend to beg his lady-friend to command him to make 
the journey to I'laehsenlingeri, Ihat they might get a 
sight of each other, — (I lose my way in this period if 



ssted by G00gle 



45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 133 

I show the design of this way of putting the tiling); — 
he erased again In bis betid the question, whether Clo- 
tilda Still needed the physician. merely because he was 
one for her in a double sense, and only asked whether she 
had recovered. — - Finally he concluded thus : — 

" And thus then I flutter with tolerably dusted butter- 
fly's* wings in the immense temple which to our butter- 
fly* eyes breaks up into smaller ones, and the leafy 
ornaments of whose columns we take for the columns 
themselves, and whose rows of pillars become invisible 
from their greatness ; there flutters the human butterfly * 
up and down,- — strikes ngainsi windows, — rows through 
dusty cobwebs, — flaps Ids wings at last around a hollow 
flower, — and the great organ-tone of the eternal har- 
mony tosses him about with merely a dumb, rising and 
falling tempest, which is too great for a mortal ear. 

" Ah, now I know life ! Were not man even in his 
desires and wishes so systematic, — did he not in all 
things aim at roundings-off as well of his Arcadias as of 
the kingdom, of truth, — then he might be happy and 
brave enough for wisdom. But a looking-glass wall of 
his system, a living hedge of his paradise, neither of 
which lets him sally or see into the infinite, fling him 
back forthwith to the opposite side, which receives him 
with new railings and throws in Ids way new limits. . . . 
Now, when I have gone through such various states, pas- 
sionate, wise, foolish, (esthetic, stoic ; now that I see that 
the most perfect of them crooks and cripples either my 
earthly roots in the earth, or my twigs in the ether, and 
that, even if it did not do that, still it could not last over 
an hour, to say nothing of a life ; — as, therefore, I 
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clearly see that we are a fraction only ami not a unit, and 
that all reckoning and reduelion of the fraction is only 
an approximation between numerator and denominator, 
a change of the !)}{}{ into -j-ggga I 8 ay : " Well, for all 
ine — be it so ! Let wisdom, then, he for me the finding 
out and enduring of merely the ko.si gaps in our knowing, 
enjoying, and doing." Accordingly, I no longer let my- 
self be led astray, not 1 my neighbor either, by that 
most common illusion, thai man regards every change 
in himself— every improvement at all events, but also 
even every deterioration — as greater than it afterward 

" — Enough! but since tins observation — and still 
more sinee high destiny hus given me joys, in order that 
I might deserve them — new morning-light has fallen 
on my shady path, and I have new courage to improve 
myself. The clear stream of time runs over a sloping 
flower-bed of lair hours, on which I once stood, and upon 
which I can distinctly look down. — when this Eden- 
lawn once comes up !is»ain, nml I can take thy hand and 
walk upon it, and kneel down beside thee and look 
gratefully now to the morning-sky and now over the 
waving flower-fielda of this life ; then will I fell back 
upon thee speechless, mid gratefully embrace thy breast, 
and say: '0 my Emanuel! only through thee do I in- 
deed deserve it all.' Nay, I say it to-day, beloved 
teacher, and do thou stay a good long while by the side 
of thy scholar on the earth, even until he is worthy to 
accompany thec out of it." — 

Long as this letter was, still Victor after all loved his 
teacher too much, — . and hated too much the princely 
rudeness of making men tools, — not to have told him 
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Outright, that this letter owed — not so much its origin 
as — its birthday to the letter to his beloved. Here is 
the one to Clotilda, into which with the folio wing 'words 
he brings his request to see her: — 

"If I knew thai i should even for a moment oppress 
or disturb by this sheet the beloved soul, which will now 
be enjoying itself by the side of the lofty Emanuel, in 
the presence of spring and amidst its fair thoughts, 
most gladly would I sacrifice this blessed hour, in or- 
der, perhaps, to deserve it. But no, my friend forever ! 
your tender heart desires not my silence! Ah, man 
must so often conceal coldness nnd bitterness, why, too, 
even love and joy? — Nor should I be able to do it to- 

" O, if an inhabitant of earth had in a dream gone 
through Elysium ; if great unknown flowers had waved 
above him ; if a saint hud handed him one of these 
flowers with the words, ' Let this remind thee when thou 
awakest that thou haM. not dreamed!'- — how would he 
pine for the Elysian land, as often as he looked upon 
the flower ! NevOT-to-bsi-ihrgotten one ! you have, in the 
glimmering night, when my I1cu.1t twice succumbed, but 
only once from pain, given a mortal an Eden, which 
readies out beyond his life ; but to me it has seemed till 
now as if I were waking more and more out of the 
receding dream-night, — when, lo! I received from the 
paradisiacal dream a flower,* which you left behind for 
me. that I might icniuin i'Lexpre^ibh" happy, and that 
my longing might be as great as my bliss. Why does 
this crape draw up all the hot tears out of the depth of 
my heart, why do I see behind this woven lattice the 
eyes open, which are so fur from me, and which so move 
* The crepe hat. 
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my inmost being to sadness ? O, nothing appeases tlie 
Wing soul, but what it shares with the loved one; there- 
fore do I gaze upon tin' spring with such a sweet stir of 
emotion; for she enjoys it, too, I say, — therefore it is 
that thou pleasest me so, dear 1110011, with thy evening 
star; for thou weavest the web of thy silver-threads 
round her shadows also and her May -flowers, — there- 
fore it is that I so love to bury myself in every shaded 
dell of your Eldorado ; for I think, in the magnified 
shadows, in the fragraiicc-hreaihiiig blossoms of these 
pictures, she is now roaming, ami the moon-sickle deflects 
the softened lightnings of the sun upon her eye. Then 
when I am too full of joy, when the evening-rain of 
memory falls upon the hot cheeks, when my. rapture 
rocks up and down on a single long trembling tri-clang 
of the harpsichord, then does the trembling and the 
silence and the infinite love too heavily oppress with woe 
the tumultuous heart, then do I yearn for the least sound, 
wherewith I may tell the beloved of iny heart how I love 
her, how I honor her, that for her I will live, for her 

will die ! my dream, my dream steals now like 

a tear into my heart ! In l.lic nigiil of the third Easter- 
holiday I dreamed: Emanuel and f stood in a dusky noc- 
turnal region. A great scythe on the western horizon 
flung flying, reflected flashes at the high lawns, which 
forthwith dried up and turned pale. But when a flash 
flickered into our eyes, our beads, sweetly fainting, drew 
themselves up in the breast, and our bodies grew lighter 
for soaring away. 'It is the scythe of Time,' said Eman- 
uel, 'but whence docs it, haply, catch the reflection?' 
We looked toward the east, and there hung far in the 
distance and high in the air a broad dark-glowing land of 
vapor, which occasionally lightened. ' Is not that Eter- 



ssted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 1 37 

nity?' said Emanuel. Theu fell before us light snow- 
pearls, like sparks. We looked up and three gold-green 
birds of paradise poised themselves overhead and swept 
round incessantly in a little circle, one after the other, and 
the falling pearls came from their eyea, or were their eyes 
themselves. High above them stood the full moon in the 
blue, but on the earth there was still no light, hut a blue 
shadow : for the blue of heaven was a great blue cloud, 
opened only in ouc place by the moon, which poured 
down radiance on the three birds of paradise, and down 
below on a bright (ijnti averted from us. — You were that 
form, and turned your face toward the East, toward the 
hanging landscape, as if you would presently see some- 
thing there. The birds of paradise sprinkled their pearla 
faster and faster into your eyes; 'They are the tears 
which our friend mutt shed,' said Emanuel ; and then, 
too, they fell from your eyes, hut more brightly, and lay 
glittering on the floivery ground. The blue on the earth 
suddenly grew brighter than the blue in the heavens, 
and a steep cavern, whose mouth yawned towards Eter- 
nity, sank baek deeper and deeper through the earth 
towards the west, dowu even to America, where the sun 
shone from below into the opening. — and a stream of 
evening-red, broad as a grave, shot, upward out of the 
earth, and diffused itself with its evening sheen over the 
far haze-land of the vapory Eternity like thin flames. 
Then trembled your outspread aims, then trembled your 
songs full of blissful longing, then could wo and you see 
perfectly the illuminated Eternity. But it shifted with 
playing colors under the gaze, we could not retain even 
in thought what we saw; they were elusive forms and 
dissolving hues, they seemed near, seemed far, seemed to 
be in the midst of our thoughts. — Little clouds going up 
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from the earth floated around the glowing Eternity, and 
each bore a liiimrm beinsr, standing upon it and singing, 
up to that luminous island, which clove itself open toward 
the earth, with only an endless row of white trees, 
mouided of light and snow, and instead of blossoms put- 
ting forth purple dowers. — And we saw our three shad- 
ows lying sublimely projected on (lie radiant white grove; 
and on Clotilda's shadow the purple flowers hung down 
as garlands; an angel hovered round the lovely shadow 
and smiled upon it. tenderly and touched the place of the 
heart upon it. Then didst. tlion suddenly tremble, Clo- 
tilda, and turn round towards ns, (Wi-cr than the angel in 
Eternity; thy whole ground gleamed under the fallen 
tears and became transparent. And now when thy drop- 
ping pearls dissolved the ground iolo a rising cloud, then 
didst thou hastily reach thy hand to us, and say, The 
cloud takes me up, we shall see each other again. — Ah ! 
my fainting heart no more retained it3 blood; T knelt 
down, but I could say nothing ; 1 would fain have melted 
my soul into a single sound, but the lettered tongue could 
not frame one, and I stared at the ascending immortal 
with infinite and inconsolable love. — All! thought I, life 
is a dream ; but I could perhaps say to her how I love 
her, were I only awake. 

" Then I woke. O Clotilda, can man say how much 
he loves? 

" H." 



His character and the contents of this dream shut out 
the suspicion of invention. — For the rest, even if* Clotilda 
refuses his veiled wish to see her in Maienthal, still she 
must do it with a leaf of paper and three lines, which he 
can then read a thousand times over, and with which the 
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cabinet of pictures and seals, wherein already are con- 
tained the hat and the views, will be considerably en- 
riched. Meanwhile he stood in his fair Alpine valley 
between two high mountains, on each of which was 
mustering material for an avalanche, -— one is perhaps 
already started up there in its crushing course, and he is 
not yet able to see it. The first avalanche, which the 
least sound of his may topple down upon him, is bis crazy 
relation with his court acquaintance. He can boast of 
having angered them in a body : the Princess, Joachime, 
Matthieu. But, even independently of that, some con- 
ductor or other — merely because lie stands not with the 
rest on the social isolating stool of the throne — must 
soon daft a diminished flash at bis fingers or his eyes; 
at boards and at courts no one can stand upright with- 
out connections; it is there a* in galleys, where all the 
slaves must move their oars together, if no one is to 
feel the cutting of the chain. But Victor said to him- 
self, " Be not a child ! he not the reversed fox who pro- 
nounces sour grape*, because be cannot reach them by 
leaping, to be sweet.' I flatter myself, thou canst dis- 
pense with courtly hearts, which like their viands must 
first be warmed over a chafing-dish lull of flickering 
spirits of wine. — By heaven ! a man will surely be able 
to eat, even though that which he puts on the spit is not 
fetched by a guard from the kitchen, then handed to a 
page, then served up by a chamberlain or some other 
regulation-cavalier. — Only my father, — if it makes no 
difference to him!" That was just it: in the son there 
was nothing to be felled, but there was in the father * for 
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whom they will probably let the uplifted woodman's and 
sacrificial axe hover, till list stands uudcr it with his head, 
which without hi." return is not to be had. 

But dense a bit does 01 Pastor-lido care for the first 
avalanche. On the harmonica-bells of his fancy the 
external dissonances of fate, as the rolling of carriage- 
wheels over the pavement docs on the strings of a mu- 
sical instrument, die away in softly ascending murmur. 
With him, as with the astrologers, April, like my book, 
was dedicated to the evening-star, i. e. to Venus. 

On the contrary, the other avalanche lay already before- 
hand on his breast, — the possibility of a breach with 
Clotilda's brother. A jealous man the twelve Apostles 
and the twelve minor Prophets cannot convert; — if he 
is cured on Sunday, then on Monday he is sick again, 
on Tuesday be is raving mad, and on Wednesday you can 

loose him again; he is weak and cunning and only 

lies in wait. The cancer of jealousy on the breast can 
never wholly bo cut out, if I am to believe great masters 
of the healing art. This time, furthermore, there was 
something true at the bottom; and then too the jealous 
man insures it in good season ; jealousy enforces in- 
fidelity, and the provoked woman will not, so far as in 
her lies, leave the man in error. I cannot give myself 
the trouble (but the reader may) to enumerate in my 
biography all the little crannies and wood-holes through 
which he has hitherto let his Plamin see and hear into 
his love-smitten heart : these knot-holes are so much 
the larger, as he was before the third Easter-holiday 
more improvident, for the very reason that he was more 
innocent, or, rather, more unhappy. 

To tbis add, that Flamin — who every day thought the 
dear Evangelist Mattheus more honest and open (like a 
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burnt-out toudihok) — every day looked upon Lis faithful 
Bastian as move artful and impenetrable. I could wish the 
Regency-Councillor were more discerning; but crowded 
souls like Victor's, that have more powers, and for that 
very reason more skies, than common, seem, of course, to 
be less porous, just as authors full of meaning seem less 
clear. A man who exposes to you with frankness all the 
colors of his heart playing into each other, loses there- 
by the glory of frankness ; — one who like Victor, from 
humor, collects and shows up other people's tricks, seems 
to imitate them; — a changeable, an ironical, a fine man 
is in the eyes of narrow ones a thorough-going false thief. 
Then, too, Victor, when it could be done without noise, 
jumped out of the way of any long mentionings of Clo- 
tilda, i. e. long dissembling ; and this very flight from 
artifice, even his present increased human-kindliness to- 
ward Flamin, precisely overshadowed his noble form ; and 
nothing consoled him for the distortions of suspicion, but 
the sweet reflection that to please the brother of his be- 
loved and of his heart he had. turned his back upon the 
fairest days in Maienthal, 
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Clotilda's Letter. - 



r. Bam> <ji' [■ Ki!-:Mjs,mi'. 



WAS going to have inserted in the Magazine 
of Literature, that I needed fferrnschmidt's 
* for my (learned) labors, — that 
or this Chapter. I wanted to find out 
from it, how in Horrnschmidt's times they managed 
with women. In .lean Paul's times, tliey treat them mis- 
erably, that is to say in romances. Only an English- 
man can portray excellent women. In the hands of most 
German romance-founders, the women turn out men, the 

coquettes w -, the statues lumps, the iiower-pie«:s 

ki tcli on -nieces. That the fault lies more with the artists 
than with the models, not only the models themselves 
know, but also the Mining-Superintendent, even from the 
fact, that the female readers of romances are all even 
more romantic than llic heroines of them, — -more refined 
and reserved. The Miuing-Superinleixlent will here — 
without any design of having eight distinguished women 
in Mayence bear him to the grave, as they did the 
women's minstrel and meister-singer, Henry Frauenlob 
— swear a printed oath (or simply swear in print) that he 
has found mo3t of his contemporaries better than the good, 
* Doctrir.e of kissing. — Tu. 
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open, but empty and rough head of the author of the 
Aldbiades and Nordcnsehikl* can draw them. In fact, 
if women did not forgive men everything, even authors, 
(and in truth they do it. seventy time? a d;iy, and offer the 
other cheek, when one lias been offended by a kiss,) then 
no circulating-library keeper could explain how it is that 
human beings, whose head nevertheless Is heavier, whose 
pineal gland is smaller, and who have six more annu- 
lar cartilages to the windpipe, — that is, in all, twenty, 
probably for the sake of their more speaking, — whose 
breast-bone is shorter, and whose breast-bones are softer 
than men's, — how such human beings of the female sex 
can still send their maid or footman to a circulating library 
with the commission: "A romance of chivalry for my 
mademoiselle!" My colleagues of Lhc quill — in refer- 
ence to women I am, according to miners' language, one 
of the feather.* not of fire nor at leather — are elected for 
the education of female readers, as, according to Lessing, 
the Jews were for the education of the nations, for the 
simple reason that they are ruder than their pupils. 

Every woman is finer than her station. She gains 
more by culture than the man. The female angels (but 
so also the female devils) are kept only in the highest and 
finest human drawers : they are butterflies, on whom the 
velvet-wing between two rough man's-fingers becomes a 
naked, skinny flap; they are tulips, whose colored leaves a 
single grasp of fate rubs down into a smutty leather.— — 

I bring forward all this, in order that Ilcrr Kotzebue 

* Carl Gottlnh Cramer, who died in 1S17, was a very prolific, and 
in Mb day popular, romance-writer. 

f In miners' lan<;i;a ; ;o ri.s in, n of Ike quill ;;re the Miperinten dents, 
clerks, &c, in the hi:ni'L^-:i!]k'.c; tho*? oi' Ituther i:rc those who wear 
the hind aprons of Unit sniiT for aliilin^ ikiv.-u iistu C'ie mines ; these 
of Jin are the men that smelt tiio metal. 
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and the shameless Poets'-corner in Jena* and the whole 
romantic crew may not take it ill of my Clotilda that she 
imitates more her own sex than the aforesaid tribe, and 
so much the more, as she can allege in her defence, that 
she has not yet read this. 

Through Agatha came very soon an answer from Clo- 
tilda, superscribed by Kmnnuel. which ■.van inwardly sealed 
in the style of ambassadors, geometrically cut, and calli- 
graphically written, because ladies execute all things that 
require the attention of the senses better than we, and 
because they — for hardly ibur of my acquaintance need 
I except — are exactly the opposite of men, in that the 
better they think, the finer they write. Lavater says the 
handsomest painter produces the handsomest pictures; 
and I say, fair hands write a fair hand. 

Clotilda's letter sets itself with an ornamental belt and 
a live hedge full of blossoms across our Doctor's path and 
shuts him on" iVom MaieniJial. For it runs thus : — 

"Most Worthy Friend, — 

"Perhaps no maiden is so happy as a poetess; and I 
think, here in this charming valley one at last becomes 
both. You are happy everywhere, for you can be a poet 
even at a court, as your beautiful poetic epistle shows 
me. But fancy loves to paint from paint-boxes, — 
the true Maienthal cannot give yours so much as you 
know how to put into the three landscape-pictures of it. 
As often as you and I are obliged to make good the 
absence of the same tiling Uy imagmtulon: only with you 
is the compensation greater than the sacrifice. 

" If I could by persuasion have procured you the pleas- 
ure of seeing Herr Emanuel, gladly would T have done 

* That ia to say, in the years of Luanda, the an ti-H enters, &c. 
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it; but I was at last, from conscientious scruples, not elo- 
quent enough to induce him to make the journey, which 
would expose his weak breast to tin: danger of bleeding 
to death. Regard him as ;i Spring, for which every year 
oue must wait nine months. 

"Ah, my anxiety for my unforgotable and Irreplaceable 
teacher casts a shadow over the whole present Spring, as 
a monument does over a (lower-garden. I have never 
looked upon a Spring so gladiy ami joyfully as on this.' — I 
can often, even by moonlight, go out along the brooks, and 
look for a flower wliii-h trembles beside the liquid mir- 
ror, and around which a moon above anil another below 
fling their lustre, and I represent to myself the floral 
festival in the East, at whicli (as they say) a mirror and 
two lights are placed by night around every garden-flower. 
And yet I eannot look over to the flower-beds of my 
teacher, without being too much affected by the thought, 
Who knows whether his tulips will not stand longer than his 
crippled form? Has then the whole medical art no remedy 
that shall frustrate his hope of death? — It seems to me 
he is gradually a.t.tuning me to his melancholy tone, where- 
by I should make myself ridf/uloii.-i before any other than 
the friend of Emanuel ; but a still, hidden joy loves to 
break out even into melancholy. ' Only in the cold, not in 
the fair season of our destiny ,' you once said, ' do tire warm 
drops pain us, which fall from the eyes upou the soul, 
just as only in winter one musl not sprinkle flowers with 
warm water.' And why should T not disclose to your 
open heart ail the weaknesses of mine? This chamber, 
wherein my Ginlia ended her beautiful life, even this 
looking-glass which, when I turned away for pain from her 
dying, showed me once more niy pale and fading sister, 
the windows, from which my eye so many times a day 
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must fall upon a mournful, thorn ful rose-bush, and on an 
eternally closed mound, all these may. indeed, cause my 
heart some sighs more than a happy one should otherwise 
have. I know not whether you or Emanuel said, "The 
thought of deatli must he only our means of improve- 
ment, not our end and aim ; !i' Jlit: earth of the grave falls 
into the heart, just a* when, il falls iu Jo the heart-leaves 
of a flower, it destroys instead of fructifying it'; — but on 
my loaves fate and Giulia have already thrown some earth. 
— And I gladly hear it, as I can now, since gaining your 
friendship, flee for refuge to a heart, before which I may 
dare to open mine, in order lo show it therein all the woes, 
all the sighs, all the doubt:;, all (he questions of an op- 
pressed soul. 0, I thank the All- Gracious, that as much 
as he threatens to snatch from me in the person of my 
teacher, so much he gives me again already in advance in 
the person of his friend. — My friendship will reach after 
our Emanuel even into the next world, and will accom- 
pany bis darling through this; and. if one day the double 
stroke of his death should fall on us both, then would we 
shed more patiently our united tears, and' I should per- 
haps say, Ah ! his friend Sebasiiuu has lost more thah his 
friend 

Clotilda I " 

The beating of my own heart, a stranger's, is to me a 
measure of the beating of the happier one. But before 
I relate what at the outset disturbed, and then doubled 
Victor's joy over this lelter, lot mo be allowed to make 
two good observations. The first is : the enhanced sen- 
sibility, in a proud bosom (such as Clotilda's), which 
otherwise would call buck sighs and send out only female 
satires at us lords of the erection, is the fairest token that 
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her heart is melting in the sunshine of love. For this 
sentiment reverses women ; it makes out of a Columbine 
a female Young, out of an orderly a disorderly one, ouf 
of a fine woman a frank one, out of a maker and wearer 
of finery a female philosopher, and so rice versti. And 
do thou, dear Philippina, prove the second remark, for 
tliou answerest here as well as thy own brother: la not 
the concealment of love the sweetest confession of it ? 
Does not a veil — a moral one, I mean — show the whole 
face, and is it not permeable to everything except the 
wind, — -the moral wind, I mean? — Does not the glass 
case of a lady's wateh reveal the whole varnished watch- 
portrait at the bottom, and exclude merely soiling, not 
seeing ? And what observations wilt thou make, when I 
rehearse to theft these two! 

The letter strengthened at once Victor's wish to be 
about Clotilda, and his power to give it. up, — until, the 
next day at. supper-rime, an accident changed all. Mat- 
thieu, who paid almost more visits to enemies than to 
friends, came up from the Apothecary's. He saw the 
views of Maienibal and the crape hat; and as he knew 
that his sister Juaehiiuo hail both, he said jokingly, "I 
fancy, you arc going to dress yourself up in borrowed 
robes, or somebody has been disrobing." Victor fluttered 
away over the subject with a gay, vacant "Both." He 
was unwilling to take upon his lips the name of love or 
of a woman before '■> man who bad no faith in virtue, least 
of all in woman's, who, to be sure, as other spiders do 
on other music, let himself down by his threads upon 
love, but who, as mice do, from love for the tones, crept 
over the strings and snapped them. Victor never loved 
(before his court-life) to be with such philosophical de- 
famers among blamulcss maidens, because it pained him 
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even to be reminded of their point of view. "They 
must not," said he, " learn so much as the existence of a 
daughter of mine, because they j.i 1 H1.1 1 (■ a father in the very 
act of imagining her to the ins elves." 

Mattliieu spoke of the next Patriotic Club (on the 4th 
of May, the birth-day of the Parson) and asked whether 
he would be there. Agatha, however, had already re- 
minded him of il yesterday (the last day hut one of 
April). At last 3In( proposed his question, "Whether he 
would not also be of tiic party at Whitsuntide. He had 
planned a little excursion with the Regency- Councillor 
(Flamin), who always ncmied holiday* for that purpose, 
to GrosskussewilK to the Count of O.'s. He had business 
there, to pay for some lodgings or the court to the Kus- 
sewitzers, aad put the Count of O. in tune for an amica- 
ble adjustment of the recent misunderstanding; there- 
fore he must have the lawyer with him. Perhaps the 
Englishmen would be at this Congress. — the travelling 
corps might then have as great entertainment as a corps 
diplomatique, after having first had just, such occupa- 
tion as theirs. The Count of 0., in fact, loved English- 
men very much, though he did not like to ride English 
horses, — for he had been very sorry that he had lately 
talked with the distinguished Court-I'hysican at the 
Princess's without knowing you." Sebastian had con- 
cluded his long, dumb attention with a cold "So!" be- 
cause the perspiration of this false, flying fat* overspread 
his unprotected heart with an eating poison. " What 
have I done to this man." thought he during that invita- 
tion, "that he pursues me eternally, — that with a knife, 
of which one side ia poisoned, or both, be cuts away, 
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amidst the double pangs of both of us, ray youth's friend 
from my soul, — that he runs out his mines even to 
strange places, in order in all situations to have me over 
his powder?" Victor hail, namely, alter all, reason to 
fear that the Whitsuntide- journey was a voyage of dis- 
covery, upon which Joachime might propound to her 
brother, as Chevalier Michaelia * did to the Oriental trav- 
ellers, questions about the ease of the watch-letter, about 
Tostato, &c, in order, perhaps, to form out of it all an 
impeachment before the Prince. He held the lower side 
of his card, i, e. of his virtuous -pain, in such a way that 
Matthieu could not quire sec it, so as to deprive him of a 
malicious pleasure. The latter, who wore not a lace mask, 
but an iron one, and besides one with a neck, showed often 
such coldness, that one did not comprehend his furious 
wrath andui'ce versa, — but the one (the coldness) he had 
in camp, the other (the wrath) in the light, against the foe. 
If any one immediately enraged him, it was a good sign, 
and meant that, he hud no de-ign ag;iinsthim. 

After the evacuation of the Evangelist, — -when he bad- 
done scolding at himself for letting bin find the crape hat, 
which, in fact, he would have kept more concealed if Fla- 
min had came oftener, — he looked round for Clotilda's 
profile, that the charmimi shadow might cool his wrath. It 
was not to be found : his iirst hypothesis was that Mat had 
quietly stolen it, which was the more likely, as he had cut 
it. If he lias really pocketed the profile, then must the 
Evangelist — for, as is well known, the silhouette was 
made over to me at the very beginning of this story — be 
actually my corresponding IcUow-memher Knef, and it is 

* John David Miehaeli- ikn:.;'.:!..'. 1 . In 1 the Kins; of Sweden) planned, 
in 1758, a journey to the Kast, in the o;iuse of bibl-eai :msl philological 
Bcienee, for which he prepare J a serins ml' r L !K'slii.:ns, — Tr. 
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lie who sent me the advice-boat, — namely, the Pome- 
ranian dog. — Odd enough, it is that my correspondent 
himself by such intelligence sets me upon the suspicion, 

'While Victor took the dear crape lis.it into his hand as a 
compensation for the likeness, and dreamily contemplated 
it, there sprang forth on the hat wholly new, fresh flowers 
for his soul. " What! " he said to himself "must I then 
have only the profile to look at? Can I not choose the 
■ — -original itself for [hat purpose?" In short, the hat 
became an urn of fortune, from which he drew a joyous 
hour, that is the determination to travel on Whitsuntide, 
but to — Maienthal. He seriously reflected, that for him. 
and Clotilda this e.\eessive indulgence oi'a jealous brother, 
whose mistaken hopes no sister indeed was obliged to 
Strengthen, was besides aggravated and frustrated by the 
misanthropic suggestions of Matthieu, — that, therefore, 
their separation was as little of an alleviation as their 
meeting was a crime, — that, meanwhile, it. would he a fine 
thing to spare the brother and to take merely the time of 
his absence for a suspicious excursion, till one day the 
drawing down of the bandage •ihiuld disclose in the unfaith- 
ful one the sister, and in the rival the forbearing friend, — ■ 
and that it was at all events belter to tail; with her in 
Maienthal than, at bis return, when he was near, — and 
that a brother enlightened in regard to his origin would 
certainly one day have nothing to reproach him with, ex- 
cept that he had taken from him no other illusions than, 
at most, disagreeable ones. — O, Love and Virtue have a 
naked conscience, and a.poiogf/e for their heavenly pleas- 
ures longer and more than other qualities do for their 
infernal ones ! 

When Victor further thought on this, how soon leaf 
and blossom drop off from the days of love, and that 
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Emanuel, and 'oven Clotilda, were two flowers moved 
close to the blink of the grave. whose loose, naked roots 
already hung down dead, then was his resolution fixed, 
and he wrote to Emanuel the intelligence of his intended 
arrival at "Whitsuntide, in order not to anger' Clotilda by 
a surprise, and in order, besides, to allow her the oppor- 
tunity of a countermand. The way in which he put it 
was this; "If his Socra.r.ic genius would allow it (i.e. 
Clotilda), who always told him what, he must not, do, 
then he was coming on Whitsuntide, an, besides, the town 
would then be deserted, as P'lamin was to be gone for 
four or five days to Kussewit^, &c." 

When he had finished the letter, it occurred to him 
that this very day a. year ago, on the 29th of April, ho 
had travelled all night, in order with the first of May in 
the morning to enter through flic mist info (he parsonage. 
" I can, verily, again spend the sultry zephyr-night, not 
under the coverlet, hot under the stars. I can take one 
steady gaze into the evening-red towards Maienthal's 
mountains. I can, indeed, better.' still, go half the way 
over them, — or in fact the whole. I can post myself 
on a hill and look down into the hamlet Truly I can 
then deliver my billet hero incognito to some Maien- 
thaler. and take flight again before it is yet day." 

At seven o'clock in the evening he went, like the sea, 
from east to west Orion, Castor, and Andromeda glis- 
ten in the west, not far from the even i ng-red, over the 
fields of the loved one, and, like her, will soon sink from 
one heaven into another. His heart agitated by nothing 
but hopes, the heated chambers of his brain, on whose 
walls Maienthal sketched with sympulherir. ink came forth 
in ever clearer outlines and brighter colors, this inner and 
almost painful din of joy deprived him at first of the 
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power of taking in the temple of Spring, Imilt up in Gre- 
cian beauty, with a still, luminous soul. Nature and Art 
are best enjoyed only wiili a clean eye, from which both 
kinds of tears have been wiped away. 

But at last the outspread Hight-pitce covered over his 
hat fever-images, and heaven with its lights, and earth 
with its shadows, made their way into his expanded heart. 
The night wan without moonlight, but without clouds.. 
The temple of nature, like a Christian temple, was sub- 
limely dimmed. Victor could not make his way up out 
of the trenches of long valleys, out of the glooms of woods, 
and out of the mists of meadows with iheir play of colors, 
till the midnight hour, when he climbed a mountain like 
a throne, and there lay down on ids back in order to 
plunge his eyes into tin- heaveus, and cool off from liis 
dreaming and racing. The low-hanging blue of heaven 
seemed to him to be a thin blue cloud, a sea dashed into 
blue mists, and one sun after another with its long rays 
slightly parted this blue flood. Arcturus, who stood over 
against the reclining man, was already descending from 
the battlements of heaven, and three, great constellations, 
the Lynx, the Bull, and the Great Bear, marched far 
in the van under the western gate. — These nearer suns 
were encircled by remote milky-ways with a swimming 
halo, and thousands of vast heavens flung into eternity 
stood in our heaven as white vapors a span in length, as 
faintly luminous snow-flakes out of immensity, as silver 
circles of hoar-frost. — And the strata of suns crowded 
together, which only before the thousand-eyed eye of 
Art let fall their misty veil, played like streaks of our 
little particles of sun-dust in the glowjng sunbeam of the 
Eternal that burned through the immeasurable space. 
And the reflection of his throne, glowing through and 
through, lay bright on fill the suns. 
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— Suddenly, rearer at. hand, molten cloudlets of light, 
nearer mists, which had flown upward out of dew, take 
their stations, during lix-ir silvering, low down before the 
suns, and the silvery gleam of heaven comes on apace 
with scattered dark fleeces. Victor cannot compre- 
hend the supernatural kindling, and starts up, enchanted, 
to his feet .... and lo, our good neighbor and kinsman, 
the moon, the sixth L'rand division of our little earth, had 
silently, and without ihc morning's cry of joy, entered 
leside the triumphal gate of the sun into the night of her 
mother earth with her half-day. 

And now, when the shadows ran off from all the moun- 
tains, and glided through the discovered landscapes only 
in brooks between trees, and when the moon gave the 
whole dark spring a little morning in the midnight,-— then 
did Victor, not with nightly melancholy, but with morning 
rejuvenescence lake the greai rovmd piny -room of the an- 
nual creation into his awakened eyes, into his awakened 
soul; and he surveyed the .spring with an internal cry of 
joy in the midst of the wide realm of profound silence, 
with the feeling of immortality in the circle of sleep. 

Earth also, and not Heaven only, makes man great! 

Enter into my soul and into my words, ye S fay-to el ings 
that throbbed in the bosom of my Victor, as he looked 
over the budding, swelling card;, covered with suns above 
his head, enclosed in a, net of green life that reached from 
roots to tree-tops, from mountains to furrows, and borne 
up by a second spring under his feet, as he imagined to 
himself behind the transpierced earth-crust the sun stand- 
ing with a day of splendor under America. — Climb higher, 
moon, that he may. see more easily the gushing, swollen, 
dark-green spring, which with little pale spears crowds 
upward out of the earth, till it has lifted itself out, full 
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of glowing flowers, full of wiving trees, — that he may 
descry the plains which lie under rich leaves, and on 
whose green track the eye ascends from the upright 
flowers on which the cloven charms of light grow and 
fix themselves to the bushes ImnHin;.; into blossoms, and 
to the slow tree? whose glistening buds sway up and down 

in the spring-winds. Victor had sunk into dreams, 

when all at once Ihe cold fanning of the spring-air, which 
could now play more with little, clouds than with flowers, 
and the murmur of the spring brooks, which darted away 
beside him from all the hills and over every patch of 
darker green, woke and bestirred him. — There was the 
moon that had gone np unseen, and all the fountains glis- 
tened, and the lilies of the volley came out. in white bloom 
from the green, and round the lively water-plants danced 
silver-points. Then did his bliss-burdened look lift ilself 
in order to rise to God from the earth and from the green 
borders of the brooks, and climb tip the curved woods, out of 
which the iron-sparks and smoke columns* leaped above 
the summits, and far up the. white mountains where winter 
sleeps in clouds; — --—but when bis holy sight was in the 
starry heaven, aud was about to look up to God, who has 
created night and spring anil the soul, — then, weeping and 
reverent and lowly and blissful, he fell back with drooping 

wing His heavy soul could only say, He is ! — 

But his heart drank its fill of life from the endless, 
welling, breathing world around him, above him, under 
him, wherein force reaches to force, blossom to blossom, 
and whose fountains of life shoot, from one earth to an- 
other, and whose void spaces are only the paths of the 
finer powers and the residence of Ihe lesser ones, — the 
whole immeasurable world stood before him, whose dis- 
* From the in.iii-lln'gsf, ruul colli'.'!':.' huts. 
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tended cataract. spraying into fragrances and streams, into 
milky-ways and hearts, between the two iJmnders of the 
summit and the abyss, rapid, starry, flaming, descends out 
of a past eternity, and leaps down into a future one, — 
and when God looks upon the cataract, then the circle of 
eternity paints itself thereon ;is ii rainbow, and the si ream 
does not discompose the hovering circle 

The blessed mortal rose up and journeyed on in the 
feeling of iminortidilv through the spring-life pulsating 
around him; and he thought that man, in the midst of so 
many examples of imnsul ability, erroneously translated the 
distinction between his steep ami waking into the distinc- 
tion between existence and non- existence. Now his vig- 
orous, exuberant, feelings welcomed everv noise, the stroke 
of the trip-hammer In the woods, the rush of spring-waters 
and spring-winds, and the whir of the partridge. — 

At three o'clock in the morning 'he looked down on 
Maienthal. He came upon the mountain relieved by five 
solitary fir-trees, on which one can see through the whole 
village, and again over to the other mountain, where the 
weeping birch shades his Kma.uuel. The embowered cell 
of the latter he could not discern, but all the windows of 
the convent where his loved one dreamed glistened in the 
sparkling moonlight. The rapture of night was still in 
his breast, and the burning glow of dreams on his coun- 
tenance; — but the valley drew him out to the earth, and 
only gave his flowers of joy a. firmer soil ; and the morning- 
wind cooled bis breath, and the dew his cheeks. The 
tears rose into his eyes, when they fell upon the white- 
curtained windows, behind which a lovely, a wise, a loved 
and loving soul was completing Us guileless morning- 
dreams. Ah! dream, Clotilda, of thy friend, that he is 
near thee, that he is turning his overflowing eyes toward 
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thy cell, and that he will vanish, if Ihon appearest, t 
that, nevertheless, he is growing more blessed from I 
ment to moment,— ah! he too, indeed, is dreaming, ; 
when the sun rises, the beloved vale will have sunk 1 



the woods, behind whic 



ing Clotilda's charms, like a golden age, as it were, only 
from a distance, and so of drawing them nearer, — and 
this again led his eye into the days of her earlier youth 
and her still, pure life at the convent, and it grieved him 
that a time had oneo been, anil been lost, in which he had 
not been able to love her. As he looked around him, and 
thought to himself tliiit mi nil these paths, by these brooks, 
under these trees, she had walked, the whole region he- 
came to him holy and living, and every bird that glided 
over it seemed to seek his friend, and to love her as 

But now with every star that sank back into heaven 
overhead, a flower and a bird woke down on the earth, — 
the way from night to d;iy was already laid with half-colors, 
— little clouds came up on the eons! of day, — and Victor 
was still on the mountain, lib fear thai, the white window- 
veil might stir and betray him, was as great as his wish 
that the fear might grow greater and greater! Occasion- 
ally a curtain swayed, but none rose. — All at once the 
throats of the birds woke a magic flute at the foot of his 
mountain, and the still Julius came to meet the sun, that 
no more shone for him, with his morm'ng-tones. Then, 



ssted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 1 57 

suddenly, Clotilda's window unveiled itself, and her fair, 
bright eyes took (lie freshened morning into her holy soul. 
Victor, not considering the dist^nne, stepped behind one 
bush after another ; but his flight trom the beloved eyes 
led him nearer to the flute ; he was, however, full as un- 
willing to appear before Emanuel, whom lie supposed to 
he in the vicinity of the blind one. a? before Clotilda her- 
self. When now only a tew bushes separated him from, 
the tones, he espied on the mountain bis friend Emanuel 
under the weeping birth. Now he hastened, glad and 
trembling, down to Julius, whom be found, with his lily- 
face, fair as the younger brother of an angel, with birds 
flying and singing around him, leaning against a birch- 
tree: "What forms, what honrts,'' thought he, "adorn this 
Paradise." How could he, on such a morning, on such a 
holy spot, toward so o.iori .1 youth, have disguised himself, 
and handed to him, gay, with the imitated voice of bis 
Italian servant, the letter to Emanuel ! — No, that bo 
could not do; he said with a low voice, in order not to 
alarm him, " Dear Julius, it is I ! " — Then he sank slowly 
upon the tender being, and embraced in one breast three 
hearts, and handed him the Liter with the words, " Give 
it to thy Emanuel!" and with the wannest pressure of 
the dear hand flew farther down the mount am and away. — 

Just at this hour, on tins day, a year ago. Glulia also 
disappeared from M.aienl.hal, and took nothing with her 
of the tair flowery ground but a — grave-mound. 

And now when he had escaped behind bushy avenues 
from the place of the blessed, bis nightly elation gave 
way to an uncontrollable sadness. The rising sun drew 
all the bright colors out of his nighlly dream. "Have I 
then really seen Maieuihal and Julius aud all the loved 
ones, or is it all only a [day of shadows that passed by 
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before me on a cloud whose colors (liekered in the moon- 
light, and which has melted away?" said he, — and thii 
brooding day warmed flit: fresh nighl-airof his soul into 
the sultry fanning of a south-wind. Whereas man gen- 
erally, like Eagnel,* hews out graves in the midnight, 
and in the morning pun fills them up again, Sebastian to- 
day reversed it. 

Strictly speaking, it was not quite so: but the swift 
emerging and I'eabsorption of the beloved forms, the ag- 
gravated longing i'br (hem, the touching contrast between 
the din of morning and the pause of night, between the 
fire of the sun and the moon's twilight, and the dreary 
exhaustion of sleeplessness joined to the weariness of the 
fancy and the body, all these things wrung from the heart 
and the tear-glands of our soimin.ndmlisl involuntary sweet 
tears, which had no object, which flowed neither for joy 
nor for sorrow, hut for yearning. 

All at once the fair, cloudlet first, lUn.y-dny made to 
pass before him the remembrance of the one a year ago, 
when, like a, spring and an Homeric god, he arrived in a 
cloud, — and tin; good man looked with dew-drops in his 
eyes upon the dew-drops 'in the flowers, and said, inex- 
pressibly touched : " Ah ! a year ago I came so happy, 
became so unhappy, and now am so happy again, — 
ye flying, playing, echoing, trembling years of man!" — 
and the holiday-hum of bells from all the villages (it was 
St. Philip's and Sf. James's day) with the soft thrill of an 
echo set all his mourning-strings into a. responsive quiver. 

■'' 0, a year ago," all the bolls sans to him, ■' we, escorted 

Giulia, as we now do thee, out of Al ale o thai." Then, as 

the sun unfolded his white blossoms in the sky, the warm 

thought dissolved bis heart: "A year ago this morning 

*■ .v:e Af.ic-ypha,: i'obit viii. 3. 
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thy Flamin went to meet tlicc, ami shed on thy glowing 
breast so many tears of joy, ■ — and at the end of this very 
day he drew thee again to Imp heart, and said as if with 
a presentiment, ' Forget me not, betray me not, and if 
thou wilt forsake me, llien let me perish with thee!' — 

"0 thou faithful one,'' said all his thoughts, "how it 
consoles me to-day, that I once gladly sacrificed all my 
wishes to thine, in order to continue true to thee.* — No, 
I cannot conceal anything from him, I will go to him at 
once." — He went straight to Fhim'm, in order (though 
without perjury towards bis Lordship, and wiih forbear- 
ance toward jealousy) to confess- that he was going at 
Whitsuntide to Mai en thai. ITis dismembered heart needed 
so much an eye tlm.t should weep responsive to it, — ^ hia 
delicate sense of honor scorned so much to make another's 
journey the screen of his own, — his renewed love was 
pained so at the thought of the least concealment from 
his friend, — Matthieu was so completely thrust out from 
this heavenly-blue Eden under the walls of the brain,- — 
that the longer he. thought and ran, the more would be 
lay open. He would, namely, even disclose to his Flarain 
that he had this very night delivered with his own hands 
the note of invitation to the blind youth : by an illusion, 
the future Whitsuntide journey was made more certain 
through to-day's, and [his his own point of view he looked 
upon as another's. 

But his dreamy and night-intoxicated soul did not carry 
BO far its dangerous eifusiou, which might do so much the 
more harm, as Flamln in his anger was unable to listen 
any longer in distinctions and jusli.fi cations, and even rc- 

* It was whon he s;w!;o ivitli his father ia the arbor in behalf of 
Clotilda's union with Flutnin, — mid when he proposed to himself, 
before the. event, to renounce even her friendship. 
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jected again old ones which ius had before allowed. For 
at his entrance a May-frost on Flamin's face closed a little 
the opening blossom-cup of his heart. Me begged Flamin 
with his contrasting warmth o!" face to take a walk on this 
bright day. Out of doors the contrast grew still more 
sharp, as Flamin thrust his cane into the ground even 
to the point of cracking it, beheaded (lowers, whipped off 
leaves, stamped out footprints with the heel of his hoot, 
while Victor sought to discourse in one steady stream, in 
order to maintain his soul in the warmth which he had 
brought with him. 

One thing about him gratifies nie. that, lie was going to 
pour out his hear!, overrunning with to-day's renunciations, 
into the very one which he had to charge with those re- 
nunciations. At last he said, hurriedly, just for the sake 
of throwing oil' from his soul the eanfossion which had 
become so hand to utter, "At Whitsuntide T am going to 
Maienthal," — and then fiymgly passed over to the words, 
"0 just a year ago to-day thou wentest with me." 

Flamin interrupted him, and his icy face, like a Ilccla. 
was cloven with flames: " So! so! — at Whitsuntide? — 
Thou dost not go with us to Kussewitz! — Let me once 
for all speak right out, Victor!" — Then they stopped. 
Flamin stripped the blossoms and leaves from the branch 
of a wild phun-tree with bloody hand, and looked not at 
his gentle friend, lest he should be sol'teaed himself. "A 
year ago to-day, sayest thou ? Yes, that very evening I 
went with thee up to the watch-tower, and we promised 
each other either truth or death. Thou sworest to me to 
throw thyself headlong with me, whenever thou shouldst 
have taken all from me, all, — or, say, her love; for in 
thy presence she hardly looks at me any more. — By the 
Devil, am I then blind ? Do I not see. then, that the 
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machinery of ber journey and thine has been all planned 
out? — What hast, thou to do just nowwith the Maienthal 
landscapes? To whom docs the hut belong? — And what 
am T to infer from all this? — To whom, whom? say, 
say ! — O God, if it were true ! — Help me, Victor ! " — In 
the eyes of the misused, to-day exhausted Victor stood 
the bitterest tears, which 1'lumin, however, who exas- 
perated himself by his own talking, could now bear. 
Never did the latter in a rage accept remonstrances : 
nevertheless he ex parted Ilium, and was astounded at 
his being in the right, and at, (In; other party's silence, 
and desired to be contradicted. He crushed in his bleed- 
ing hand the aloe-thorns. His eye burned into the weep- 
ing one. Victor bewailed bin firm oath to his father, and 
looked on the trembling balance wherein the oath and 
indulgent friendship bang in equipoise. He collected 
once more all his love into his breast, and spread his 
arms wide open, and /am would draw with them the 
struggling one to himself, and yet could say nothing but 
" I and thou are innocent ; but till my father comes, 
before that T cannot, justify myself." — Flamin repelled 
him from him: "What is this for? — So it was at the 
garden -concert, too, and thou hast since that been daily 
with her, and at Raster-balls and in sleighs, without me. 
Say rather outright, wilt thou marry her? — Swear that 
thou wilt not? — God, hesitate not, — swear, swear! — 
Ay, ay, Matthieu!-— Canst thou not yet! — Well, then, 
lie at least ! " 

" Oh!" said Victor, — and eclipsing blond-streams shot 
through his brain and over bis face, — " thou shall not 
insult me quite too much j I am as good as thou, I 
am as proud as thou, — before God my soul is pure " — 
— But Flamin's blood on the .-sloe-bush re-pressed Victor's 
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indignant exaltation, and lie merely lifted a sympathetic 
eye full of the tears of friendship to the brighter, softer 
heaven. — "Only marriage, forsooth, dost thou not for- 
swear? Good, good, thou hast strangled me, — my 

heart hast thou trampled on, and my whole happiness. — 
I had none but thee, thou wast my only friend, now will 
I go to the Devil without one. — Thou dost not swear ? — 
Oh. I tear myself a.way from thee bloody and wretched, 
and as thy foe — ive part — only go — away! it is all 
up — all ! — Adieu ! " He rushed away, striking his Stick 
into the ground as he went, and his distracted friend, lying 
at the feet of Truth, who lifts the (laming sword against 
Perjury, and dying in tears heibre h'nondship, who easts 
upon the soft heart the moiling look full of entreaties, — 
Victor, I say, cried, as with dying voice, sifter the fleeing 
friend of his soul: "Farewell, my faithful Flamin! my 
never-to-be-forgotten friend ! I was indeed true to thee I 
— But an oath lies between us. ■ — -Dost thou still hear 
me?' — -do not hasten so!— Fhuniu, dost thou hear me? 
I love thee still, we shall find each other again, and come 

when thou wilt." He cried after him more vehemently, 

although with stifled, si no the red innos: : •'■ Honest, precious, 
precious soul, I have loved thee very much, and do still 
and still, — only be right happy. — Flamin, Flamin, my 
heart breaks now that thou art my enemy." — Flamin 
looked round no more, but his hand seemed to he on his 
eyes. The friend of bis youth vanished from his sight 
like youth itself, and Victor sank down unhappy under 
the fairest heaven, with the consciousness of innocence, 
with it.ll the- feelings of friendship! — O, Virtue itself gives 
no consolation, if thou hast losl a friend, and the heart of 
a man, stabbed by frimuhhip, bleed- 1 on mortally, and all 
the balm of h>:c mails not 'to hea,] or to soothe!'— ■ 
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fjlHO would have thought II of Cicero (if he had 
not read it) that a man of so many years and 
,o much sense would sit down in his St. John's 
M!) Island, and manufacture beginnings, intro- 
ductions, pre-exist in;; serins in advance fur the market? 
However, the man had this .advantage, that when he 
wrote a torso on any subject, he had his choice among 
the heads lying ready made to his hand, of which he 
could screw one on to the trunk according to the corpus- 
cular philosophy. — As to myadfj who have nothing se- 
date about me, no one can wonder that I on my Molucciau 
Frascati* have reeled and twisted beforehand whole skeins 
of beginnings. When SpJiK ai'leward brings a Dog-day, 
I have already commenced it, and have nothing to do but 
just to clap the historical remnant on to the introduction. 
— This very be™innins itself I have selected for to-day. 

At first, however, I had a mind, to be sure, to take 
this one: — 

Nothing torments me about my whole book except my 
anxiety as to how 1 shall be translated. This anxiety is 
not to be blamed in an author, when one sees how the 
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French translate the Germans, and the Germans the An- 
cients. At bottom it really amounts to one's being ex- 
pounded by the lower classes and their teachers. T can 
compare those readers and these classes, in respect of 
their spiritual fare, wiiicli passes first through so many 
intermediate members, to nothing, except to the poor 
people in Lapland. When the rich in that country in- 
toxicate themselves in the tippling-room with a liquor 
which is decocted out of the costly toadstool, the poor 
people watch around the house- door, till a Lap in easy 

circumstances comes out and makes ; this translated 

beverage, the Yvhjaie of distilled liquor, the poor devils 
enjoy greatly. 

This beginning, however, I am keeping for the Preface 
to a translation. 

It is one of the juggling tricks and b.tsus natures of 
chance, of which there are very many, that I should 
begin this Book just in l.he night of St. Philip's and St. 
James's day, 1793, when Victor undertook the witeh's- 
journey to the Maieni.hai I Sloe kit. erg, into the midst of 
the enchanters and enchantresses, and when, in 1792, he 
arrived from Gottingen. 

I cannot say, The reader can easily imagine how Tic- 
tor lived or grieved through the first May-days; for he 
hardly can imagine it. Perhaps we all held the bands 
which bound him to Flamin to be a few thin fibres or 
unsensitive cords of custom; in fact, however, delicate 
nerves and firm muscles form the lattice-work * of their 
souls. He himself knew not how much he loved him, 
until he was compelled to cease doing so. Into this common 
error we all fall, hero, reader, and writer, on the same 
ground : when one has not been able for a long time to 
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give a friend, whom one- has long loved, any proof of that 
love, for want of ojiiiDi-timiry, then one torments one's self 
with the self-accusation of growing cold towards him. 
But this accusation is itself the, finest- proof of love. "With 
Victor yet more things conspired to persuade him that he 
was becoming a colder friend. The Vesper-tilts about 
Clotilda, those disputations pro loco, did, besides, their 
part; but he was always alllieiuig himself with the self- 
criticism that ho had sometimes refused his friend little 
sacrifices; e. g. the neglecting of a pleasure-party on his 
account, the staying away from certain too distinguished 
houses which Flamin hated. But in friendship great 
sacrifices are easier than small ones, — one would often 
rather sacrifice to it life than an hour, a piece of property 
than the gratification of some petty bad habit, just as many 
people would rather present, you a bill of exchange than 
a piece of blank paper of the same size. The secret is, 
great sacrifices inspiration makes, lr.it little ones, reason, 
Flamin, who himself never made little ones, demanded 
them of others with heal, because lie took them for great 
ones. Victor had less to reproach himself with on this 
point ; but Clotilda shamed him, for her longest and 
shortest days, as is the case with most of her sex, were 
nothing but sacrificial days. — Then, too, his natural deli- 
cacy, which had now gained by his court-life the addition 
of the conventional kind, was wounded more deeply than 
ever by his friend's sharp corners. — ■ The fine people give 
to their inner man (as to (heir outer) by bran of almonds 
and night-gloves soft hands, merely for the sake of feeling 
better the under side of the cards, and for the sake of 
giving neat ladylike hiilf-boxes-in-the-ear, but not in 
order, like the surgeons, fo handle wounds with them. 
Unfortunately this delusion about his growing cold pre- 
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scribed to him a, friendly external effort to show warmth 
when with Flamin. Now as the Eegency- Councillor did 
not consider that even constraint may full as often arise 
from sincerity, as unoQiistraint from falseness : accordingly 
the Devil- had more and more his game of Bestia (in 
which a friendship was the high stake) till on witches' 
day he actually won it. 

But on the 4th of May ho is to lose all again, I think. 
For Victor, whose heart at the least motion bled through 
the bandage again, undertook not only, on the 4th of May, 
to be present at the birth-festival of the Court- Chap lain 
in St. Luna, but also to celebrate a birthday of renewed 
friendship with Flamin. lie would gladly take the first, 
second, third, tenth step, if his friend would only stop 
where he was, and not take a step backward. For he 
cannot forget him, he cannot get over a compulsory re- 
nunciation, however easy for him generally the voluntary 
one was. He pressed every evening Flamin's fair image, 
which was made out of his love for km, out of his in- 
corruptible honesty, his rock-like courage, his love for the 
State, his talents, even his excitability, which originated in 
the double feeling of injustice and of his own innocence, — 
this glowing image lie pressed to his lacerated heart, and 
when in the morning ho saw him joins' to his public du- 
ties, his eyes ran over, and he congratulated the servant 
who carried his papers behind him. Had not the 4th of 
May, the great day of reconciliation, been so near with 
its expiatory offering he would have been obliged to 
accustom little Julia to himself, as a third estate between 
the two others, as a key-note between conflicting tones. 
Only the hope of May applied to his thoughts, instead 
of burning stings of ueltle-|.>oiuis, at least rose-briers. — 
The friend of thy youth, dear reader, thy school- friend, 
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is never forgotten, for he has something of the brother 
about him; — when thou enterest tin.' school-yard of life, 
which is :i. Krlmopfenthiil educational institute, a Berlin 
scientific school,* a Breslau Elisabclhuniim, a Scheerau 
Marianum,f — then, for the first lime thou meetest friends, 
and your youthful friendship is ihe morning divine service 
of life. 

Victor was sure be it ! 1 -id j arid 0:' I''h;mi'i"s placability ; he 
even saw him very often standing at his window, aild 
glancing across toward the balcony, from which a friendly 
eye, untroubled by all the misconstructions of the point 
of honor, looked freely and directly toward the Senior's ; 
— this, however, did not t:ikc a way his tender yearning, 
but it was increased by the first returning sight of the 
face, so fair, so lamented, and so loved. Flamin had a 
tall, manly form ; bis compael and receding narrow fore- 
head was the eyrie of spirit ; his transparent blue eyes — 
which his sister Clotilda also bad, and which harmonize 
very well with a fiery soul, as, indeed, the old Germans 
also and the country people have both — were kindled by 
a thinking intellect; his compressed, and for that very 
reason the more darkly red, over-full lips, were settled 
into the kindly elevation for a kiss ; only the nose was 
not refined enough, but was juvistieally or Germanly built. 
The nose of great jurists looks sometimes, in my opinion, 
as wretchedly as the nose of Justice herself when its flex- 
ible material is drawn out and twisted and tweaked under 
too long fingers. It is not to be explained, by the way, 
why the faces of great theologians — ■ unless, indeed, they 

* Ee.id-sehnia: iirf\i-.i\c-,d si;h:iol, IV file lcnniis:^ of things. " Res. 
non vcrbu, qmuso," wuh Siiursdiiimi's motto. — Tit. 

1 This Institute is of course out of Jean Paul's brain; the othersara 
]>iB'torIcaJ. The one at Sohnepfunlhid (hi ThLirinjjen) was founded by 
Salzman, who died in 1811. — Tit 
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are something else great — have about them somewhat 
of the typographic magnificence of the, Kanstem Bibles. 
Victor's face, on the contrary, had. loss than any other, 
either these Bursrh-like trivial features of many jurists, 
or the dead-gold of many theologians ; ids nose — its edge 
and the in dentation of tins nasal bridge deducted — de- 
scended in Grecian ^trai;;liincss ; the angle of the thin, 
closed lips was (in ease lie did not. happen to be laughing) 
an acute angle of 1'"", and formed with the sharp nose 
the order-sign and order-cross, ivJ.ii.di satirical people often 
wear ; — his broad forehead arched itself to a radiant and 
roomy choir of a spiritual rotunda, wherein a Socratic 
equally illuminated soul dwells, though neither this bright- 
ness nor that brow consort with inborn wild tenacity, 
tliough they do with that, which is acquired ; — his fancy, 
that great prize, had, as often happens, no lottery-device 
on his face; — liiseyes, colored like Keapolitan agate, spoke 
and sought a loving heart ; his soft, white faeo contrasted, 
like court with war, against Flaniin's brown, elastic coun- 
tenance, which served as the ground for the two glowing 
cheeks. — For the rest, Flamin's soul was a mirror which 
flamed under the sun from only a single point; but on 
Victor's several [lowers were ground out into flashing fa- 
ccttes. Clotilda had all this tinder-bos and these sulphu- 
ric mines of temperament in common with her brother ; 
but her reason covered all up. The rushing blood -stream, 
which with him dashed from rock to rock, glided along 
with her still and smooth through flowery meadows. 

1 should be glad to see it, if he were to renew again 
with the Regency Councillor the treaty of friendship: I 
should then get to describe his Whitsuntide journey to 
Maienlhal, which perhaps is the Septleva* and the best 

* Septleva (Sept-le-va) is an old French term applied to the case ia 
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thing to which the human understanding has yet attained. 
But nothing will come of this Septlova, unless they make 
peace again ; by the aide of every (lower in Maienihal. by 
the side of every delight, (ho grief-worn ia.ee of his friend 
would appear and ask, "Canst thou be so happy, while 
I am bo for from it?" 

It were a wiser course, if both were monks or courtiers ; 
then they might, be expected, as friendship is the marriage 
of souls, to remain continent in a cdibacy of souls. . . . 

Just at the very conclusion of this chapter the dog 
brings the now one, and I simply weave both together and 

gO OIK — 

Without any remarkable vexation at the delay of the 
answer from Maienthal, Victor went alone on the 4th of 
May to St. Luna, and with every step tliat brought him 
nearer, his soul grew more soft and placable. — When 
he arrived : 

There are in every house days, which were forgotten 
in the Litany, — cursed, devilish, deused days, — when 
all goes criss-cross, — when everything scolds and growls 
and wags its tail, — when the children and the dog dare 
not say, Pugh!* and the liegc-and -manor-lord of the 
house slama-to all (he door.-i and the house-mistress draws 
the bass-regisler of moruli^g, "p and strikes the silvery 
tone of dishes and the bunch of keys, — when one does 
nothing but hunt up old grievances, all furest-olfences of 
mice and moths, broken parasols and tan-sticks, and that 

the game of faro where ths player jj:>irii seven limes the number he 
laid down. — Tr- 

»Ih Herman, Muck! like the Miiipning noise of the dog when flies 

t Most women n;e not g;i'.!oivp /w.'t/s k'.i!::V.-«.-ii-»] properly, jriitlows- 
niaters and female li:u-r:u:k- preiietiei'5, until they :ire full of the Devil, 
as Sterne had the roost <:u::r.<''.if v. hen lie was DOt well. 
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the gunpowder and the perfume -powder, and the elegant 
note-paper have become damp, and that the sausage- 
sledge is worn out by Killing to a wooden hobby-horse, 
and that the flog ami the suia lire shedding hair, — when 
everything come* too late, everything is toasted to death, 
everything is over-boiled, and the chamber-donna sticks 
the pins into my lady's flesh as into a doll, — and when, 
after they have, in this scv.rci/ stckuesH where nothing 
is the matter, vexed themselves to their hearts' content 
without cause, they become good-nal.ured again without 

When Victor arrived at the parsonage, he heard the 
birthday hero of the day, the parson, lecturing and 
screaming in his study. Eymann was pouring out his 
holy spirit into the long ears of his catechumens, into 
whom no fiery tongues wore to be got. He had in 
hand a female dunce from a hermitage (a solitary house 
in the woods), and was trying io explain to her the dis- 
tinction between the loosing-kcy and the binding-key. 
Nothing, however, could be done with her: the chaplain 
and the convert had already spent, a half-hour over the 
school-time with the explanation ; the dunce was con- 
stantly confounding I he keys, as if she were a — lady of 
the world. The chaplain- bad set. his head upon illumi- 
nating hers ; — he set before her every consideration that 
might have moved iron-wood and iron-stone, — his birth- 
day festival of to-day, the embittering of the general joy, 
the surplus half-hour, — in order to persuade her, that she 
must comprehend the difference, — she did not, she could 
not see it; — he condescended to entreaties and said: 
" Jewel, Lamb, Beast, daughter penitent, understand it, 
I beseech thee,-— do thy spiritual shepherd the pleasure 
of repeating to him the extraordinary difference between 
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binding- and loosing-keys. Am I not dealing fairly with 
thee ? — But my office as parson requires of me not to let 
thee go like a cow, without knowing a key. — Only take 
courage and just say after me, word for word, dearly- 
bought christian beast." ■ — She did so at last, and when 
she had done, he said joyfully, " Now thou pleasest thy 
teacher, and attend further." — Out of doors she reca- 
pitulated it all, and had comprehended it all very well, 
except that instead of '■ Bind- mid Lb'sc-Schlnsscl " (keys) 
she always caught it " .Bind- TmdT.ihi'-SrM/ssd (dishes). — 

The three-twins had a miserable plan of not coming 
till after dinner. — The soul of the red Appel was exhal- 
ing for this very occasion a wihl-^ame flavor, and smelt like 
burnt milk-porridge, and complained that she alone had 
all the labor on her shoulders, and when Agatha offered 
to fly to her assistance, she said: "I can do it, thank 
God ! as well as thou ! " The Regency- Councillor had 
arrived, but unfortunately had run out into the fields 
again till dinner-time, — Agatha's face had been crys- 
tallized into a rock-cellar by the coldness of her brother 
towards Victor, — only the parson's wife was the par- 
son's wife; not merely one mother-country, but one breath 
of love linked her heart to his, and it was impossible 
for her to be angry witli him. She loved a maiden, if he 
praised her; had she been without, a husband, she would 
have been either Ins love-letter- writer or his letter-carrier, 

— - Thus do women love — without measure ! often, too, 
they hate in the same way. — To this my correspondent 
adds further, that he could druw from the water! ng-vijlage 
a whole protocol of depositions in evidence that the Par- 
son's wife not merely alwajs, but even on the present 
Ventose and Plu-viose* day, was able to endure and live 

* Sixth and fifth months of the French Republican calendar. — Tk. 
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through it with the unvarnished composure of a Christian 
woman, if any one lot any thing Tail, a cup or a word. For 
such a state of mind,— for apathy under the present, en- 
tire loss of a sou |>-Ui recti . or rinsing-bowl, or fruit-dish, — 
there is needed perhaps as modi health as reason. 

— At last in the evening, the Page came in and said, 
Flamin was still in the garden. Victor received it, as if 
it. were said to him, and went out carrying his oppressed 
heart to meet another troubled one : Flamin he found in 
an embowered nook -taring up with all his eyes at the 
wax-image of the rejected friend; Victor's heart moved 
heavily as if through tears in his overladen breast. Fla- 
min's face was covered, not with the panoply of wrath, 
but with the funeral veil of sorrow. For here in the fore- 
ground of a bright, warm youth, as it were on the classic 
soil of a former, ir replaceable love, he became too warm 
and too tender, — in the village be revoked his hardness 
in the city, — and what was still more, only friends of his 
friend, only affect iona.re eulogies on ihe despised darling, 
overwhelmed and warmed his- impoverished' heart, and he 
could here Still more easily excuse than spare him. Vic- 
tor welcomed him with the soti. voice of a subdued heart, 
but he only half spoke cither his thoughts or his words. 
Victor gazed deep down into the soul which mourned for 
friendship ; for only a heart sees a heart ; so only the 
great man sees great men, as one sees mountains only 
from mountains. He held it therefore as no sign of re- 
sentment, when Flamin slowly walked away from him ; 
but he must need-, loft so alone there, turn away his eyes 
from the consecrated corner of the garden, where their 
friendship had once opened., its blossoms, and from the 
sacrificial bower where he bad interceded with his father 
for Flamin's and Clotilda's union, and from the high ob- 
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Bcrvatory, the Tabor of friendship's transfiguration, from 
all these burial-places of a fairer time lie must needs avert 
his eyes, in order l<> endure Ibe poorer present. But that 
.which he would not look upon, he represented so much 
the more vividly to his mind. 

Now the Vesper-bell extended its melancholy vibra- 
tions even to the hearts of men, — past times sent the 
tones, and the evening-lamentations sank like ardent en- 
treaties into the souls of the sundered friends: " O be 
reconciled and walk together ! Is then life so long that 
men may venture to be angry with each other?' Are 
then good souk so numerous, that they can fly from each 
Other? these tones have floated around many a heap 
of the ashes of mortalily, around many a stiffened heart 
full of love, around many closed lips full of fury,. — -0 
transitory creatures, love, love each other I " — Victor fol- 
lowed willingly (lor he wept.) alter his friend, and found 
him standing by the bed whereon Evmann caused the F of 
his name to grow green 011 the cole-rape-plants, and he was 
silent, because he knew that for all $>.)mptit.hetic cures silence 
is needed. 0, such an hour of deepening silence, when 
friends stand beside each other like strangers, and compare 
the silence with the old outpouring, has too many heart- 
stingB, and a thousand smothered tears, and for words sighs! 

Victor, so near to his friend, and as during the talking 
his better soul, like nightingales during concerts, grew 
louder and louder, would fain, from minute to minute, 
have fallen upon that noble fii.i.-e, on those lips rounded 
for the kiss of reconciliation, — but he started back at the 
thought of the recent repulse. He saw now how Flamin 
stepped farther and farther into the bed, and slowly trod 
down the heart leaves of the cole-rape, and crushed them 
asunder; at last he observed that ibis trampling out of 
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the blooming name was merely the dumb language of dis- 
consolateness, which wanted to say : " I hate my tor- 
mented self, and .1. could crush it as 1 do ray name here: 
for whom should it stand here?" — This snatched blood 
from Victor's head and from Ids eye ! cars which had been 
brushed away, and he took gently the long withdrawn 
hand, to lead him away from the suicide of his name. 
But Flamin turned his quivering lace side-wise toward 
the waxen shadow of his friend and rigidly crooking his 
head away stared up at it. — " Best Flamin ! " said Victor 
with the tone of the deepest emotion, and pressed the 
burning hand. Then Flamin tore it out of his, and with 
his two fists pressed kick the tear-drops into his eyes, — ■ 
and breathed loud, — and said in a choked voice, " Vic- 
tor!" and turned round with great tears and said in a 
still more muffled tone, " Love me again ! " — And they 
rushed into each other's arms, and Victor answered, 
" For ever and ever do T love thee, thou hast indeed never 
offended me"; and Flamin, glowing and dying, stammered, 
" Only take my beloved, and remain my friend." — For 
a long U'me Victor could not speak, and their cheeks and 
their tears united burned on each other, till at last he was 
able to say : " thou ! thou ! thou noble man ! But 
thou art in error somewhere! — Now will we forsake 
each other no more, now will wo remain so forever. — 
Ah, how inexpressibly shall we one da;/ love each other, 
when my father comes ! " 

At this moment the Parson's wife, who was perhaps 
anxious about both, came to call them in, and Flamin in 
his softened mood honored her. which he seldom did, 
with a filial embrace ; and from four eyes swollen with 
weeping she read with delight the renewal of their imper- 
ishable covenant. 
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Nothing moves man more than the spectacle of a recon- 
ciliation ; our weaknesses are not too dearly purchased 
by the hours of their for "riven ess. and the angel, who 
should never feel wrath, must envy the mortal who con- 
quers it. — When lliou I'orgivest, then is man who inflicts 
wounds on thy heart the sen.- worm that drills through the 
shell of the mussel, wbieli doses the openings with pearls, 

This reconciliation drew after it. one with fortune, as it 
were, — the J3ri.t.riiuire-('TM\i:i'r became n F/oreaJ* evening, 
— the three-twins ate of the remains of Appel's roasted 
glory, — the Parson had nothing to do any longer with 
any other keys than the Ioosiug-koys, the spiritual music- 
keys, — and the birthday feast had bloomed out into a 
feast of the covenant, an opposition club, where all, but 
in a higher sense than that of Quakers and merchants, 
called each other friend. The three-twins delivered old- 
British speeches, which only freemen could understand. 
Victor wondered at the universal frankness before such a 
stinging gad-fly as Mattliiou, — but the Englishmen cared 
for nothing. The Parson sent oil' heart-felt prayers, and 
said: "He, for his part, look hide notice of what they 
did, and only begged them to harangue more softly, 
that he might not get the name of allowing pietistic con- 
venticles in his parsonage; meanwhile he relied entirely 
upon Messrs. the Court-Physician and the Court-Page, 
who would certainly insure him against a line; otherwise 
he would not let wife and son join in the conversation." 
The Parson's wife preferred reminiscences of her free 
native land to the best calumnies and fashions. Victor 
must needs to-dav keep his promise of putting his Repub- 
lican Orthodoxy beyond question ; and as he gave the 
same in our hearing, we will also help see how he keeps it, 
and whether he is an old-Briton. 

* February cbanged to August. — Tk. 
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He imitated mostly the style which he had last read or 
— as to-day — heard; therefore he spoke in the senten- 
tious manner of the bnnilng-cold Knglishman of the three. 

"No state is free but that which loves itself; the 
measure of patriotism is the measure of freedom. "What, 
then, is now this Freedom ! History is the Place Jm- 
Morgue* where every one seeks (ho dead kinsmen of his 
heart r ask the mighty dead of Spurta, Alliens, and Rome, 
what freedom is! Their perpelunl festival d;iys, their 
games, their eternal war?, their constant sacrifices of 
property and life, their contempt of riches, of trade, and 
of mechanics, eaunol make the tiscal prosperity of a country 
the goal of freedom. But the logical despot must assidu- 
ously promote the material wcIl-iH-inii of his negro -planta- 
tion. The tyranny or the mildness, the injustice or the 
virtue of an individual, constitute so little the distinction 
between a servile and a free Conn of government, that 
Rome was a slave under the Antonincs, and free under 
Sulla.f — Not every Union, but the object of the Union, 
not' the uniting under common laws, but the import of 
those laws, give the soul the wings of patriotism. ; for 
otherwise every Hansa, every trade-league, were a Py- 
thagorean Society and would create Spartans. That 
for which man gives hi nod ami goods must be something 
higher than either; — -not in defence of his own life and 
property has the good man so much valor as he has when 
ho contends for another's ; — the mother risks nothing 

* A grated Place in Paris, v.-licr.! Ihcy sxjionn the dead found during 
tliu night, t Ii:l:. t-w:i-y in,.', may thai bis relative. 

i Great is the siml which, like him, with hoik; but enemies armmd 
him, renounces all power, — p-onier is (lie |'iio;.'.>, before which one 
could venture to do it. Another :je"pie ^"nuM !:;'v-. : . ;ai tic limited .Sulla's 
lice. [Alluding to a ioidhsmue disease which in-ist him late in life, 
called tlie morbus pedkutogus — Tr.J 



.sted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 177 

for herself and everything for lii'r child ; — in snort, only 
for what is nobler than self in himself, for virtue, does man 
open his veins and offer his spirit; only the Christian 
martyr names'this virtue Faith, the Basbarian, Honor, the 
Re publican, Freedom. 

" — Take ten men, shut them up in ten different islands: 
neither of them (I have not selected cosmopolites) will 
love or defend cither of the others, if he meets him in his 
canoe, but will merely, like an innocent uncultivated 
beast, let him pass unharmed. But throw them together 
on one island,* then they will make mutual conditions 
of living together, of common defence, &c, i. e. laws; 
now they have iirarc frequent enjoyment of use and right, 
consequently of their personality, which distinguishes them 
from mere tools, consequent] y of their freedom. Before, oil 
their ten islands, they have been rather unrestrained than 
free. The more (.lie objects of their laws rise in dignity, 
the more they see that law concerns the inner man more 
than the rubbish heap it protects, right more than property, 
and that the noble man fights for his goods,' his rights, his 
life, not on account of their important;*;, hut on account of 
his own dignity. — 1 will look at the matter on another 
side, in orjler to defend the proposition with which I began 
the discourse. When a people hates iis constitution, then 
the object of its constitution, i. e. of its union, is lost. 
Love of the constitution, and love for one's fellow- citizens 
as fellow-citizens, are one. I start with this principle; 
If all men were wise, and good, then they would be all 
alike consequently friendly. As that is not so, accord- 
ingly Nature makes up lor this goodness by similarity of 

(or, per* 
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motives, by community of object, by living together, &c, 
and by tlicse bonds — or connubial; of brotherly and sis- 
terly and of friendly affection — holds our smooth, slip- 
pery hearts together at different distances. Thus she edu- 
cates onr heart to the higher warmth. The State gives it 
a still greater, for the citizen loves the man even more in 
the citizen, than the brother loves him in the brother, the 
father in the son. The love of country is nothing hut a 
restricted cosmopolitan love; and the higher philanthropy 
is the philosopher'.-; oulii.rge.l patriotism for the whole 
earth. In my younger years the mass of men was often 
painful to me, because I felt myself incapable of loving 
1000 millions at once ; but the heart of wan takes more 
into itself than his head, and the better man must needs 
despise himself, if his arms should reach only round a 
single pla.net. ..." 

— Now, as in a drama, I set only the names of the 
players before their remarks. The coldly-philosophical 
Balthazar: " Then must the whole earth become one day 
a single state, a universal republic; Philosophy must ap- 
prove wars, misanthropy, in short all possible contradic- 
tions to morality, so long as there are still two states. 
There must one day lie a national convention of Human- 
ity ; the kingdoms are the uimiieipidities." 

Moithim : " We are only just living now, then, in the 
1 1th of October and a little in the 4th of August." * 

Victor: "We see, like David, our Solomon's Temple 
only in dreams, and in our waking Iwirs the tabernacles 
of the Covenant ; but it were a sorrowful philosophy which 

* The 4th of August, 1789, iyus the memorable night in which nil 
the rEi[irosi!iiti«l upper elides Ibi-unhy renounced thaic old privileges. 
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should require nothing of men but what ll icy had hitherto 
rendered without philosophy. "We must lit reality to the 
ideal, not the reverse." 

The ardently-phiiose.pl deal Aklcliior; "Most, modern 
movements are only the starts: of one sleeping under the 
ear-wig* and grasping at his blooily scalp.- — But the fall- 
ing stalactite of regenlslnp forms at last with its drops one 
column willi (he ascending stalagmite of the people." 

Flamin : " But do not Spartans imply Helots, Romans 
and Germans Slave,-. a:id F.nropeaiis. -Negroes? — Must not 
always the prosperity of the whole he based upon indi- 
vidual victims, just as one class must devote itself to till- 
ing the soil, thai another may apply itself to knowledge ? " 
Cato the elder: "Then J spit on the whole if I am the 
victim, and despise myself if T am the whole." 

Balthazar : " It is better that the whole suffer volun- 
tarily for. the sake- of a single member, than that he should 
against his just, vole suffer for the whole." 

Mutthieu: "Fiat justitia et pcre-at mundus." 
Victor: "In plain English : the greatest physical evil 
must be preferred to the least moral evil, the least un- 
righteousness." f — 

Melchior: "The physical inequality of men produced 
by nature no more excuses any political inequality than 
pestilence does murder, or a failure of crops corn-monopoly. 
But inversely political equality mitit In: the very compensa- 
tion for the want of physical. Tn a despotic state enlight- 
enment as well as prosperity may be greater in inward 
contents, but in the free state it is greater in outward 
contents, and is distributed among all; for freedom and 
enlightenment reciprocal' v begot each other." — 
* Literally frrain-iorer. — Tr. 

t Job xxxvi. SI: " Take lieerl, regard not iniquity; for this hast 
thou chosen rather than affliction. " — Tn. 
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Victor: "As unbelief and tyranny do. Your assertion 
shows to nations two ways, one-slower, but more just, and 
one which is neither. Wild dute-hings at the dial plate- 
ivkeeloi Time, which is le.vned hy n thousand little wheels, 
dislocate more than they expedite it: often they break off 
its teeth.* Hang thy own weight on the weight of the 
clock-work, which drives all ilia wheels; i. e. be wise and 
virtuous, then wilt thou be, at tha same time, great and 
innocent, and be building up the city of God, without the 
mortar of blood, and without Uie stone blocks of death's- 
heads." — 

Here we strike the bell that closes this political ser= 
mon, during which Victor, despite his Socratie continence 
and moderation, made all these wild heads friends of his 
own. "With Matthiee. alone jest was the only object, to 
which he turned everything serious, instead of the re verse. 
He had in a characteristic degree that shamelessness of 
rank, at the same time to commit and to ridicule certain 
follies, to seek and to despise certain fools, and to avoid 
and praise at once certain philosophers. Wherever he 
could, he covered the good Prince of F'ladiscnftngen with 
satirical cockle-buttons j" which he threw at him, and 
showed hostility to the husband, which is generally the 
sign of too groat a friendship for the wife. Thus he said 
to-day in reference to Jcnner's or January's penchants, 
which contrasted with those of the month and saint from 
which he derived his name : " For the St. Januarius in 
PuzzoloJ a fish was the Dr. Culpepper." — 

* For thsra is no fn'i'.i- rjvonl from a Ui!l« rsn-!, Im', only irrfiJit: events 
from a million little ciiu*e<.. of which oi-.o .ilwnys ussigos the last as 
the mother of the grant result. Is [hen the priming the charge of the 
camion? 

f Thistle-knobs. — Tr. 

t That is to say, no sculptor could make a second nosa to fit this 
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I confess, I have, during the ""dole session of the Clob, 
again had the freakish though!, which, ivikl as it is, I have 
often before been unable to drive out of my head, —for 
it is, to be sure, :i little, confirmed by the fact that, like 
an atheist, I know not whence I am, and that with my 
French name, Jean Paul, I was impelled by the most 
wondrous accidents to a (-iorman writing- desk, on which 
t one day will copiously report t.hom to the world, — as I 
was saying, I hold it myself to be a folly, my sometimes 
getting the conceit in my head, that it is possible — since 
thousand-fold examples of the kind are extant in Oriental 
history — that I might be actually the unknown son of a 
Kniese* or Shah, orsomei.hingof tbe sort, that was trained 
for the throne, and from whom they concealed his noble 
birth the better to educate him. The very entertaining 
of such an idea is of itself folly ; but so much Is neverthe- 
less correct, that the examples arc not to be erased from 
universal history, in which many a one, even to his 
twenty-eighth year, — I am two years older, — know not 
a word of )t, that an Asiatic or some other throne 
awaited him, whei'drom lie afterward, when he came to 
it, wielded a magnificent sway. But let it be assumed 1 
was changed from a Jean Lack-land to a John Witli- 
land, — T should go forilnvith in the billiard-room, and 
tell everybody whom he had before him. Were one of 
my subjects there joining in the game, I should forth- 
with govern him on the spot ; and if it were a female 
subject, without scruple. T should proceed with consider- 
ateness, and invest only subjects from my billiard-shire 
with the weightier offices, because the Itegcnt must be 

statue, — For the first hud been broken off. At last, after four hun- 
dred years, a child Jinmil in i grcist il-'i 1.I11' lnarblc one which belonged 
to it. Labat's Travels, Fifth Pnrt. 

* Old designation of a liuisiim or Polish Pniiue. - Tr, 
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acquainted with him whom lie appoints, which, as is 
well known, lie can best become ai the gaming-tables. I 
would strictly command my vassals and all by a general 
riglement for all rimes to hi! happy and well-off, and who- 
ever was poor, him I would put as a punishment on half- 
pay ; for I think, if I interdicted poverty so emphatically, 
it would come at last io be the same as if Saturn and I 
ruled together. — Like a Sultan in his harem, so I in my 
State, would desire no physical mutes or dwarfs, but, as 
occasion required, moral ones. — - 1 confess, I should have 
a peculiar predilection for ;_n::iiiiLses. and should appoint to 
all, even the wreicliedest places, the greatest heads.' I 
should fear nothing (enemies excepted) but dropsy on the 
brain, of which a crowned or mitred head must always 
be in an agony of dread, if, like me, it has read in Dr, 
Ludvvig's, or else in Tissot's, treatises on the nerves, that 
it comes on at first with close bindings around the head, 
which I should fear still more from my crown, especially 
if the head which was forced into it was thick and it was 
tight. 

We come back to the story. The Dext day Victor and 
Plamin, in the fair, newly assumed bends of the covenant 
of friendship, returned to Flaehsenfingen. Now could 
Victor enter through the heavenly gates of Maienthal, if 
Clotilda did not bolt them. All depended on Emanuel's 
answer. The May-airs breathed, the May-flowers ex- 
haled, the May-trees rustled. O how this fanning kindled 
the longing to enjoy all these blisses in Maienthal, and 
to get from his friend tin- admis.-io^-tii'kct to the finest 
concert-hall of nature. None came; for it had already — 
come through the Bee-father Lind of K ttssewitz, who as 
feudal-postilion had been sent by Count O. to Matthieu, 
and had taken the route through Maienthal. It was from 
Emanuel : — 



ssted by G00gle 



ok 45 doo-post-days. 183 

" Hokion ! 
" Come sooner, beloved ! Hasten to our valley of 
Eden, which is a summer-house of nature, with green- 
growing walls between nothing but avenues running out 
of heaven into heaven. The light, flowery hours move 
by before the eye of man as the stars do before the optic 
tube of the astronomer. Blossom-snares of honeysuckle 
are laid for thee, and covered with fragrances ; and when 
thou art caught in them, the up-welling incense envel- 
ops thee in a cloud, and unknown arms press through 
the cloud, and draw thee to three hearts full of love ! I 
have already taken up lilies of the valley out of the wood, 
and planted them near me. — Thy city is indeed also a 
wood around thee, still lily of the valley! I have already 
transplanted two baLsimines ant] five summer carnations ; 
bat my first traiiS|)lanreil Rals-amine. was Clotilda. Thou 
secst how spring, wit.li lis exuberant, swilling juices, pene- 
trates through my budding soul also, and 3Iay splits open 
therein, as I am now doing on the carnations, all the 
buds. — Appear, appear, ere I become melancholy again, 
and then tell thy Julius who flic angel was that handed 
him the letter for me. 

" Emanuel." 



Julius had probably thought on this occasion of that 
other letter which a hitherto unknown angel had given 
him to unseal on this Whiisunlide. — But what have I to 
do here with angels and Idlers? Write by courier is 
what I will now do, that so I may have got through the 
32d Chapter before the dog appears with his 33d Whit- 
suntide Chapter, which, not merely because it has thirty- 
two ancestral chapters, but on account of the probable 
effusion therein of a holy spirit of joy, or on account 
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of a whole dove- flock of holy spirits, and on account of 
the historic pictures it will contain, — and by reason of 
my own exertions, — must be (it is believed) a chapter 
like which in each Dionysiari * period hardly half a one, 
and in each Constnnt.uninolitan hardly a whole one, can 
be written. — The Whitsuntide dog-day may turn out 
long, but it will be good and divine, — Philippine will 
shake her brother and say (she loves lo (latter) : " Paul ! 
St. Paul was also in (he third heaven, but he never de- 
scribed it like this in his Epistle to the Romans!" I 
myself could wish that I. might read my 83d dog-day be- 
fore I had made if 

The much in little which, with my previous haste, 
I have still to throw on!, is, according to the gourd-docu- 
ments, this: Victor set his iieart full as much as I do on 
the Whitsuntide -gospels. His conscience placed not the 
thinnest pasture-bars, not the lowest boundary-stone, in 
the way of his enjoyment, and he could go like an inno- 
cent pleasure to the beloved Clotilda, and say to her, 
Accept me. lie paid now his farewell and professional 
visits regularly at court, and cared nothing for any word 
full of human caustic, or any eye full of basilisk's poison. 
He redoubled his fairer visits to Flamin, in order to re- 
ward his noble, reconciliation with a warmer friendship, 
and he stamped upon the past history and on the sub- 
ject of jealousy the privy-sea] of forbearing silence. His 
dreams did not, lo be sure, on their stages full of shadow- 
plays and airy apparition?, present Clotilda's form (the 
most loved faces are just- those dream denies), but by eon- 
ducting him into (he old, dark, rainy months, when he was 
again unhappy and without love and without the dearest 

» Dtonyslua the Little, a Roman abbot, Invented the Christian era. 
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soul, they gave him by means of [lie rnined-out night a 
brighter day, and redoubled melancholy became redoubled 
love. — And when in the morning after such dreams of 
the past dream lie walked out through the May-frost, and 
by the swollen joy-drops of the vine-leaves, and under 
the morning wind, which rather wafted than cooled him, 
in order to touch with his yearning eyes as precious relics 
the fixed western woods, which hung ;l gnien curtain be- 
fore the opera-stage of his hope, a reviewer, who 

shall put himself in my place, cannot possibly expect me 
with this shortness of time. aad in my extra post-coach 
to the carriage of Phoebus (now in the shorter days), to 
give this long antecedent member of the period its con- 
clusion. 

Even the perpendicular climax of the barometer, and 
the horizontal .streams of the east wind, swelled the sails 
of his hope, and wafted him into the silent sea of 'the 
Whitsuntide-future, and into the Almanach of 1793, to 
see whether the moon fulled on Whitsuntide. — By 
Heaven, it will at least he half full, which is much better 
still, because one will .have it at hand in the middle of 
heaven when one is about to begin his evening 

1 have, after all, by extraordinary racing, brought mat- 
ters so far, that I have done with the .'J 2d dog-post-day 
before Spitz with his goblet of joy on his neck has made 
his way across the Indian Ocean. — And as, besides, ac- 
cording to the ci.i.pi.!'i.hi.!i,i; pM-jie.lua with the reader, (at 
which, notoriously, the benches of princes and cities bite 
the dust,) I must now make an Intercalary Day': I will 
spend the Dog's vacation in that way ; but I earnestly 
beg all my day-electors, those of my subscribers who 
have hitherto shipped across (he Intercalary Days on the 
leaping-pole of the Index-! iuger, not to do it in this case, 
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first, because I agree to be shot, if in this Intercalary 
Day I in the least exercise my intercalary-day privilege, 
though confirmed under several governments, of deliver- 
ing the wittiest and weightiest matters, — and, secondly, 
because the dog even on the Intercalary day may ran 
into port, and bring me facta which I may serve up not 

in the 33d Dog-post-day, but already in the • Vlllth 

Intercalary day, or in tin?- VIIIlli Sauscufattide. — The 
contents of this, like the present, are a rambling overture 
to the Future. — 

I must say, if, in the first place, as Bellarmin (the 
Catholic champion and contradictor) asserts, every man 
is his own Redeemer, — whence follows, in my judgment, 
(hat he is also his own Eve and serpent for his old Adam, 
— if, secondly, the pen of an extraordinarily good author 
is the snuffers of truth, just, as, inversely, to Heir von 
Moser in prison the snuffers were a pen, — if, thirdly, 
Despotism may at lasl, instead of the living tree-Stoms 
(for it saws right into the world as if blind,) saw into the 
throne-saw-horse itself, — further, J must say, if, fourthly, 
every action (even the worst) has, like Christ, two unlike 
genealogies,' — if in fact, fifthly, one and another reviewer 
carries his critical eye, wherewith he surveys everything, 
not on the apex of his skull (as Mahoir.ct's saints are said 
to, in order not to see beauties), nor, like Argus, before 
and behind, but actually in front, under the stomach, over 
the gut, in the midst of the navel; if this man, in addition 
thereto, possesses no other heart than the linen one whicli 
the seamstress has stitched in the corn or of the shirt-frill, 
and which lies over the pit of the heart, winch one would 
call more sensibly the pit of the stomach, — -finally I must 
say (at least I can do so), if, in the sixth place, true cohe- 
rence, strict concatenation of paragraphs, is perhaps tho 
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greatest ornament and soul of tin; so-called unbouhd dis- 
course, or prose, which, however, is like a bound harpsi- 
chord, and if, t! i ere I ore, the. sense, like an epic notion, must 
begin at the end of the (rhetorical and temporal) period, 
because otherwise there would not be any at all, . . . 

— But neither will there be any to come. — These four 
points, however, look like the hurt's trunks in the snow.— 
In short: the J'onieriHiian do;.!, my biographical hod-bearer 
and forwarder, is already lying under the table, and has 
discharged some Kiv-'mn ti c Li I h and heavcr.ly kingdoms. — 
As, besides. I did not wholly know in the above paragraph 
what I was after (I. hope not to sit a, well man before the 
public, if I knew) — accordingly the dog did me a true 
labor of love in actually biting off, so to speak, the tail, 
or second member. It was, besides, my plan merely to 
make caprioles in a period of an ell's length until the dog 
should have removed my anxiety about the doubtfulness 
of the Whitsuntide journey. — In fact, I never wanted to 
lay out words and thoughts together, but to save the latter, 
while I spent the former: Peutzer wrote long ago to the 
men of Ratisbon and Wet/lar, Many thoughts need a small 
stream of words, hul the greater the brook is, so much 
the smaller can be the mill-wheel. — An honest reviewer 
is offended also by a laconic book if only for this reason, 
(not merely that the public does not understand it but) 
because a German has hi the jurists and theologians tbo 
very best models before him for writing prolixly, and in- 
deed with a diifuseness which perhaps — for the thought 
is the soul, the word the body — establishes among words 
that higher friendship of men, which, according to Aris- 
totle, consists in this, that one soul (one thought) inhabits 
several bodies (words) at once. 

— I now begin Victor's vigils, the holy eve of Whit- 
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Buntide. It was already Saturday, — the wind (like the 
sciences) came from the cast, — the quicksilver in the 
barometer-tube (as it does to-day in my nervous-tubes) 
almost leaped out at the top. — Flamin had parted in 
peace with his friend on Friday, and was not to return 
for five days. —Victor will to-morrow, on the first day of 
Whitsuntide, sally .forth before the sun, in order to come 
back again on the third, when he aliglils in America.— 
(T wish he would stay longer.) — If. is a line blue-Monday* 
in the soul (every blue day is one), and a line dispensa- 
tion from the mourning of life, when one (like my hero) 
has the good fortune on a holy even-fide, during the toll- 
ing for prayers, and when the moon is already up above 
the houses, to sit tranquil :md innocent in 7, ousel's balcony 
in the presence of the prospect* of the -fairest Whitsun- 
tide-days and the fairest Whitsuntide-farcs, to tako a first 
cut of all the preparatory dishes of hope, to gather all the 
bosom-roses and signs of the fairest morning, and, amidst 
the noisy booth-preludes to the Festival, to read the sec- 
ond part of the M'lmivu f precisely in the Sectors of joy 
in which I sketch my own and Gustavus's entrance into 
the heavenly Jerusalem at Lilienbad. — —All this, as 

was said, my hero had 

But when he who found out so much affinity between 
his Whitsuntide-journey and that journey to the watering- 
place in the book, came at last with his agitated soul to 
the destruction of that Jerusalem ; then, with the first sad 
sigh of to-day, he said ; " O thou good Destiny, never lay 
such a sacrificial knife on the heart of my Clotilda ; ah, I 
should die, if she became so unhappy as Eeata." — And he 

* Working-miLD's holiday.— Tfi. 

t Mummies, — one of (lie til to i if -lie " Invisible Lodge," given in 
[illusion to mixing up of seruiui ;iil;I joco=c booties iind ideas, ns the 
EgypcifLUi itr.ioiluceJ u skok'ton :.l liu:ii- n;«:vy makings. — 'I'll. 
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further reflected how the ruddy morning clouds of hope 
are only high, hovering rain, and how ol'leu sorrow is the 
bitter kernel of rupture, like the golden Imperial Apple 
of the German Emperor, which, to lie sure, weighs three 
marks and three ounce?, hut Inwardly Is filled up with 

By Heaven ! we are here needlessly embittering with 
night-thoughts, the holy evening, aud none of us knows 
why he sighs so. — I assure the render J have the whole 
Whitauntide-feslivLil before me in copy, and there is not 
a single misfortune [-here, unless Victor joins oii a fourth 
Whitsuntide-day as idler-summer, and in that there should 
something he developed. I confess 1 like to be an ass- 
thetic frere terrible, and to point the sword at the breast 
of the world, which is reading deep into my Invisible 
(mother) Lodge, and phi.y nther like tricks, — but that 
comes from the fact that in youth one reads and owns 
the Sorrows of Werther, of which, like a mass-priest, 
one prepares a bloodless victim before one enters the 
Academy. Nay, if I this very day were composing a 
romance, I should — as the blue-coated Werther has in 
every young Amoroso and miLhor a quasi- Christ who on 
Good-Friday puts on a similar crown of thorns, and as- 
cends a cross — myself also do the same over again.... 

■ — But it is time I opened my .M; : ,i<.-uth;il, aud let every 
one in. Only I will no longer make a mystery of it that 
J am minded to present outright, this whole Paphos and 
knightly seat to the reader, as Louis XT. cast the Duchy 
of Boulogne at the feet of the Holy Mary. I think 
thereby to tower, perhaps, ahos r e other writers, who be- 
stow only their quills upon their readers, full as much as 
the king does above old Lipsius, who made over to Mary 
only his silver-pen. In the beginning T meant to retain 
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for myself this Elysium with thrice-mowed meadows and 
pine-groves, because I am in fact a poor devil, and really 
have no more income than a Prince of Wnrtemberg for- 
merly, namely ninety florins Ithenisb of appanage-money, 
and ton florins for a coat, of state, and because, as to the 
two square miles of hind sot oil' to me by God and equity, 
— for so much docs the ivhi.de oari.ii at an equal division, 
according to a good plan, ky off to each man,— verily 
I make so small account of that, that I would gladly 
give up my two miles to any one for a miserable sheep- 
fold.— And what most kept me back from making this 
presentation of my Maicnthal to living men, was the fear 
that I should turn over a feudum to people, readers, pro- 
vincial deputies, who are possessed of a thousand times 
greater palatinates and patrimonial estates, and whom one 
would provoke, if one should make them resemble the 
holy Mary, who from a Queen of Heaven became a 
Duchess of Boulogne, or the Roman Emperor who must 
on the day of his coronation become at. the same time a 
member of the Order of Mary at Aachen. 

But what then can ail their majorats, — - their Teutonic- 
knights' estates, — their mesne- tenures, — and their pat- 
rimonii! Petri (an allusion fo my patrimoirium Patjli), 
— and their grandfathers' estates and all their cargoes 
stowed into the ship of earth, — in short, their European 
possessions on the earth, — what, I say, can all these 
Dutch farms yield, in the way of products, that could 
stand even at a distance before those of Maienthal ? 
And do there grow on their crown-estates heavenly blue 
days, evenings full of hlis.sfr.il tears, nights full of great 
thoughts? No, Maienlbal bears loftier flowers than those 
which cattle pluck off, fairer apples of the Hesperides 
than are laid up in frail-cellars, super-terrestrial treas- 
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ures on subterranean rival-pieces to Eden, like Clotilda 
and Emanuel, and all that our dreams paint and our- tears 
of joy bedew. — 

— And this is just my excuse, it" I deny the Maieni.hnl 
domain of joy to a thousand rival claimants, if I as its 
fee-provost cannot invest with this Swabian reversionary 
fief such people as arc not fit for a proper feudum, mor- 
ally blind, lame, minors, eunuchs, &c. — And here I 
must make myself many enemies, when, from among the 
vassals and joint subjects of investiture to whom Maien- 
thal, with all its poetic privileges, \,- given in fee, I ex- 
pressly exclude old gabblers who can no longer make 
the knight's hap of fancy, — forty- seven inhabitants of 
Scheerau and one hundred of Flachsenfingen, whose 
hearts are as cold as their knee-pans, or as dogs' noses, — 
the greatest ministers and other grandees, in whom, as in 
great roasted lumps of meat, only the middle is still raw, 
namely the heart, — one hall* billion economists, jurists, 
exchequer and finauce-eoun-cllors, aud plus- i. e. roiuus- 
m alters,* in whom the soul, as in Adam's case the 
body, was kneaded out of a clod of earth, who have a 
pericardium [or bean- hag], but no heart, cerebral -mem- 
branes without brain, shrewdness without philosophy, who, 
instead of the book of nature, read only their papers for 
law-cases and their tax-books, — finally, Ihose who have 
not lire enough to kindle at the fire of love, poetry, relig- 
ion, who for weep say bitibwr, for -porh-ii, rhyme, for senti- 
ment, craziness 

Am I then crazy that I work myself up here into such 
a rage, as if I had not before me on the other side the 
finest college of readers, which I am promoting to the 
primus adquivens of the freehold and apron-string-hold 
of Maienthal ; a mystical, moral person, who discerns 
* Financial speculator*. — Th. 
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that utility is only an inferior beauty, and beauty a higher 
utility? — It is peculiar to all emotions (but not to opin- 
ions) that one thinks lie alone has them. Thus every 
youth holds his Jove to be an extraordinary celestial phe- 
nomenon which has been only once in the world, as the 
star of love, the evening star, often looks like a comet. 
But the world is not al! Flaclisenfiugcnites and Dutch- 
men, who climb the Alp? less to have great thoughts and 
elevations than to get ,Wes,* or go to sea., not to throw a 
poet's glance over the sublime ocean, but to escape con- 
sumption .... but there arc everywhere to be found, in 
every market-town, 00 every island, fair souls who rest 
in the bosom of nature, — who reverence the dreams of 
love, though they themselves have awaked from their 
own, — who are encased with rough men, before whom 
they have to veil their idyllic fantasies about the second 
life, and their teat's over the first, — who give fairer days 
than they receive, — to this whole fair society I finally 
make a present of the Feudum- of Muienthal, of which 
there has been already so much talk, and go in at the 
head with some friends of both sexes and my sister as 
investing iiei -provost. 

Postscrijit or autograph bull of dispensation: — The Min- 
ing Superintendent eannot deny thai Ihe S. T. author of 
this biography, by the fact that (be dog is lazy, and that 
these post-days are more than commonly voluminous, and 
that in this chapter he has actually melted two into one, is 
sufficiently excused with those who have the right to a3k 
him why he has not ended the S2d Post^day till the 
middle of September or Fruclidor. He still sits with his 
description four months distant from the history, 1793. 
J. P. 
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FIRST WHITSUNTIDE-DAY-. 

Police-Kkculatioxs of Pleasitiif. •■ - Chudcit. — The Evening. 
— The Blooming-Cavern. 

1AEDLY had Victor waked from his sleep, 
though not from his dreams, when the low 
y of all his thoughts, the Elysian still- 
s that pervaded his whole heart, told him 
that to-day his Si.thUdicul wei-ks traiuc on. "Without re- 
proach or design offi misslep, without a sigh of his con- 
science, he went guilelessly lo meet, joy and love. The 
tenderer and more delicate a flower of joy is, so much the 
clearer must be the hand that plucks it., and only cattle 
pasture can bear filth ; just as those who pick Imperial tea 
deny themselves beforehand all grt>ss fare, that they may 
pluck the fragrant leaf misniled. — Vetor had, out of 
doors, hardly dawn enough lo see on his broad hour-watch 
of Bee-father Lind's the first hour of his Sabbath ; but this 
watch, the step-marker on the so beautiful road of the 
Bee-father's life, and l.he morning-service of nature, which 
consists in stillness, fortified his purpose of prefixing his 
present life to the second life after death as a still, cool, 
starry spring-morning. 
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" By you I swear," — said he, as, by degrees, more and 
more larks soared up pinging out of their dew into the 
morning-bora,* — "I will even in joy remain composed for 
thirty whole years together, at least, for three whole "Whit- 
suntide days, — I will be a university -friend and house- 
friend, but not a WertherisJi lover of enjoyment. — Does 
not man act as if bis path of life must be a bridge of con- 
nected honey -comb.-, through which he has, moth-like, to 
chew his way, as if his hands were only sugar-tongs of 
pleasure? — I will again apply the sportive faculty as a 
bridle to my pleasures and my pains. The warm tears 
of melancholy, especially those of rapture, a sort of hot 
vapor which propels and decomposes more mightily than, 
gunpowder and Papiivs'l' machines, I will indeed shed, 
but cool them a little heforehand. — And if I do not get 
sight of Clotilda every forenoon, I will simply say, A 
man cannot be always in the (bird heaven, he must also 
sometimes stay over night in the first." — He has, per- 
haps, more reason than power ; but, it is true, health of 
heart is equally removed from hysteric spasms and from 
phlegmatic torpor, and rapture borders more nearly on 
pain than on tranquillity. But no tranquillity or coolness 
is worth aught but that which is attained, — man must 
have at once the capacity and the muMery of passion. 
The freshets of Ike will resemble those of rivers, which 
for a time muddy all the springs; hut take away the 
rivers, and the springs are gone too. — 

The increasing dawn veiled one distant sun. after an- 
other ; and when at last, the near one had risen, or rather 
nature, then could Victor see and read and take my work 

* Sura are the muliiis in the C:uhi>lie convents. — Tn. 
f Papin, the inventor a( this niauiiiiic ibr dissolving bones to nmke 
them digestible. — Tu. 
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(the well-known Muntien) out of his pocket. A hook was 
for him, in the midst of free, stimulative nature, a pair 
of garden-shears to his wantonly np-shooliug dreams and 
joys. This morning sparkling with a whole spring, tills 
flashing on all brooks, this humming out of blossoms into 
blossoms, — this blue hanging sea, over which the sun 
sailed like a ISueeiitiim.® in order lo throw on the bottom 
of that sea, the earth, tin: marriage-ring, — such a Present 
beside such a Future would oven now at the third hour 
have deprived him of the strength, hi obedience to his 
new constitution, to rule over his ecstasy, and to preserve 
steadily so much repose as is needed for a mezzotint be- 
tween a rapturous and a dull day, — I say ho would 
not have had that power without bio biographer, I moan, 
if he had not laid my book ho (ore him, in the second part 
of which he bad still the schoolmaster Wutz \ to read. 
But this learned work — f venture without self-conceit to 
flatter myself — set the proper limits to his rapture. For 
thus, — as he walked along reading, — (as others, e. g. 
Rousseau and I, read while eating, ami fake a bite now 
from the plate and now from, the book,) — as he contem- 
plated the life of the schoolmaster till a new valley or a 
new wood opened, — as he listened now to this printed 
chorister, and now to a living one before whose Whitsun- 
tide songs he passed by: in this way he could keep his 
ideas, with all their rondos and kntghts'-jumps, in such a 
fine hall-room -order and ihurch-disi'ipline, that he was as 
happy as the Win 7. he was reading of. Resides, I was stilt 
crying to him on the stretch out of my Mumisn, to be 
discreet, and to give heed to my little schoolmaster as a 

* Gulliiy in which the Doge of Venice wedded the waves. — Tr. 
t Eiohtor's My], " The Life and Death of the contented Sehool- 
msisrer VTut.z." — Tr. 
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file-leader in the arts of happiness, and to yef rte kernel 
out of every day, every hour. " Besides, I am a repro- 
bate," said he, " if I do not do it ; good God, is not then 
the very sense oi' existence,- and the first sweet breakfast 
after every waking, n, slun/Jir/f/ enjoyment?" — He re- 
flected, to be sure, that, culture gives us spectacles, and 
takes away in return the papilla of the tongue, and com- 
pensates to us for our pleasures by the better definitions 
of 'them (just as the silk-worm, as caterpillar, has taste, 
but no eyes, and, as buiu-rily, lias eyes without taste), he 
confessed to himself, indeed, t.lml he had too much under- 
standing to have- so much contentment as the Auenthal 
schoolman "Wutst, and that he philosophized too deeply 
besides ; but he also insisted upon this : that " a higher 
wisdom must nevertheless (because otherwise the all-wise 
■would be necessarily the iiU-tinluipp;/) find a way again 
out of the sweltry parterre of the lecture-room into a 
parterre of flowers. Lofty men produce, like mountains, 
the sweetest honey." . . . 

Although, even while he was in the last village, the 
suburbs as it were of Miiienthal, he heard the last 
tolling, still he was not provoked at the belated arri- 
val. Nay, to show himself that he was the philosopher 
Socrates, he passed on with a diligent increase of slow- 
ness, and did not, like the Athenian, make a libation of 
the cup of joy, but did not, in fact, yet fill it up. " Float 
on," he said to a little cloud formed of collected lily- 
pollen, "and be wafted before me in advance over the 
good hearts, thou pillar of cloud at the entrance of the 
promised land! — And may thy little shadow silhouette 
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for them the more fixed one. which follows more lazily, 
and which is absorbed hirer by the blue of heaven!" — 
Anil ere the winding footpath pLnimd him before the 
flower-curtained gate of the valley, wherein stood the 
beloved cradle and nursery-garden of his fair three-days 
future, he was arrested by a closed thistle, around whose 
sealed honey-cups a- white butterfly was drawing his 
third parallel, — and the mosaic thistles on Le Bait's 
floor started into life before him, and showed him the 
stings of the past ; then he i'elt it incomprehensible how 
he had been able to endure his sorrows, and easier to hear 
the heaven of joy. . . . 

Ho took out Lind's watch, in order to know the birth- 
hour of his honeymoon or honey-week, — precisely at 11 
o'clock he came out before the neat village, before the 
green-house of his heaven, before the colony of his hope, 
before Eden. . . . Ah, the murni tiring little village buried 
in foliage seemed to throw all its blooming twigs, like 
arms, around, and knit himself to itself; it was green 
and white and red, — not painted, but overspread with 
leaves and blossoms. And when, as the ringing died 
away, — in order avariciously lo board up for himself 
the embrace of bis Emanuel, and in order to come upon 
the Maienthal church music with a heart opened by Na- 
ture, — he stole into the long, dean village, and ran 
Friendship's toll for a lew minutes at Emanuel's house, 
it seemed to him as if bis peacefully glad heart in the 
still lanes rocked with the birds on the cherry-twigs that 
latticed the window-panes, and hovered with the bees in 
the cherry blossoms. " Come right in," all seemed to say, 
"thou good man, we are ail happy, ami thou shalt be so 
too." — He approached the shining church, whose daz- 
zling stucco flung by contrast upon the blue of the sky 
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a sublime darkness sml bis beating heart trembled bliss- 
fully with the waves of th<? organ within, and with the 
rustling birch-tree fixed in the ground before the church- 
door, and with the dry 3Iay-pole, in the middle of the 
village, bowed by the morning-wind. . . . 

" But," says my reader," could then his eye so long 
deny itself the fairer prospects, and his heart the more 
beloved beauty, and, instead of Uie Abbey, seek out only 
the church?" — Oh, lie looked ;ifter that the very first 
thing of all, and his eye ran trembling around all the 
windows of his sun-temple; hut as be found all of them 
open and empty, and all the curtains drawn up, he 
guessed that its fair conclave of sisters, and among them 
the conclave-sister of Ins heart, were there where he 
sought — and found them, — in the temple. He went up 
unheard, during the tramping down of the church-goers, 
into the front-stall of the nobility, which from without 
appeared empty, that flower-stand of the convent-nuns. 
There was nothing there hut dropped birch-leaves; for 
the body of nuns and the Abbess and Clotilda stood — 
below in the Church, and encircled the altar with a choir 
of singing angels, and took the sacrament die re. — With 
a thrill of joy he beheld the queen of his heaven, the so 
dearly loved and undeserved, the shining angel, melting 
her vestment of earthly snow with heavenly warmth to 
tears, in order soon to become Invisible.- — ■■ — His spirit 
bowed itself as she knelt : " Drink heaven's peace," he 
said, "out of the sacred chalice of the great man, among 
whose thoughts was never a cloud nor a sigh, — and may 
the thought which thou now con tern plates t with such 
Steadfast devotion be destined to become more and more 
luminous and immovable, like a sun, and always to throw 
a warm evening-light over the weary soul '." — This angel 
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in mourning-attire called forth in his inner being by an 
awakening of the dead all the virtues of his life and all 
its. faults, and gave those si heaven and these a hell ; he 
was, therefore, now too holy to disturb a saint by making 
his appearance, oven supposing her tranquil eye, absorbed 
in pious emotions, which did not so much as fall on the 
nearer devout beauties to the height of the waist, had 
been able to lift itself to him. The birch at the first 
window of the loft he kepi before him sis a leafy fan; — 
this green veil playing on his cheeks covered his atten- 
tiveness and his tears of joy from the whole church. The 
place where he was so happy seemed, to judge from an 
inscription on the glass, to have been once the usual 
stand of Clotilda; for Giulia's was near by, as I know 
for certain, because on the stall-window a G and C, 
enclosed by a, wreath, had been cut in with the words by 
Giulia: "Thus are we united by the flowers of life and 
the circle of eternity." . . . 

Victor slipped away unseen and early out of this niche 
of removed goddesses, and bore his heart fdled with love 
to the open breast of friendship,— to Emanuel. He saw 
already the la tier's tabernacle of the covenant in the 
temple of Nature, — when his rapture was delayed by 
one of earlier date. Julius lay in the blooming grass with 
its waves rippling over him, and holding a cherry-twig 
full of open honey -cups in his hand, in order to draw tin 
bees to him, and to delight himself with their murmurous 
hovering over the blossoms. Victor embraced him, and 
forgot in the ecstasy to name his name, — "Art thou my 
angel?" said Le. — "I am only thy Victor I" — "O come! 
come ! " said the blind youth, trembling like a melody, 
and drew his friend to Emanuel's liou.se ; hut he led him, 
behind the cloud of his blindness, the longer way, and, 
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besii&'s, be turned round at every fourth step for a re- 
newed embrace. 

When they came to the water-wheel, which loudly emp- 
tied its sprinkling-cans on the flower-bods, and whose 
shivered lightnings flitted against Emanuel's windows 
and ceiling, then the hlind one said, " Embrace mo 
once more right heartily." — But amidst tlie din of the 
rain-shower, and amidst the stupefaction of love, they 
were pressed together by other amis (ban their own, and 
the two young hearts were United to a third, and the East 
Indian gazed lite- a god of love from one to the other, 
and said : " ye good youths, remain ever thus, and weep 
on in your blissful love ! — Blessings on thee, my Horion, 
and a welcome in the great spring round about us!" — . 
And when Emanuel and Victor sank on each other's 
necks, then was it as if all the flower-beds bowed down 
for rapture, as if all the waves flamed more radiantly 
under super-eartlih lightniir.'.s flvhig over them, as if the 
zephyrs swelled with sighs of love, as if higher beings 
must needs whisper in the over-measure of joy ; O ye 
good human beings, verily ye love lite us! — - 

An arm out of a river of I'a.radise lifted and bore this 
loving trinity into the leafy rooms, and here, for the first 
lime, Victor saw that the spring was on Dahore's cheeks 
and the summer in his eyes, as well as twelve May 
months in his heart. The while mourning-roses on his 
cheeks, which always seemed to bloom like mural crowns 
of death against St. Jnhn's-day. had given place to the 
red ones, — in short, Emanuel's face gave the hope tJiat 
he had been, in regard to his death, a false prophet. — 

In this waving apadment, whose- golden wall borders 
were linden -boughs, and whose splendid tapestries were 
linden blossoms, and over whose door, as door-paintings, 
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flickered the reflection and the mock-suns of the flashing 
water-wheel, in this four- nulled island, surrounded by 
Nature's roaring sua of joy, through whose open windows 
the zephyrs flung bees and butterflies over the window- 
flowers among the lindena, my hero, to whom, besides, 
the noonday hum of bells appeared like a ringing call to 
a peace-festival of the earth, felt himself wading through 
flowers of joy up to hia heart. — Emanuel's poesy sounded 
to him, in this epic intoxication, like prose ; he was, as it 
were, sunk in a thicket of flowers, find, lifting his .eyes, 
saw overhead a healed immortal who bent apart the 
blooming envelopment, — and still higher up an eternal 
Whitsuntide sun in the infinite blue, — and nearer above 
him the sprouting of Hie (lower-leaves, and above this the 
swarming of bees, — and a golden morning-red, wound as 
a living frame round about the whole variegated incense- 
breathing woodland. . . . 

— By Heaven ! only to lie in a literal flower-wood of 
this kind were of itself something, — to say nothing -of 
lying actually in a m.dophorical one ! — Victor was devout 
with joy, still from ovcrfulneaa, contented from gratitude. 
The aspect of their common teacher gave, it is true, to 
Clotilda's image warmer colors, and to his soul higher 
flames, but imparted to his wishes no insutiableness and 
no impatience. 

Emanuel immediately began speaking of that beloved 
pupil of hia ; not at all as If Clotilda had clearly described 
to him the third Easier-holiday, or as if Emanuel had 
guessed 'it, but this guileless man simply knew not the 
difference between love and friendship, and he would 
have aaid of himself as well as of Victor, that he loved 
her. And just (.Ids childlike nriirete. w hirh. through the 
open chamber of a woman's bead-, watched for no right 
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of transit nor for any breaches, hut laid bare his own, 
and which fished for no confessions, found fault with none, 
took advantage of none, — this quality must have been 
just what would bind with the Oordian ganglion of sym- 
pathy the shyest female soul to so open a manly one. 
Nay, I believe Clotilda could more easily have made 
known her love to her teacher than to her beloved. — -As 
this Emanuel now told him how he had pictured to her 
all the scenes of his former sojourn here, — and all his 
raptures, — and his confession of friendship for her, — 
how he had read to her his hitters, and how the second 
{that disconsolate one on the night of the Stamitz eon- 
cert) had forced so many tears into her eyes, — and as 
Victor saw how very much his friend had by his breath- 
ing on it drawn her love open like ;i ('losing tulip-cup, — all 
this kindled his love for her, Lis friendship for him even 
to devotion, and in a blissful embarrassment he kissed the 
blind one. By this double love he now explained to him- 
self Clotilda's easy consent to his Whitsuntide journey. 

He would have held it an Angel's- and a Pcter's-fall 
from friendship, not to propose directly the question to 
Emanuel, when he might sec this beloved — of Virtue.— - 
" Now ! " said the latter, who, despite his respectful East- 
Indian gentleness toward women, knew not the nose- 
rings, binding-keys, and dnmyiei's of our Harem-decency, 
But Victor acted otherwise and yet thought just so. He 
had already asked when abroad : " Why do they suffer- 
the wretched police-regulation to stand for maidens, that 
they, e.g., must never walk out singly, but always, like 
Nuremberg Jews, under the escort of an old crone, or like 
the monks, in pairs ? Not as if this would in any manner 
embarrass me, if T acted a romance, but that it would, if 
I wrote one, where I should have to keep to the female 
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rules-of-march at the expense of tlic critical, and trail 
round with me a convoy of auxiliary- women through 
the whole book as an abattis to my heroine. Should I 
not be obliged, if I would so much as gel her out beyond 
the house door-steps, to march along beside her with a 
crown-guard of female keepers of the seal ? Should I not 
be obliged by this eon founded co-i.uve.-liLure and trading 
in company with Virtue — there would be no such thing 
as doing business on one's own account — to foist female 
friends on my heroine contrary to all probability? I 
should think hard, to be sure, of a Spanish maiden if she 
showed me her foot, and of a Turkish, if she showed me 
her face, and of a German, if she went alone to see the 
best young man ; but just because the most fanatical blue 
laws, which surely are blue vapor on blue Mondays, 
become a real mora] law for them, therefore am I vexed 
at this deplorable pnsiljinimity, and wish to see nothing 
forbidden but — waltzing and falling ! .... He has 
here, perhaps, satire m petto ; for, to speak seriously of 
the matter, this sa.nitary -ordinance, that maidens must 
with us, as petition? with prince?, always present them- 
selves in duplicates, has manifestly the design of accus- 
toming them all to one another, because they must have 
each other's friendship for visits; — secondly, brothers and 
sisters must be out of each other's hair, because they do 
not know whether they shall need eaeli other as collateral 
securities of their virtue and second exchange-bills of love; 
— thirdly, these human ordinances give to female virtue 
by the minor moral-service (because great temptations 
are too rare) daily exercise in religion, and higher impor- 
tance, and bear the same relation as the articles of the 
Talmud do to the Bible, although a right Jew would sooner 
transgress the Bible than the Talmud ; — fourthly, we owe 
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to these symbolic books of propriety the-, earlier culture of 
that female aeuleucss t'-nr which we unhappily furnish, no 
other opportunities of attention than the oath they swear 
on those books affords. 

Victor at once blamed and followed, like a good girl, 
the female rules of the order ; court life had made him 
more courageous, but also more refined, and, like the . 
court itself, he was, among women, reconciled to the 
writing-lines of the ceremonial. Therefore be purposed 
not until the second day of Whitsuntide to make, his regu- 
lar diplomatic appearance at the. Abbess's, since to-day it 
was too late for anvthins, and besides that he would not 
fly into the sweet, holy emotions over yonder like a comet. 
And then too, bis contentment told him, indeed, bow little 
the neighborhood of a loved heart differs from its presence, 
which, besides, is nothing but a nearer neighborhood. 

Meanwhile he mastered himself a( least so far as to go 
out with his twin-brothers of the heart into the Colosseum 
of Nature, although he. din not conceal from himself that 
he should he in dread out there of meeting Clotilda. And 
Emanuel lessened this fear hut poorly, when be confessed 
to him that she had hitherto with her wounded life gone 
every day round the ponds as around magnetic liealing- 
tubs, and through the lawn as through lield-apothecaries'- 
shops. — Hasten forth at hist, ye three good souls, into 
the Jubilee of Spring, which the Earth celebrates yearly 
in memory of Creation. Haste, ere the minutes of your 
life, like the broad waves on the two brooks, now still 
fleeting, and flashing, and .-oilman ■:, fly to pieces and extin- 
guish themselves on a weeping- willow, — ■ haste, ere the 
flowers of your days and the flowers of the meadow are 
veiled by evening, when instead of the vital oxygen they 
shall exhale only poisonous air, — and enjoy the first day 
of Whitsuntide ereit. trickles away! 
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— And it lias 1 ridded away, anil a summer already 
lies upon it to-night as a grave ; but the three dear hearts 
have hastened and enjoyed it, hefore it faded. . . . They 
sauntered on among the zephyr?, those sowing-machines 
of the flowers, a? they cavne (hi lie ring out of all the bushes. 
— they came before the live pocket- mirrors of the sun, 
the ponds, (the rivers being pier-mirrors and. the gay 
shores the pier-bibles.) — .they paw how Nature, like Christ, 
conceals her miracles, hut. they saw also the bridal torch 
of the marriage-mitking May, the sun, and a bridal chamber 
in every singing tree-top, and a bridal bed in every flower- 
cup, — they, the wedding guests of the earth, turned not 
away the bee, wdio drunk with honey revelled around 
them, nor did they scare up the food-bringing mother, 
before whom the young bird with trembling wings melted 
into invisible ii ess, — ■ and when they bad climbed all the 
earthly steps of the eternal temple, whose columns are 
milky-ways, the sun sank, like the thoughts of men, to 
moot another world. . . , 

The fountain in the /jmthn of imaht'dimi* which rears 
itself half-way down the declivity of the southern moun- 
tain and gleams away high over the mountain, already 
bore- on its thin crystal column 11 shaft recast by the even- 
ing aim into a ruby, and this glittering, full-blowing rose 
contracted itself, like other Mowers that had gone to sleep, 
to a red point, — and the banging columns of gnats in the 
last beam seemed to say : To-morrow it will be fair again ; 
go back; ah, yon [day longer in the sun than we. — 

They went back ; but when Victor saw the five high 

* Such was tbe name given to tha park in the Abbey which Lord 
Horion in his romantic taste had begun but not fiiiishc;!, because he 
hit upon the Island of Union. I weave this description of it only 
fragmentarily in with Uie incidents. 
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white columns at the western end of the beloved garden 
blink in the light of evening, his exalted heart felt a 
yearning and a burden, and he restrained it not from 
sighing : " Good Clotilda ! ah, I should be glad indeed to 
see thee even to-day ; my heart is full of tears of joy 
over this holy day, and I would fain pour it out before 
thee." — And when the whole park of the Abbey reared 
itself proudly beside the evening-Leaven, and took pos- 
session of their hearts, then all fit once said Emanuel,— 
who was always like himself even in his raptures, — "I 
will tell the Abbess this very day, so that Clotilda may 
lay up joy for to-morrow," and he separated from them. . . . 
Noble man ! thou that in four weeks hopest to leave this 
flowery spring and mount to the stars above thoe, — - thou 
thickest more of immortality than of death, — no threat- 
ening Orthodoxy, but the Indian love of flowers, hath 
trained thee, hence art thou so blessed ; thou art free 
from wrath, like every dying man, tree from greed and 
from anxiety ; in thy soul, as at the Pole when every 
morning the sultry sun stays away, the moon of the sec- 
ond world never sets day nor night ! — 

Victor, alone, led the blind youth home, and both were 
silent and embraced each other with brotherly tears 
behind every screen, and asked each other neither for the 
reasons of the embrace nor of the tears. When they had 
passed through the still village, and as they came along 
by the park of the Abbey, Victor saw hia Emanuel pass 
out of the last bower into the dazzling convent. It seemed 
to bim as if every one therein already recognized him, as 
if he must hide himself. The garden of inspiration was 
to be in the valley only the flower-bed in a meadow, and 
not violently eontrasi itself wii.h nature by sharp limits, 
but hang over into it softly as a dream into waking hours 
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with blooming. embowered borders, and flow over into it 
with, hop-gardens, with green thick-set hedges abound 
corn-fields, and with so wed-over- children's gardens. A 
large wide colonnade of chestnut 1 *, set in silver by two 
brooks, opened broad and ('roe toward tlie five ponds with 
their pierced work of blossoms. The northern mountain 
lifted itself up over against the park like a terrace, and 
iv./enmi :.'!;- continued ilie Eden over unseen valleys. 

"Victor avoided every opening window of the convent 
by means of the chestnut-trees under which he led his 
blind one, and behind which he could, unobserved, observe 
more nearly. On the shed-roof of the avenue woven of 
green roof-laths the evening lay like an autumn gleaming 
through with red streaks of splendor. lie went, despite 
the danger of detection, to the very middle, where the 
avenue divides into two arms ; hut here he chose the right 
arm of the leafy hall, which bent away with Mm from the 
convent, as well as from a nightingale which, in the midst 
of the garden, sent out from a eonseera.ted thorn-hedge her 
young and her tones. The arbor rendered to him by its 
softening distances from the bravura-airs of the feathered 
Prima Donna the services of a pedal and lute-stop; — 
gently was he led on by the windings which the gradual 
darkening and narrowing of the alloy concealed, through 
the tones of the nmhtinuale thai foaled after him, through 
the thinner trickling of the evening rays among the leaves 
between the two brooks, which now glided away inside 
of the chestnut-Jane. — The brooks came closer together 
and left room only for love. — The portico closed in 
more coscyly. — The scattered flowers of the two banks 
crowded together and passed over into bushes. — The 
bushes grew up inio a gaL'dcn wall and touched each other 
at first in summits hanging towards each other, loose and 
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transparent, and at last darkly knit together.— -And the 
aveifce and the arbor which had grown up under it 
blended their green together, so as to make with their 
coinciding felossom-vci Is only a single night,. — Then in the 
green twilight was the arbor stopped up by a web of 
honeysuckle and nest of blossoms, but five ascending steps 
invited to the tearing asunder of the blooming curtain. 
And when one parted it, one sa.uk into a blossom-cleft, into 
a narrow, tangled vault, as it wore into a magnified flower- 
cup. In this Delphic care of dream? the cushion was made 
of high grass, and the arms of the seat of blossoming- 
twigs, and the hack of flowers mussed together, and the air 
of the breath of (lusting dwarf-fruit-trees. This flowery 
Holy of Holies was peopled only with bees and dreams, 
illuminated only with white blossoms ; it had for evening- 
red only the purple of night-violets, for heaven's blue only 
the azure of elder-blossoms, and the blest one therein was 
lulled only by bees' wings and by the five mouths of the 
brooks meeting around him into the slumber in which the 
distant nightingale struck the harmonica- and evening- 
bells of dream 

— And as Victor to-day, beside the blind one, trod 
the five steps, and opened the blossom-woven tapestry 
door of the heaven: lo 1 — there — Oman beatified this 
side of death 1 — - reposed a female saint with weeping 
eyes, absorbed in Philomela's expiring plaints. . . . Tt wag 
thou, Clotilda, and thou though test of him with softened 
soul and heightened love, — and he on thee with recipro- 
cal love I when two loving ones meet each other in the 
selfsame emotion, then and not till then do they respect 
the human heart and its love and its bliss! — Hide 
not, Clotilda, with any blossoms the tears tinder which 
thy cheeks blush, because they should fall only before 



ssted by G00gle 



OH 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. zog 

solitude ! Tremble, but only for joy, its the sun trembles, 
when he comes out of a uloud on the horizon ! Cast not 
down yet thy eye eurtuiiied with flowers, which for the 
first time falls so calmly opened and with such a stream 
of love on the man who deserves thy t'lir lieart, and who 
rewards all thy virtues with his own! .... Victor was 
struck with the lightning of jny and must needs remain 
immovable in the sweet smile of rapture, when the 
beloved rose behind Uie [lower-clouds like the moon 
behind art Eden standi ne. in full bloom, ami in the womanly 
transfiguration of love resembled an angel dissolved into 
a prayer. 

The blind youth knew nothing as yet of the third 
blessed one. She moved her band, in sweet confusion, 
towards a too thin twig to raise herself from the deep 
grass-beneh ; it seemed to her lover, as if this hand reached 
to him out of the clouds of the second lite a second heart, 
and he drew the hand' to himself and sank with his 
mute, overflowing face down through tbe blossom on her 
throbbing veins. But hardly bad Clotilda bade both a 
stammered welcome during the coining out from the green 
closet, when there appeared to them the angel — Eman- 
uel, who had hastened from the convent to seek his friend. 
He said nothing, but looked on both with a nameless 
rapture, to find out whether they were right joyful, and 
as if to ask, " Arc you not, then, now right happy, ye 
good souls? do you not, then, love each other inexpres- 
sibly ? " — — Oh, only a mortal is needed for sympathy 
in sorrow, but an angel for sympathy in joy ; there is 
nothing more beautiful than the radiant Christ's head, on 
which the laying aside of the Moses' veil shows the still, 
glad interest in another's blameless joys, in another's pure 
love; and it is quite as godlike (or still more so) to con- 
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template the love of others with a mutely congratulating 
heart, as to have it one's self. ... Emanuel, thy greater 
praise is kept in kindred souls, hut not. on paper ! — 

On the cross- wiij' of the alley the fair society parted, 
aod the left branch of the some led Clotilda along by the 
nightingale hack to the abode of gentle hearts. Victor, 
dissolved by his heightened love for three human beings 
at once, arrived at the dusky apartments of Emanuel, 
lighted only by setting stars, and found there a spread 
table which the refined Abbess had sent to the guest or 
to the host, for Emanuel at evening ate only fruit. One 
wishes to share everything with one's love, even the 
kitchen, Emanuel after Kasfer never lighted a light. 
In the clar-obseu re. made of the fusion of lunar silver 
and linden green, the blissful trefoil * bloomed under the 
evening star. Victor, by hi* professional pictures of the 
night-cold, put his invalid friend out of conceit with night- 
walks, and went alone with the blind one at this late 
hour out to the dormitory of bushed Natm-e. . . . Blessed 
is the evening which is the ibrc-eourt of a blessed day. 
The May-frost had cleansed die stars from the warm 
breath of the vapor, and deepened the bine of the celestial 
hemisphere, to make a beautiful night the earnest of a 
beautiful day. All was silent around the village, except 
the nightingale in the garden and the rustling May- 
chafere, those heralds of a bright day. ■ — ■ And when Vic- 
tor went home with an upward sigh of thanks for these 
Whitsuntide hours, of which each handed the next the 
box of powdered sugiir to sweeten the short moments of 
a still mortal ; as he passed along before the muffled con- 
fession-hymns, which here a twelve-years-old little man 
who to-morrow was to take the, sacrament, and there one 
* Trio.— Tb, 
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by the .'•iik; of Ids mother, sang; am! whan, finally, a 
per-hymn breathed out from the Abbey, and, e 
forth as it were on a single lute-lone, brought the fair day 
with a swan-song to its close., and when nothing more was 
left of tlie soft day except its resonance in the heart of the 
happy one and in the evening song of the convent, and its 
reflection in the flee tiny; evening-red of heaven, and iti the 
contented and still smiling fare of the sleeping Emanuel; 
— then did the mute joys in Victor's face look like prayers, 
the undisturbed tears like overrunning drops from the cup 
of gladness, his stillness like a good deed, and his whole 
heart like the warm tear of joy shed by a higher genius. 

Victor led the beloved blind one softly to his place of 
slumber, where dream restored his disordered eyes and 
arrayed the little landscapes, of his childhood, with morn- 
ing hues, more brightly around him. — He then laid him- 
self down without undressing himself, opposite to the 
moon which hung low ;i.Uov« the horizon, and sank to 
sleep on the building-ground of our fairer air-eastles, on 
(he sounding-hoard of childhood, where morning-dreams 
lead consecrated man out of the wilderness of day to the 
mount of Moses, and let him look over into the dark, 
promised laud of Eternity. .... 

The first Whitsuntide day. dear reader, hi this tri-clang 
of rapture, has died away ; but. i.u these three high festi- 
vals of joy, as with those in the almanae, the second is 
still fairer, and tie third (he lairest of all. I shall not at all 
hurry with the movement of my pen through these three 
heavens, — nay, if I could certainly know that the acting 
persons in this history would never get to see my work, I 
should shift the boundaries of this Eden, by adding much 
that, on nearer inspection, would not prove historically 
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SECOND DAY OF WHITSUNTIDE 



fjT two o'clock the morning-wind swept in more 
loudly and coolly through Victor's open cham- 
ber, and shook already dew-drops from shiny 
foliage, and the near whisper of leaves mur- 



mured through his oars into his dreams. The lark, as 
the overture of the day. (lung herself high up into the 
gray of heaven, and rang in the morning's feast of trum- 
pets. This alarmist became in his dreaming the hovering 
after-echo w hi eh blended with the morning; amidst the 
soft Jn-fall of the neighboring sounds he slowly opened 
his eyes and dreamed on, and dosed them again, and was 
more awake, and sleep did nol pass oil' like a thick shroud 
made of night, hut, iloated upward like a veil of morning 
perfume; and his soul, wir.hoiil making a single movement 
of the body, opened with the still awaking of a flower-cup 

in the presence of the morning 

— Now I am again already at boiling and blazing 
point, — and yet, as often as I dip my pen in the ink, I 
make up my mind to gain (lie g.y.nl graces of the critics. 
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and to write with my pen as with an icicle. But it is 
impossible for me, — in the first place, because I am get- 
ting into years. With most, men, it is true, as with birds, 
singing ceases when love does; but with t.l 10s e who make 
their head a hot-house of. (beir ideas, years, i. e. the days 
of drill therein, (rive (lie fancy as well as the passions a 
higher growth. Poets resemble glass, which, when it is 
old and breaks, takes on motley colors. — But secondly, 
though I were just blooming in my twentieth year, Still I 
could not now write frostily, seeing winter is at the door. 
Rousseau says that in prison he produced the best poem 
on Liberty, — hence the. French, those state' s-prisoners, 
used to write better prose on the subject than the free 
Britons, — hence Milton poetized in winter. I have 
often carried out my writing-tablets in summer, and un- 
dertaken to press it (o this silhouette board, and then 
take its profile; but fantasy can lay only Past and Fu- 
ture under its copying-paper, and every actual Present 
limits its creative power, -—just as, according to the old 
naturalists, the water distilled from roses loses its virtue 
precisely at the time when roses bloom. Therefore I 
always had to wait till I became unfaithful, before I 
could go at love with my drawing instruments. ... On 
the contrary, a man who now, towards after-summer, on a 
Molucca Island, primes and sketches the spring, must, for 
the foregoing reasons, and for the (briber one that the 
flying-summer is the regretful after-echo and silver-wed- 
ding of spring, hand it over to the Gallery -inspectors with 
much too bright sap-colors. — 

The gayly-embroidered description of Victor's sojourn 
in Maienthal may well get to be as long as that of Vol- 
taire's in Paris, with the publisher's compensation for 
which the lean wag might have cleared the rent of hia 



ssted by G00gle 



714 HESPERUS, 

chambres garnies. For just at this moment the dog has 
actually handed in a fourth Whitsuntide day, and ex- 
panded the trinomial root of the given power of joy into 
a quadrinomial. As in this quadruplicate of joy again, 
there is no wailing, no minder, no pestilence, but only 
good, I joyfully catch the remaining images of this 
spring in my camera -obsenra, nor hover in anxious sus- 
pense, lest I should have to drag out my hero (Knef has 
made over to me all the Wldtsimtide-days, and is only to 
send a little supplementary pugc afterward) somewhat as 
I did my Gustavus," from the collapsed rubbish of his 
pleasure-palace and summer-house. — 

Emanuel despatched in the forenoon his day's work of' 
writing in his astronomical tables, in order to spend the 
whole afternoon with his guest at the Abbess's; he also 
offered him a little collaboratorship-at his flowers, namely, 
to pluck out the rosemary blossoms, and spread the sun- 
shade over the carnation-stand. With Emanuel, even 
in the prosaic repose of the day, the wings always pro- 
truded far out from under the half- wing-shells. Victor 
took the requests of his teacher a* gilts. As lie picked 
away out there at the rosemary, the rising sun. opened 
the valves of the wind, and then, uader its breath, all the 
registers of the great organ of being began to go',- and the 
tremolo of the brook* rolled its waves on his ear, the flute- 
work of the birds pealed, and the tbiri.y-lwo footed pedal- 
register of the woodland roared. One little parishioner's 
head after another, as lie carried his twelve years together 
with the same number of Herculean labors of memory 
to the Holy Sacrament, creeping along behind its father, 
embroidered and stiffened up with a wreath-knob, and 
generally with gold-^panglos. pa^od by before him. What 
* In the " Invisible Lodge." — Tr. 
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a beautiful second Whitsiint.itle-i.lay, which is generally full 
of rain-clouds, have yoti, ye little folks, to-day! — Victor 
right gladly indulged i.he grandees of the village, i. e. the 
drivers tif a full span :uul the schoolmaster's son, the hair- 
modeller and queue-preacher Meuselei', who on the sec- 
ond Whitsuntide-day frk/led (he ne.igbboring villages, 
and who with his holy-fpt.mdei'j-sprmkler effected the 
last effusion upon the little heads, which the Parson had 
been moistening these six weeks. Victor's heart beat for 
joy, as if he had a child, or were himself a child among 
them, when the motley, powdered, animated chain, with 
dancing spangles, ivitii long-sii-muied nosegays, with black- 
glistening spiritual Musm-tiiuurtdti. inarched in under the 
commander's staff' and shepherd's crook of their two con- 
suls, singing and besting and rung in and trumpeted in 
through the triumphal gale of the church. — Ah ! joy sits 
still more beautifully on children than on us, just as an un- 
happy, a begging (.-litlel, whose fii-si child's-garden fate has 
trampled down, and before whose eyes, at the first bursting 
into existence, nothing hans'S bui tdaek, misshapen morning 
cloud, afflicts our heart more than his father beside him. — 
"Pluck, like a berry, every minute of your first day of 
triumph, ye good children, and .1 wish the sermon would 
be right long, that you might keep on so much longer 
your handsome dress!" said Victor, and looked round 
toward the convent, whose windows were full of unrecog- 
nizable spectatresses ; be proposed to himself, on the 
return of the juvenile procession, i.o seek out for himself 
from among the windows with n. pocket spy-glass the one 
with the fiiirest contents. — Just go, kindly man, who 
lovest fair souls like fair nature, and endurest cold ones 
like the winter- 1 an tlse apt;, and who never revengest, just 
walk up and down by the brooks, 1'or there is the footpath 
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of the fiehere, and because on thy poetic ring-races thou 
wouldst not hiirui a peasant- by trampling down so much 
as a forked whjioh of hay, such as tins children braid out 
of hazel-rods ! Fill the interval between the first heaven 
and the third, when thou wilt sit down not with Abraham, 
but with thy Clotilda at the table of the Abbess, — fill it 
up with a second, namely with the embrace of all nature, 
which never looks more sweetly into the soul, than when 
on it, not far from the soul, a beloved dwells 1 — 

A stroll between two brooks that mingled their flash- 
ings and between their lackered willows snowed over 
with foam-worms * overspread the whole inner man even 
to every corner of a dark tear with morning-splendor. — 
In addition to that Victor kepi looking across the meadow 
up at Emanuel's open window, and letting a smtlc float 
down from it like a running ware full of light. — In 
addition to that, he did not slop there, but went up twice 
and disturbed him in the midst of his writing with a child- 
like embrace. — In addition to that, he put seven-leagued 
boots on his eyes, and ran over the whole landscape, here 
rising, there sinking, here shininsr, there shadowing, in 
order to catch and iva even here- in anticipation a postal 
and travelling map of the finest places for the afternoon- 
rambles with Clotilda, because in the afternoon the rap- 
tures themselves will perhaps spoil tin: choice of raptures! 
— Arid thus did Nature create over again in his spirit her 
morning and her spring out of the earth-clod of the first 
spring, i. e. out of the hot sun, out of the cool brook, out 
of the butterfly, whom May shelled out of his hull, from 
the motley flics which the proline earth hutched out of the 
larva-seed like winged flowers. — Then he closed bis eyes 
amid the din of sparrows and swallows in the village, and 

* Worm-shaped dots of foam: — Til. 
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amidst the watch-cries of the larks, nod against the dazzling 
waves of the brooks, and let bis soi.il dive down into the 
ringing sea and into the chiaroscuro pointed by the eyelid ; 
but then would his heart have heen overwhelmed by crea- 
tion's flood, which swept over it out of all pipes and beds 
and mouths of life around him, out of the tangled vein- 
work of the stream of life, which 'shoots at once through 
flower-runnels, through tree-channels, through white flics' 
veins, through red blood-canals and through human nerves, 
... he would, in (he impotence of enjoyment, have been 
drowned in the deep, broad ocean of life, which life-streams 
cross arid fill, had he not, like every drowning man, heard 
a peal of belts far down into the waves. 

In short — church was out, and he had to go behind a 
leafy hunter's-scieeu, in order, when the Panists* of the 
Lord's Supper should march by out of the church, whose 
organ-music still followed, and under the tower that still 
trumpeted after them, lliat then he might see with his 
pocket-glass who looked out of the convent. Clotilda's 
lace floated, as if called forth by inagic out of the second 
world, close to the glass, and he could, without fear of 
being driven away, close his butterfly -wings around this 
flower ; he could Ircely sink into her great eyes, as into 
two flower-cups filled with the splendor of dew. Never 
did he see so pure a snow of the white around the blue 
heaven's-opening, « lech went far into the soul, now fairer 
than ever ; and when she cast down her eye toward the 
garden, the great, veiling eyelid with, its trembling lashes 
stood just as beautifully over it as a lily over a fountain. 
Love, like drawing and like the germ of man, begins at 
the eye. — When the children had gone by, then Clotilda 

*e 

IngtS 
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slowly and freely turned her face toward Emanuel's cot- 
tage, and gazed across with the far-reaching, longing look 
of love 

And with such a love, heating like a heart in his inner- 
most consciousness, Victor with his two friends arrived 
up at the convent. The Abhess (her name is not re- 
ported to rne at all, not even her pscudonyme) received 
him with a stately air, which her station had not imparted 
to her, but had attempered. Her soul was born crowned. 

The Princess of ■ , whose chief governess she was, 

loved sometimes to play tins child (children inversely re- 
ciprocate, and represent their representatives) : but al- 
though she possessed a pride of thirty years, she checked 
her hobby-horse so soon as the monarchical chief gover- 
ness appeared, than whom no one in the land (the swans 
excepted) earned her head hack so high. A ladylike her, 
whose looks were throne-insignia, and her words manduta 
saerce emmrere wujastntis propria* had from the hands 
of Nature herself the alh ^iaiice-niedals and the thrum; 
scaffolding, so as to weigh her imperial apple against 
young maidens' apple of he.au lyy — such a one could rule 
and mould a Clotilda. Her soul was painted by three 
masters: — the back-ground by the world, — the fore- 
ground by the church, — the middle-ground by Virtue, 
Her aesthetic pails placed her in a singular manner in a 
certain elective-affinity with EaiamicIV East, Indian ones. 

I know nothing more touching ami beautiful than a 
woman's obeisance when it springs from that deep respect 
with which alone good maidens venture to speak their 
love. -—Happy Victor! thy Clotilda received thee with 
as much reverence as her teacher. Only the coquette is 
made by love more dictatorial t (a silicious juristic word !) ; 
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but the proud one it ma.ke.s modest and gentle. Never 
did be take a meal more delightedly than in this bright 
pie as ure -villa, before whose open windows reposed a blue 
horizon and nearer at hand mur mitring avenues, filled 
with music, than in this decorated orangery of blooming 
girls, — (whereas- a gymnasium is a menagerie and a house 
of sisters an aviary.) — Victor, who understood how to 
manage women even belter lhan men, fell himself as well 
in the busy ant-hill, of these, lively maidens, as in an ant- 
bath,* and lie was a second Bee-lather Wihlau, who con- 
structed for himself out of ihe swarm of bees now a beard 
and now a muff. More manly sense is required for a cer- 
tain refined gallantry, lhan they have who in their satires 
confound it with Ihe insipid hind ; just as only mountains 
afford the sweetest honey. Earnest must be the ground- 
work of jest; respect, and Kindliness, oF praise. Victor could 
more easily before two than before thirt.y-i.wo female eyes 
fall into embarrassment, which, by the way, is the grossest 
blunder and Germanism in female grammar. He bad long 
since learned to combine Ihe volatile sails of woman's wit 
with the fixed ones of man's, as well as the art, in great 
circles, of setting every seal, every caterpillar, on the right 
leaf for its nourishment. 

To him who had once said, " I wish T had to converse 
at least four times a year with ladies, with whom one 
should have to apply so much ('>>u-ii.tin-,j that one actually 
would not know what he wanted, and who were fine even 
to nonsense," — to him a high lady like the Abbess, whom, 
since the laying down of her hi^h governess-ship, one could 
confound a very, very little with a jii-icicuse,% was a true 

* Defined by Grim™, " a ii:udk'.:il v.-iLriii-tiilii prepared over ants 
and ant-hills." — Ta. 
t Jls!tdities.-i at :u:r.=. repartee, &0. — Tr. 
t A prim, affected person. — Til 
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refreshment ; for he could sketch her at least the physi- 
ognomical fragments of the court with a thousand turns, 
i. e. a full face with jive dots. But he had in this the still 
nobler design to draw off his adoring addition, his heart 
that sometimes started in the shape of a tear to his eye, 
from his beloved Clotilda, in order to spare her a wholly 
different attention from his own. In a singular manner his 
satirical feeling, precisely, iilways drew off the Moses' 
veil from his serious feelings, from his softened soul, — 
that is to say, he was not ashamed of a tear, simply 
because he knew that his humor could protect him against 
the suspicion of exaggeration and against the mocker; 
just as, on the other hand and inversely, his playing and 
flashing of wit under tears, like phosphorus under water, 
conserved and nourished its light. — 

Fortunately, at this point, Emanuel, who in the midst 
of dinner had gone out into the garden, came back and 
proposed taking a walk. For in his soul great ideas were 
all that remained standing of life, as of old Egypt only 
temples were left behind, no houses; and his ignorance 
in little things must- be ridiculous lo illlie things.* — The 
Abbess had taken Cluiihhi beside lier on the throne as 
under-queeu of the fiery nuns. Victor represented in his 
single person the hoard of wards of the Electorate of 
Brandenburg among these fluttering graces. Clotilda 
gave over the blind one just to a whole dove-flock of the 
liveliest way-guides, because l.hey all sued for the boat- 
man's and forennger's-o Slice "dlli the blind youth ; they all 
loved him on account of his heavenly beauty, but (as he 
could not see theirs) only in the same way as they would 
caress a beautiful boy of five years. ... At another time 
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Victor would certainly li;mt looked round and made the 
fine allusion that fvi'/'fy was leading hiin.ihi.ess; but to-day 
he only looked round for oilier reasons. 

— At last the Island oi' the Blest, which had already 
gleamed far, far out through the mist of his childhood's 
dreams, was now ii:e ground under his feet, and he made 
the -voyages of discovery through his heaven; — he and 
Clotilda were silent for some minutes, because their 
hearts began to be softly agitated with joy, that they 
were at last alone together and stood before the great 
esplanade of spring. Amidst the blissful smiles, the 
dumb alphabet of rapture, and amidst, trembling respira- 
tions, that holy Sanscrit of love, they hnd already arrived 
at the first pond, over whoso crystal mirror a bridge winds 
like gilded foliage-work. — They stopped dazzled in the 
midst of this moon-disk and looking-glass, because the 
parasol could not screen from two suns at once, reckoning 
the one in the water ; they turned half round, and sought 
with their eyes in the picturing water tin: deeper heaven's- 
blue, and two still, blissful forms, tliiit looked at each other 
with their moist eyes. 0, his eye rested warmly in her 
reflected one, like the sun upon the subterranean sun, and 
his trembling look was the long Lremolo and con tin nance 
of a single tone; for the godi less dwelling in the water sank 
with her eyes to meet his soul, because she would fain 
avail herself of the doubled distance of his form, which 
amounted to ten feet. — To conclude at last the over- 
mastering rapture, he withdrew his eyes from this glass- 
painting and directed them (i, c. he merely redoubled it) to 
the archetype itself; and [he mutual bjlkming of glances, 
the trembling together of souls, threw into the short mo- 
ment the fields of a long heaven.— -And they saw that 
they had found each other, arid Ilia: ikev had loved each 
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on, Victor could only say, ■' that you might be to-day 
as inexpressibly happy as I am." — And ahe answered 
softly, softly as a zophyr oxlmlod from among tender, 
leafless blossoms, " I am so indeed." .... Ah, I have 
often pictured to myself, If we all loved one another as 
two lovers do, if the emotions of all souls, as those 
are, were lied notes, if Nature drew from us all at once, 
the resonance of her strings srrelehing even beyond the 
stars, instead of moving only a loving couple as a double 
harpsichord, — thou should wo see that a human heart 
full of love contains an immeasurable Eden, and that 
Deity ifsolf created a. world in order to love one. 

But I will write again, as Clotilda spoke, who mani- 
fested the poetic spirit only by actions, not by words, like 
players who know how in sneaking to evade the rhyme 
and metre of their poet. 

The village, or rather (lie inn, gave their Jacob's ladder 
a fouriJt round, [lie fourth VVhltsnnlide-ikiy. — The Eng- 
lishman, Cato the elde;', w ho had run away from Kussewitz 
and from his club will) a travelling orehostra of virtuosos 
from Prague, came out to see Maienthal also. He could 
never in his life wait for anything. He told Victor he 
was coming to see him to-morrow, to-day lie should sur- 
vey the cultivated ]iros]iOi.'ls and lie was waiting with tjie 
overture of the Prague musicians only for the close of 
the vesper-sermon. At last he told him that Flamin and 
Matthieu were going' a journey day after to-morrow, and 
were going hack again to KussewH/, and consequently 
would stay there longer than "they had intended. This 
presence of the Englishman and the delayed return of 
the jealous one settled all at once in Victor his last 
will, to stretch the fourth "Whitsuntide-day also as the 
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fourth string on this tetrachord of joy. And as on this 
fourth day the riddle about the angel running through all 
the parts of this hook is brought into the deciphering-office 
of time,, because Julius delivers the letter of the said 
angel to Clotilda (0 read, he could make believe to him- 
self he stayed merely for that reason, and say to himself: 
" For the novelty's sake surely one should tarry, fo see 
what the state of the case is about the angel." — Good 
hero! thou confounded, every angel with thine, nor do I 
know why thou shouldst not ! . . . 

Now a shadow of a cloud flitted over them, a sort of 
forerunner of a darker one which was seeking their souls. 
For Victor, who before a fair heart could never shut up 
his own, who in the consecration of love scorned all dis- 
simulation, related to Clotilda, with that heartiness which 
so easily marries itself to refinement, the reasons of Mat- 
thieu's journey, namely, his own little folly in Kussewitz, 
when he played into the Princess's hands the little billet- 
doux. He would at. any rate have been obliged, too, to 
make this disclosure, by way of obviating the extraneous 
one of an accuser. But he presupposed too hastily on tiie 
part of Clotilda a eakulaiiou of tiio chronology of his little 
annual registers, and did not remark that be had written 
the billet before he knew that Clotilda was not Flamin's 
sweetheart, but only his sister.* She was silent for some 
time. He feared this pantomime of anger, and did not 
dare to convince himself of it by looking into her lace. 
At length, on her favorite green spot., where in the great- 
est depth the vale's green shadow rocks its painted twigs 
in the sheen of sun and water, there she begged him with 
a voice neither cold nor proud, but almost a voice of emo- 
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lion, to let her rest a little on her favorite grass-bench, 
whose arms were great flowers. As he stood before her, 
he saw with alarm in her animated face — not a resent- 
ment wrestling with courtesy, but — the touching struggle 
against the 'destiny which durkened for her the darling of 
her soul, the unreliish gtlof al- She closed scar, which she 
wished away from his virtue. She felt, he-felt, as if the 
former year lifted itself up again from its death-pillow of 
flowers of joy, which it had trampled on for both ; they 
were right sad, — ■ Clotilda had hardly the mastery of her 
eyes or Victor of his tongue, — till at last upon the latter 
the misunderstanding dawned. He therefore said softly 
to her and in English : " I fad his father made all his dis- 
closures to him earlier, he would have spared him more 
than one conflict, more than one- dark hour, and first of 
all the foregoing folly." 

In the higher love- an:<er is only sorrow over the object. 
Clotilda continued, however, the solar-eclipse of her fair 
features; but it proceeded not from the continuance of 
the previous sigh, nor from the usual inability to carry 
over at once a reconciled soul into :tu uuirry face, but her 
discontent with her own hastiness always looked like that 
which has another's for its object. She rose up there- 
fore to give him back her aim, and, as it, were, the heart 
which lay near it. Victor did not allow himself to break 
the doubled-voieed silence. — Emanuel earae after, and 
then Clotilda said wii.li emotion, as if she were just an- 
swering what had been said before : " Ali, I am only too 
closely related to my brother on the side of my faults." 
— Did she mean 'Flaming jealousy, or suspecting nature, 
or more probably his temperament? — Victor turned to 
her, as if to beg her pardon for what she had said, — and 
her eyes said, "O, I ought not to have misunderstood 
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thee," — and his said, "I ought not, even though un- 
known, to have denied thee," — and their hearts made 
peace, and the olive-branch twining among the old flow- 
ers of joy bound their noui-i to each other. 

Emanuel led them, as their guiding star, to his dear 
mountains, those front boxes of the earth, — only from 
his mountain with the weeping birch be kindly turned 
them aside for unknown reasons, — and his easy climb- 
ing gave them joy over the restoration of his breathing. 
At ]ast they ramie out, upon the throne of the region, on 
the mountain where Victor, on the morning after the night 
spent in travelling, h.'i.rl looked down upon Maienthal. 
how the living plain of God, the foreground of a sun 
and of an Eden, stretched lar away in such untamable, 
blooming, breat 'line;, iiiithihilim; masses! How did heaven 
hang full of mnuiitiUiis of hicen,-e, full or' ice-fields of light 1 
A-i-.I a -renile n:orni:!L:-vviud s;o:e out fVom (lie eastern giile 
overhung willi cloud-bloom and played with heaven 
and earth, with the yellow floweret and with the broad 
cloud above them, with the eyelash under a tear and 
with the cornfields if searched through! — How the eye 
dilates, when chased uijfjil.-picccs of cloud-shadows cut 
through the hriehl sunshine of the earlh ! how the heart 
enlarges, when the morning-wind hurls the winged shad- 
ows now over mountains, now into ponds of splendor, now 
into bowed grain-fields ! — But round upon the woods still 
ice-mountains of clouds bad sell led themselves. — Ah, this 
field flecked with day and night, this wall of nebulous 
glaciers, put Victor's heart into the old dream again, in 
which he saw Clotilda on an ice-mountain with outspread 
arras!' — Ah, 011 this roe';y peak rising above the southern 
mountain he could sec the Me of Union, lying darkly with 
its tree-tops and its white temple, and the thirsty heart 
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staggered full of the mingled draught of yearning and 
melancholy and love. — 

Then he was ghul to foil her tlutt he had seen her that 
morning when he gave the blind youth the note to Eman- 
uel, and yet that he had denied himself a visit to her, — 
only give him, Clotilda, a great, warm, thankful look for 
his sparing of thy brother, for the nobleness of his loving, 
and for hia hiding of that love with a veil ! She looked 
on him, and when her eye grew warm with a tear, heaven 
bowed itself and came down to them on a sunny cloud 
and touched the kindred beings with hot, fluttering drops. 
— thou good earth ! then good Suture ! thou sympa- 
thizest oftcner (and always) with pood men, than good 
men do themselves ! — Before him the dream passed in 
which Clotilda's tears resolved the ground into an up- 
lifting cloudlet 

But the approach of evening and the little shattered 
pearl-strings of rain-drops rattling down called the fair 
group back to the eottage. The girls, who with the blind 
one had not even quite climbed the mountain, went no 
farther, but turned about and took the advance. Eman- 
uel withdrew himself to his hill of mourning, in order 
there to uncover his flowers to the rain. When our 
loving couple reached the smoking vale below, how 
heavenly was the evening and the earth! — In the great 
evening-heaven above them waved tulip-beds of red 
clouds, between which ran blue strips like dark brooks. — 
Behind them stool under the sun mountains like Vesu- 
viuses in flames, and the woodland like a burning bush, 
and the prairie-fire running over the flowers caught the 
cloud-shadows. — And all the larks bung with their 
"ryu'mo-voices of Nature near the red ceiling-piece of 

1 Com; 1sii:im::i.i'y or mtvii; letiiii!, u auisisi! term. — Tr. 
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evening, and every deeper sunbeam held a humming 
chain-of-being made of happy insects. — And in the sheep- 
fbld on the mountain a. hundred mothers at'once called 
lovingly to a bunched children, and every sheep hastened 
bleating to its thirsty kneeling Iamb. 

Great evening ! only in the Vale of Tempe thou still 
bloomest and dost not fade ; but in a feu- minutes, reader, 
all its blossoms for the first time will open magnificently! — - ■ 

Clotilda and Victor went along more closely and 
warmly, linked together under the small sun-shade, which 
walled both irv from the transient shower. And with 
hearts which beat more and more strongly, and, instead 
of blood, sent round as it were devout (ears of joy, they 
reached the park ; the warm tones of the nightingale came 
to meet them, the tones wafted away from the musical 
retinue whcrcwitii the Kn;4ishman was. jest passing across 
the mountains floated after them like perfumes exhaled 

from flowers. But lo ! while the earth still wore its 

gilding in the fire of the sun, while the evening-fountain 
still bhu'.ed up like a torch, when in a great oak-tree of 
the garden, in which motley glass globes had been grafted 
instead, of fruit, twenty red suns sparkled out of the 
leaves, — then a warmed eloud me! led asunder and came 
all down in drops into the Are of evening and on the 
gleaming waT.ev-iailumn 

The nuns who were nearer to the frees flew under the 
foliage; but Clotilda, who deemed a slow gait more beau- 
tiful and becoming for a female soul, went wilhout haste 
to the neighboring '' kvening-bou-er," which, raised above 
the garden, nowhere opens its thiek leaf-work except to 
the setting sun. — No, it was an angel, it was Clotilda's 
Bister, Giulia, who reposed on the tender cloud and let 
fall through it her tears of joy, in order to compel her 
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friend, whose arm rested on her lover's as in a bandage, 
to the glimmering bower, where two blessed hearts were 
to be most blest. Clotilda still lingered under the rain 
of pearls and golden sand, and resembled the still doves 
around lier, who on all the roofs flung open their pure 
wings like variegated umbrellas and held them under the 
bath, — and before entering Victor drew her back, who 
said, oppressed with bliss, ■• Thou all-gracious one ! " and 
looked over to Emanuel's bower, on which the gate of 
Paradise built np of mosaic stones, the rainbow, abutted 
itself and arched across through heaven over the even- 
ing-bower and enclosed in its heavenly magic circle the 
three- loving souls. 

Aud when they stepped into the dark bower which had 
only a small opening toward Ihc sun [.hat- blazed in through 
the rain, there lay before the opening the evening-field, 
with the swaying Itery columns, between which dashed the 
golden flood of the molten sun, and with the lawns which 
stood even to the flowers in a sea of luminous globules. — ■ 
And fallen rainbows lay with their ruins on the blossom- 
ing trees. — And Hi lie airs fanned the running-fire in the 
meadow flowers and threw sparks out of the blossoms. — 
And the heart of man was swept onward by the stream 
of rapture and swam burning in its own tears. 

Like a transfigured saiiil Clotilda looked Into the sun, 
and her countenance wan exalted at once by the sun 
and by her soul. And her friend disturbed not the fair 
sou] ; but he took the white handkei-chicf out of her 
hand and softly wined away the colored particles drop- 
ping from the foliage, encircled with tiower-dust, and she 
gave him voluntarily her hand. When she turned her 
eyes full of tears upon him, he let the tears stand ; but 
she herself removed them, and looked upon him with 
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a love over which soon the old ones glided, and said 
with a smile that flowed forth blissfully: "My whole 
heart is inexpressibly moved : pardon it, dearest friend, 
to-day everything in which, it has hitherto not been like 
yours I " . . , 

— Lo, then wa-i the warm cloud emptied into the garden 
as if it were a whole river of Paradise and on the streams 
angels playfully floated down, . . . and when bliss could 
no more weep and love could no more slammer, and when 
the birds screamed for joy, and the nightingale warbled 
through the rain, and when llie heavens, weeping for joy, 
fell with cloud-arms on the earth, aye, then two in- 
spired souls met irembling and rushed breathless on each 
other with quivering lips and cheek pressed to cheek in 
glowing, trembling ecstasy, - — then at last gushed forth, 
like life-blood out of the swollen hear!, great, tears of bliss 
out of the loving eyes over into the loved ones. — Tfie 
heart measured the eternity of its heaven with great throhs 
heavy with bliss, ■ — -the whole visible universe, the sun 
itself had sunk away, and only two souls throbbed against 
each other alone in the emptied, glimmering immensity, 
dazzled with the glistening of tears and the splendor of 
sunshine, stunned will) the roar of the heavens and the 
echo of Philomel, and sustained hy God in dying of 
rapture. 

Cloiilda bent her head aside, to dry her eyes ; and her 
mute darling sank down and knelt, before her, and pressed 
his face upon her hand, and stammered : " O thou heart 
out of my heart, O thou for ever and ever beloved one, — 
ah, that I could bleed, could die for thee!" — Suddenly he 
rose, as if lifted hy ;m immeasurable inspiration, and said 
in a lower tone, looking upon her : " Clotilda, I love 
thee, God, and virtue forever." 
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She pressed his hand and said sofily : " Oh, how could 
man and fate wound such a heart? But mine, Victor, 
she said still more softly, " will never more do it wrong." 

They came out from the bower, — ■ heaven, like their 

hearts had. exhausted itself in tews of joy, and was merely 
serene,' — the sun had gone down simultaneously with the 
great moment... Victor went slmvli/, as if he were passing 
along hefore a wide Elysium, bearing in his heart the 
received Eden, home to Dahove's quiet dwelling. Dahore, 
who had sunk to sleep in a sitting posture, swayed softly 
to and fro, and Victor, although he would gladly have let 
his heart cease its heatings on a second, congenial bosom, 
nevertheless denied himself, — and slowly leaned against 
his swaying teacher. lie held for a long lime the slum- 
bering head' on his tumultuous breast. His tempest of joy- 
cooled itself off into serene sky, and the refreshed flowers 
of joy opened the incense-cups of memory. Dahore flung 
his arms around his d.ivling. and then, and not till then, 
woke up : for he had dreamed he was embracing him, 
and when he woke, he was delighted thai it had not been 
merely a dream. 

Enough! — And yon, ye human beings whom Hove, 
take your rest on the lap of memory or of hope, when, as 
I do, ye lay down these little leaves ! 
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THIRD DAY OF WHITSUNTIDE, 



BUR.GUNDY-CHAPTER. 

The Englishman. - 
— Ti 

-llITH men, as with misers, it never strikes any- 
thing but quarters of* the happy hour ; like a 
bad clock, it never strikes full the Arcadian 
hour of our hope. But in respect to the 
Whitsuntide days this is utterly false, — they are mag- 
nificent, and as the outpouring of the Holy Spirit was 
formerly represented in the old churches by the flinging 
down of flowers, ^o do we shadow forth those of Maien- 
thal by throwing out flowers of speech. I have there- 
fore actually unsealed a- flask of Kurgimdy, and set it 
beside my inkstand, in order, in the first place, "by my 
greater fire in tills chapter, to brine; over the critics of art 
and nature to my side, who would rather break the staff 
over authors than a lance with authors, — and secondly 
and simply to drink the wine, which of itself is final 
object and teleology enough. A true Paradise and king- 
dom of heaven we should have, it' the reader also would 
himself take something ^pirLluous in such chapters. When 
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the author alone gets drunk, half the impression goes 
to the d ogs ; and it is a. misfortune that, the review- 
ers have nothing to nibble and nothing to drink, else 
they might minister to me as to a star hy refracting 
me through their ahiiuq/hen: mid show me higher and 
broader than I stand. 

Victor had hardly run out into the wet grass of the 
morning, when he came upon the Englishman with his 
head under the sprinkling-pots of the water- wheels. He 
gladly forgave thin Cato (lie elder all his singularities and 
the idiosyncrasy of his extravagant nature and his comet- 
course ; for he had himself in bis eighteenth year been 
such a hairy star, and so looked upon this man as a 
comet-medal struck for himself. Although the Briton 
affected singularity, Victor knew from his own experi- 
ence that it arose not from vanity, (cne can, if one will, 
extract vanity from all, even the most innocent, actions, 
as well as air from all bodies,) but it proceeded from 
humor, for which the enjoyment of an eccentric part, 
whether we shall read or pin// it, has iull as many charms 
as it has for the sense of freedom and of inward power. 
Vain men succumb to the ridiculous, which the whimsi- 
cal man defies; and the Ibrrucr hale, the latter seek their 
likenesses. The only filing which Victor had against him 
was that he would not. show others little in diligences, for 
the simple reason that he never desired any either ; and 
this very war, inseparable from humor, with all the little 
weaknesses and expectations of men, had given the hu- 
mane Victor a dislike to this eccentric path. Misfortune, 
therefore, more easily makes odd men than prosperity. 

His delight at. the pictures which Onto drew him of 
Flamin's similar heavenly ascensions and feux de joie 
inspired him with the thought of earning his Qua- 
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traine* of beautiful days in some other way than by 
his foregoing gloomy ones, — namely, by making those 
of others like his own. In short, lie concerted with the 
elder Cato, — to whom the idea was most agreeable, — 
to employ the I'ragee company for some useful pur- 
pose, namely, in giving in the cool of the evening a 
ball on the green to the Mai en thai children. What 
needed either for this purpose more than — which they 
immediately did — to thrust their hands into their pock- 
ets and their lingers into their purses and give the night 
watchman loci more than the hay of his great meadow 
might be worth on St. John's day, which would have 
to be mowed to-day for a ball-room ? Besides, the man 
gave it with a thousand pleasures, because his son was 
to-day to be — married. The twenty May-poles which 
Cato proposed to , plant in the hall stood already in- 
carnate there as autochthones. And when they had, 
further, gone to the parents of the neat village, — gener- 
ally, however, the poor ploughman resembles the swine, 
which, according to JElian,f invented his ploughing for 
him, — and unitedly and with the greatest earnestness — ■ 
for peasants and ladies do not understand singularities 
— begged and extorted from them the young dancing- 
partners : then all was right. 

The trio of friends found, at the dinner-table of the 
Abbess, yesterday over again. Victor was immediately 
at home in all [mints ; lie would not continue a guest, so 
that the other might not continue the host. 
maidens ore seldom found again us one left them, just 
their reception is always warmer or colder than their n 

» Four points in Lotto, next to the highest. — Tb. 
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previous; but in Clotilda's dissolving features an infinite 
charm announced the memory of yesterday, when she 
had, for two reasons, surrendered her heart to all his 
flames consecrated on this altar of nature and of virtue. 
In the first place, slut was wanner yesterday, because she 
had previously been colder in the little quarrel which 
only her face had had about the Kussemtz watch affair : 
nothing makes love sweeter and tenderer than a little 
previous scolding and free/iny, just as the grape-clusters 
acquire by a frost before vintage thinner skins and bet 
ter must. Secondly, in a high degree of emotion and 
love the best girls behave just like —good ones. 

I have only taken three coffee-cups of Burgundy, be- 
cause I shall not perhaps need any inure for the carnation 
and red crayon drawing of the afternoon —but O heav- 
ens! the night! — It is not my fault if it does not get to 
the ears of posterity, I hut most persons in the afternoon, on 
account of the heat, stayed out of the garden. But they 
see from the chambers the meadow, the timber-yard of 
a beautiful evening, where the children were already run- 
ning round beforehand, carrying off the grass, and opening 
the feast of trumpets with horn-blowers on beer-siphons. 
It would be too trifling, if I should remark that several 
youngsters were stretched out dead by haying red caps or 
crowns shot at them, because they represented hares, the 
cap-shooter the hunter, and the rest greyhounds ; one 
can, however, take it metaphorically, and then it becomes 
satirical and edifying enough. 

The joy of tender natures is bashful ; they would 
sooner show their wounds than their raptures, because 
they do not think to deserve either, or they snow both 
behind the veil of a tear. So was it with Victor, and in 
every joy he looked with a sigh to the west ; I know not 
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whether he thought of the setting of stars and of men, or 
of the Macks whose chains clank across even to our hemi- 
sphere, or on the nearer whites whose- sundered chains 

they resolder with hlood. But this looking towards 

his Keblah * constrained him to earn Ins rapture. That 
of yesterday and of to-day was so great, that he said with 
emotion to the genius of the earth : " Such greatness my 
feeble virtue cannot attain." — It availed him naught, 
that lie sought to magnify- himself (o his conscience, and 
represented to it how many fair moments and happy pul- 
sations lie here in this Valk-;i t;f Stifhsiiorf imparts to 
his friends and to her, his friend, who through him re- 
gains her health, and to the children whom he sees al- 
ready skipping about and who at evening will do so still 
more, — it had some effect on his conscience, hut still not 
enough, when lie asked it whether, then, he should stop 
his ears to the sphere-music of these days ; whether he 
had not conquered his passions, and whether the enlarge- 
ment of a man's sphere and the increase of his activity 
were not simply in proportion to the greater number of 
passions he had mastered; so that, accordingly, a maid 
of honor, nay, even a king, possessed no smaller circle of 
efficiency than the most useful citizen ; and whether man, 
like very small children, had not been sent into the school 
of earth to learn to be sti'tl, — hut the sacramental relig- 
ious war between the old and the new Adam was ended 
merely by a delight, namely, by the determination, so 
soon as his father should release him from the mana- 
cles and ankle-fetters of the court, to do more cures than 
the city and com. try plivsieians and all gratis and mostly 
among the poor. 

* The spot in Mecca io vhiuli eviiry good Mussulman turns in 
prayBr.-TK. 



.sted by G00gle 



236 HESPERUS, 

Only one word, reader ! Virtue cannot make one 
worthy of felicity ; but only worthier, because existence of 
itself with us as with the non-moral creatures gives 3 
right to joy, — because Virtue ami Joy are incommensura- 
ble qualities, and one knows not whether a happy century 
is earned by a virtuous decade or the latter by the for- 
mer, — because tin; years of pleasure fore-ran the years of 
virtue, so that the virtuous man, instead of the future, 
would have first to deserve tiie past, — instead of heaven, 
would have first to deserve the earth. 

The afternoon glided away like a bright rill, over 
motley trifles as over golden sand, over little joys and 
over great hopes, over delical.e attention s and over the 
flower-dust of benevolent refinements which is the best 
s ticking-powder of the heart. Victor felt that a mistress 
who lias much intelligence imparts to love a peculiar 
piquant taste ; she herself felt, that the heart which one 
has plucked with soft, covered hands, and not with rough 
clutchings, keeps better, just as Borsdorf apples keep 
longer which one has picked only with gloves on. Al- 
though, according to my tables, love stands the highest 
precisely on the day after the first kiss, that is at 112° 
Fahrenh. or 10° De l'lsle : with Victor's love, however, 
his reverence had risen at (he same rate, — and love ex- 
alts, when the favors which are shown therein make one 
not bolder but shyer I — 

Our friend felt how happy in joy self-continence makes 
one, and how much the foaming beaker of joy is cleared 
up and improved by throning in .a few knife-points of 
sedative-powder. After an afternoon when the whole 
hours were charming, ftithrnit one's being able to single 
out into prominence, any extraordinary minutes, — as the 
feathers of the pheasant shine not singly, hut in whole 
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bunches, — after such ml afternoon nil went into the gar- 
den, but Emanuel first. The East Indian, like ground- 
sparrows, could not endure the confinement of a room, and 
was silent therein or only read, and that too merely — 
which does not surprise me — the tragedies of Shake- 
speare 

Under the great evening-sky, which no dond limited, 
their souls opened like night-violets. Emanuel was the 
cicerone and gallery-inspector of this picturesque garden. 
He led his friend and the others to his little flower-gar- 
den, which lay highest in the park.' That is to say, the 
park ran down the mountain with Jive landings and sto- 
ries slid out as it were from the latter in tho manner 
of drawers. These live plain*, these rut-in green steps, 
bore just so many different gardens, orchards, and shrub- 
bery-gardens, &e., — hence witli ever;- new point of view, 
as by a kaleidoscope, a new garden was put together 
out of the old one. The sloping park was enclosed 
on both sides by two serpentine walks of tall, flaunting, 
flaming flowers, like two balustrades flowing downward, 
and behind each flowery serpentine line curled down from 
the mountain above silvery veins of bright, thin water 
leaping up and down,* which in the evening sun became 
a gold-snake or artery of ichor lying there in upright 
sinuosities. On the last and uppermost terrace stood the 
evening- and tho ■iiiaruiwj-itrlxri-s. like the poles of the gar- 
den, opposite to each other, and the eveniiifj-jonntaui 
gleamed up over the former, and the morning-fountain 
over the latter, and the two looked across at each other 
like sun and moon. 

* One took the silver thread rising and fulling in arcs for one con- 
tinuous rill trickling ( ; .(.:wr;v.-;ml ; but the arcs of several diagonally 

IcispiKg I'mir.dii'is W i- :: v: .,,•. nt Mid; di=t:u:cf-;, rhist one became a con- 
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And just at the evening-fountain Emanuel had his 
middle-garden. For he loved, as an East Indian, physi- 
cal flowers as he did poetic ones, and to him in Decem- 
ber a book of flowpti was a genily waving flowery lawn, 
and a catalogue of carnation leaves was to him the hull 
and chrysalid of summer. He conducted his loved ones 
over the flowery region of the mountain away through 
the innocent flowers, which, like good maidens, take nei- 
ther sun nor soil from another's life for their own, — 
along by the gold tassel of the tulip, — by the miniature- 
colors of the forget-me-not, — ■ by the many-colored bells, 
which arc also, like those that sound, cast in the moulds 
of the earth, — by the ear-roses * of August, namely, the 
roses, — by the Cato, not (he jolly Englishman, but an 
auricula that docs not flame, (to be had of Herr Klefeker 
in Hamburg.) — by the beloved Agatha, which reminded 
one of the other in St. Luna, and which is a beautiful 
cowslip 

At last they arrived at the evening-bower and at 
Emanuel's flowers, namely, at Ike snow-white hyacinths, 
in whose shadow the irradiated evening-fountain tinged a 
pale red. O, how sweetly, liow sweetly, there, breathed 
the warmth of the evening sun and the coolness of the 
evening wind! — But why droop thy eye and head, Clo- 
tilda, so sadly here toward the flowers ? Is it because 
the water-column is extinguished, because the sun goes 
down? — No; but because the white hyacinths, in the 
language of the florists, mean Julia, — O because the 
churchyard looks over hither, whose t; * II, swaying wild- 
flowers stand with their roots over two beloved eyes, 
over the eyes of the pale hyacialli Ginlia, who has not 

lived to see to-day's festival. —But Clotilda concealed 

herself, so as to disturb nothing. 

* A term for the ear-flaps. — Te. 
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The last sparkling gold of the water-columns and the 
evening-blaze flung hack from all the windows, turned 
all eyes toward the sun, who sank behind his stage. — 
But a rolling fire-wheel of the allegro, with which the 
harmonists on the meadow accompanied (.he retiring sun, 
brought down the eyes to the level of the ears, and 
below on the veiled meadow (here rose a new theatre of 
joy with new players. . . . Two roses were planted in 
heaven, the red, the sun, which unfolded its buds over 
the second hemisphere, and the white, the moon, which 
hung low in ours ; but sun-gold and lunar silver and 
evening-slags were as yet absorbed by a smoking magic- 
haze, and one could not separate, the shadows from the 
silver ground of the moonlight, and blossoms fluttering 
downward were still confounded with idnhl-buttet'ili.es. 

The happy party went down through the chestnut 
avenue to the younger happy ones, the children, who, 
made more bold by the presence of their mothers, en- 
circled and girdled twenty [ i He rt.y -trees in changeable 
groups, and waited only for deeper shadows to dance 
more briskly. The Englishman was welcomed by Clo- 
tilda as a friend of her two friends. The bridal pair, to 
whom the meadow belonged as an inheritance, had ex- 
changed their own music for this, and their feast of the 
covenant in its solemnity brought nearer to our hero 
the joyous day when he too should be able to call his 
Clotilda a bride ; but he bad not the courage to turn bis 
blushing face towards her, because he thought she was 
thinking the same thing, and was red also. Only a lover 
can sympathize with the inspiration of a bridal pair ; 
and never did fairer wishes jro up for one than ascended 
for this one in two souls full of love. A four-y ears-old 
sister of the bride atlached herself to Clotilda, — the 
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former was the liillc Luna of this Venus in her walks, — 
and the latter fondly discharged her love info the little 
hand which gave hera the preference over a dancing 
partner. 

And now the moon, by the reflection of the sun where- 
with it silvered lliis children's piinuli.se, gave joy brighter 
colors, and under the deepcaicd shadow" of the May-trees 
the children's courage grew. All was happy, — all un- 
fettered, — al! peaceful, — no poisonous eye flashed light- 
nings,— not a single roughness disturbed the metrical 
life, — in melodious march the minutes went sounding 
onward with silver lone, and sang themselves away, and 
lingered in the bur? tin.": rose -thicket, of the evening red.— 
The bland, fluttering ether of Spring drank its fill of 
perfume from the blossoms, and bore it like honey into 
the breast of man.— -And as pulses beat fuller, dumb, 
cooling lightninga played round the clouds of the hori- 
zon, and the moon drew vital air* from the leaves, in 
order to convey more healthily thereupon the abstracted 
spirit of their cups. 

Victor and the Englishman and Kmimuel and Clotilda, 
together with some of her female friends, stood below 
as patron gods of joy beside the children, and were in- 
toxicated by the enjoyment of (he young people's delight. 
Our friend had too holy a love to show (especially to 
so many strangers and to the Englishman), and laid a 
bridle on his unmanageable, dancing heart. In noble 
love the sacrifice — and though it were that love it- 
self — is as agreeable an the enjoyment; but still easier 
is it near an Emanuel, who — that is the gleaming 
order-cross of the higher men — precisely in the hour 
of joy lilts his eyes to the higher life and to the truth. 

* In the moonligl-.l , jilasia Fcn-elc osygen gas or vital air. 
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This time, moreover, (lie Ceding of his improving health 
redoubled his pining after the predicted departure. Ilia 
glorified countenance, his sniier-earthly wishes, and his 
still resignation, constituted, as it were, the second and 
higher moonlight -which fell into the more dim; and he 
disturbed not in the leas', the growing elysium, when he 
said, for example : -'Mortal man regards himself as eternal 
here, because the human race is eternal; but the pro- 
pelled drop is confounded with the inexhaustible stream; 
and were it not thai new human creatures always spring 
up after us, each one would feel more deeply the fleet- 
ingness of his second * of life " ; — or when he said : " If 
man is not immortal, then no higher being is either, and 
the conclusions are the same; ia that case the abiding 
God would burn solitary out of the struggling and ex- 
piring sense, like the sun which, if* there were 110 atmos- 
phere, would blaze out of a black heaven, and pierce, 
but not illuminate, the vaulted night"; — or when he 
said : " The gait, of mankind toward the holy city of God 
is like the gait of eerlah pilgrims, who, wayfaring toward 
Jerusalem, always after three steps forward take one 
backward"; — or, finally, when, npon his Victor's remark- 
ing, that amendment only removed the great faults, not 
the fine stings of remorse, and that a saint got as many 
reproaches from his conscience as the bad man, when he 
said to this: "Our din'mce from virtue, like that from 
the sun, by exact reckonings we always find only greater; 
but still,- notwithstanding all our changeable calculations, 
the sun always pour; into our faces the same warmth." 

Suddenly the Englishman ran to the players and de- 
manded of them — in order to see the pranks and cranks 
■ion of time, not- hoover 
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of his ideas set to music — the best adagio, 
up to the "Crane-Tent," which Lord Horion had had 
built of iron arches, over which was stretched black 
double crape, in order to convert, for his eyes, which 
were at that time ailing, the sunshine into moonshine. 
As every heart at. the first touch ol" the utlagio must needs 
dissolve in tears of bliss, the consequence was that the 
rapture which sought 1.0 veil itself broke up the tranquil 
circle, and all glided away from each other, in order 
(each under his own arbor) to smile unseen and sigh 
unheard, — like patients visiting a medicinal spring they 
parted, met, avoided each oilier in accidental directions. 

The beautiful blind youth was reclining above not far 
from the nightingale, as it were at the fountain-head of 
Ihe streams of harmony, and Clotilda looked upon him 
pityingly, as often as slut passed by him, and thought; 
"Poor overshadowed soul, (lie sighs of music distend thy 
yearning heart, and thou never seest whom thou lovest 
and who loves thee." — Emanuel went up slowly the long 
way to his mountain with the weeping birch and hack. 
— Victor roamed about the whole garden ; he passed 
along before veiled obelisks, columns and cubes which 
better filled the place of stone Fauns; lie stepped 
into the dark evening-bower shaded only by the even- 
ing-red, where he was yesterday too happy for a mor- 
tal, and too susceptible for an immortal ; he pushed 
through a ring of bushes, out of which and above which 
towered a gleaming fountain, and closed his eyes to the 
dazzling light, when lie saw therein in artificially em- 
bowered pier mirrors a water -bow saturated with lunar 
silver, arched over a million times in receding and pal- 
ing curves, and reduced from white rainbows to moon- 
Ri.kies. and at hut (0 shadows. 
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Oil, how often in the dreams of hi- childhood, in hia 
landscape-pictures which he sketched to himself of the 
days of Paradise, had he not seen this night and hardly 
wished for it, because he never hoped to live to see it on 
the rough earth ; and now did this Eden-night, with all 
blossoms and stars hanging round it, stand out created 
before Mm ? — And who of us has not in gome magically 
illumined spot or other of his fancy and his hope set up 
just so grand a night-piece of a future vernal night, 
when, as in this one, he is made happy with all friends 
at once (not always alone), — when, as in this one, the 
night is only thrown as a frans parent veil over the day, 
when the red girdle which the sun laid down on stepping 
into the sea remain* lying till morning glowing on the 
margin of the earth, — when the long, soul-like tones of 
the nightingale float aloud tluxiueli llie adagio that melts 
asunder, and start up out. of the echo, — when we meet 
none but friendly souls, and look on them with rapture, 
and ask by our smiles, " O thou too art surely as happy 
as I?" and when the other's smile answers in the affirma- 
tive,— a night, O God, when thou hast made our hearts 
full and yet tranquil, when we neither dovil nor hate nor 
fear, when all thy children repose on thy bosoni in thy 
arms, and hold each other's hands ns brothers and sisters, 
and slumber only with half-closed eyes, in order to smile 
on each other? — — Ah, inasmuch as (he sigh wherewith 
I write and you read this reminds us how seldom such 
spring nights fall upon our earth, take it not ill of me 
that I only slowly execute the voluptuous picture of this 
night that so I may some time in my old days refresh my- 
self by the painted hour of the present inspiration,* and 

* Romembor tie Autiov's " Re coE options of Life's fairest Heurs 
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may haply be able- to say : Ah, thou kuewest then, perhaps, 
that thou sliouldst never live to experience such a night, 
and for that reason wast thou so copious. And what else 
than petrified blossoms of a clime which is not on our 
earth, do we dig up out of our fantasy, just as in our 
North they exhume lb»=.iJ palms? . . . 

Victor went to the still Julius at the hedge of the 
nightingale and laid night violets in his hand, and kissed 
him On the curtained eye, which could not see, yet could 
weep for joy,- — and neighbor nightingale paused not 
during the kiss. He came up the garden, as Emanuel 
came down; they looked on each other near the morning 
fountain, and Emanuel's face gleamed in the reflection 
of the waves, as if lie were standing before the angel of 
death and dissolving, to die, and he said; "The Infinite 
One clasps us to-day lo himself, — -why can I not weep 
as I am so happy?" — -and when they had separated 
again, he called hack lo his Victor and said; "See, how 
blooming-red the evening gees forth toward the morning 
like a dying man, as if the tones moved it onward, — 
see, the stars, like blossoms, hang down out of eternity 
into our earth, — behold the great deep, how many 
springs bloom to-night on so many thousand earths 
wheeling therein!" — 

The maidens, after short, walks, had soon seated them- 
selves on the gi'i^sy bonks of the terraees in pairs or in 
the number of the Graces. Clotilda, who had strolled 
alone, at last did the same, and seated herself beside a 
solitary friend on the fourth terrains, near the gay solar 
rainbow of flowers, behind which the lunar rainbow of 
water glistened. This friend appealed to Victor, ap- 
proaching, as umpire of a virtuous quarrel : " "We have 
been disputing," said the friend, " which is sweeter to good 
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souls, to forgive or to be forgiven. I absolutely assert, 
forgiving is the sweeter." — "And to me it appears," 
said Clotilda with a touched voice, which betrayed all 
the affectionate thoughts of her indulgent heart, al! her 
grateful remembrances of their last variance and of his 
beautiful forgiveness, "that it is more beautiful to re- 
ceive forgiveness, because love toward [lie forgiving soul 
is made by its own lowliness purer, find by the other's 
goodness greater" Never, perhaps, was anything lovelier 
said to our Victor. His emotion and his gratitude made 
the decision hard for him ; but Clotilda prompted or cor- 
rected his dreams by this turn : " I have reminded my 
good Charlotte already of day before yesterday, but she 
sticks to her opinion." She meant, the (lay of confession 
and communion, when the fair hearts all asked and re- 
ceived forgiveness of each other. Victor finally an- 
swered at once truly, significant';.-, and delicately; "You 
both, I think, suppose impossible cases: no human being 
is either all right or all wrong; and whoever forgives 
is at the same lime forgiven, and the reverse; — thus 
two beings who are reconciled always share the joy of 
forgiveness and the joy of purified and increased love 
with each other." — 

Victor went oil*, in order to conceal an emotion through 
which lie too much heightened another's. But on his far 
and near ways among tones and blossoms, feelings clung 
to him which doubled ;md glorified his love; he felt that 
the strongest expression of love takes not so firm and deep 
a hold of the soul as the fittest. Ihil as he passed along 
by the sun-dial, which with its measuring-rod of shadow 
counted out for us other shadows our narrow fortunate 
islands, and as the moon weighed out on the scale with 
her shadowy beam in equipoise the Inst minutes of this 
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glad hour, because she ponded toward midnight, as if she 
wrote, It will presently be over, — just then the English- 
man passed out alone slowly and with downcast eyes from 
tie crape-tent, and went in among the tones, to lead 
them away with the whole heaven around them. "Victor, 
who in the still sea of the deepest joy no longer steered 
for countries, but contentedly tossed or rested upon it, 
and desired nothing in the future but, the present, only 
paced now to and fro on the long terraces, instead of 
ascending and descending tin: garden, — he stood just on 
the uppermost, on the flower-terrace, at the morning- 
fountain, and looked (thing the glimmering way over to 
the evening-fountain, anil the fallen snow of the moon lay 
deeper and whiter down along the blissful slope, and tins 
blooming sugar-field appeared to his dreaming heart like 
a point of land with which the island of the blest stretched 
over into this earth, avid lie saw on all this enchanted 
field nothing but blessed ones walking, reposing, dancing, 
here alone, there in pairs, yonder in groups, and inno- 
cent men, quiet, children, gentle, virtuous maidens, and he 
looked up to the starry heaven and bis tearful eye said 
to the All-gracious, (.) give my good father and my good 

Flanrin also such a sight ! when all on a sudden he 

perceived that the tones were wafted away, and saw the 
Briton moving on with the children, and the swan-song of 
a Maestoso was borne along before the fleeing youth. . . . 
Victor went up with the times that swam away, and 
the stars seemed to swim wilh them, and the whole region 
to go with them ; — all at once lie stopped at the end 
of the terrace of flowers, before the emblems of Giulia, 
the white hyacinths, before the friend of Giulia, be- 
fore — Clotilda .... moment! repeated only in eter- 
nity, wear not ton strong a lustre, that I may be able to 
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endure it ! move not my heart too intensely, so that I may 
be able to describe thee ! — Ah, move it only as thou dost 
the two hearts to which tlirui apiiearedst; thou wilt meet 
none of us any more . . . And Clotilda and Victor stood 
innocent before God, and God said, Weep and love as in 
the second world with me ! — And they looked on each 
other speechless in the transfiguratiiin of night, in the 
transfiguration of love, in the transfiguration of emotion, 
and tears of bliss closed their eyes, suid behind the illu- 
minated tears trans ligu red "oriels rose around them out 
of the dark earth, and Hie evcning-fbuutaiii spread itself 
gleaming like a milky-way above them, and the starry 
heaven, closed sparkling over them, and (be receding and 
dying sounds washed their uplifted souls away from the 

shore of earth Lo \ then a little breath of air 

brought the escaping sounds more warmly and closely to 
their hearts, and they wiped the tears from their eyes ; 
and as they looked round in the actual scene, the melo- 
dious waving ablated all the blossoms in the garden, and 
the great, night, which with giant, limbs slept in the moon- 
shine on the earth, stirred for rapture its wreaths of 
shadowed tree-tops, and the two beings smiled trembling 
in unison, and simultaneously cast down their eyes and 
simultaneously raised them without knowing it.- And 
Victor at iast was able to say : " may the noblest heart 
that I know be as unspeakably blessed as I, and still 
more blessed! I have not deserved so much!" — And 
Clotilda said in a soil tone : " .1 have remained the whole 
evening mostly alone, merely for the sake of weeping for 
joy, but it is too beautiful for me and for the future. . . ." — 
Her companions turning round came up the garden, and 
the two had to part; and when Victor added with stifled 
sounds, " Rest well, thou noble soul, — may such tears 
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of joy have always to stand in thy eyes, may such melo- 
dious tones he destined always to float around thy days! — - 
Rust well, thou heavenly soul ! " — and when a look full 
of new love and an eye full of fresh tears thanked him ; 
and when he bowed himself low. low lit/tore the saintly, 
still, modest one, and from reverence did not so much as 
kiss her hand ; — then in the in vi si bleu ess did her genius 
embrace his genius lor delight, that, their two children 
were so happy and so virtuous. . 

O what comfort did his overwhelmed soul now find in 
his beloved Dahore, whom he followed under the loud 
chestnut-trees, and on whose neck he could fall with all 
hie tears of ecstasy, with all his caresses of a raptured 
heart: "My Emanuel, rest softly! I stay to-night under 
this good, warm sky round about us." — "Aye, stay, good 
heart," said Emanuel, "sueh a night will never pass through 

any spring again Hearst thou," he continued, as 

the tones receding into immensity, like evening stars, as 
it were, of the sunken glory, like autumnal voices of the 
departing summer-song, sent their call into the yearning 
soul, "hear'st thou the sweet dying away of the strains? 
Lo, even thus mar my soul die away on the longest day, 
even so may thy heart lie on mine and say as now, Rest 
well 1 "... 

Sinking from the arms of his last remaining loved 
friend, Victor went reeling hack in the eon fused twilight of 
inspired sadness through the avenue pierced by moonlight, 
as it were dropping with rays, in order to recline, in the 
blossom-cave, where he had here first found Clotilda, his 
dreaming head on a pillow of blossom-raps. . . . And aa 
he slowly and alone and with Elysian remernb ranees 
and hopes staggered along through the arbor which had 
grown into the avenue, between the lulling rivulets, low 
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waves of the departed melody still swam more into his 
fancy than into his ear-, anil only tin: nightingale reigned 
aloud over the inspired night. Then, unspeakably blest 
and burdened with ecstasy, the last mini of this night 
glided from the five steps of his heavenly bed through 
the lattice of twigs into the dark thieket. of blossoms. — — 
Bedewed leaves fell, cooling, on his fevered brow, he laid 
his two outstretched arms on two supports of dwarf-trees, 
and closed in rapture his burning eyelids, and the con- 
tinuing tones of the nightingale and of the live fountains 
around him wafted him some spaces onward into the 
glimmering illusion of dreams, — but the nightingale, 
screaming out in the jubilee of joy, warbled through his 
dream, and when he opened his eyes, drifted away into 
half-dreams, the glimpses of the moon shot through the 

white shrubbery, nevertheless, satisfied with the 

previous scenes, he only smiled half hcsirlc himself, and 
closed his eyes again and sank completely into the har- 
monious slumber . . . only a few broken tones he still 
sang to himself, — only a few times more he stirred his 
prostrate arms for embraces .... and in the euthanasia 
of slumber and rapture only obscurely stammered once 
more, Beloved ! . . . 

And so sweetly, great All-gracious One, let the rest of 
us mortals sink to sleep in the last night as Victor does 
in this, and let our last word also be, Beloved! — 
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FOURTH AND LAST DAY OF WHITSUNTIDE. 

Hyacinth. — Tup: Voick op 

fLlTTE OH ' 

■Pistols — Ghostly Apparitiok. 

HE appendix lo the f'ourLh day of joy lias just 
come in. — Pausing only to breathe the sigh 
wherewith one usually says, on the day after 
festal -days, that he Is burying them, I come 
bank again before the blooming bed of ray friend, and 
open the living-green curtain ; not till toward nine o'clock 
did a ground-sparrow twittering close to his hands draw 
him with difficulty out of a deep sea of dream. But the 
shadowy shapes, which the concave mirror of dream bad 
erected in the air, were all forgotten; only the tears, 
which they had wrung from litem, still stood in his eyes, 
and he could no longer remember why he had shed them. 
To-day was Ember-day, which, like other changes of 
moon and weather, makes the echo of our dreams louder 
and more polysyllabic. — In a singular lassitude he opened 
his eyes before the while twilight of the canopy of apple- 
blossoms, before the maze of the green web, — his hand 
chased the ground-sparrow through the hushes, — it was 
sultry around this shade, the tree-fops were mute and 
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all the flowers erect, — bees bent down from grama of 
sand' into the springs around him and sipped mater, — 
white flocks dropped from the willows, and all the smell- 
ing-bottles of the blossoms and tiie censers of the flow- 
ers diffused over his place of slumber a sweet, sultry 
Steam 

He raises his right hand to his moist eye and sees 
therein, to his astonishment, a white hyacinth, which 
some one must have placed iherc. . . . lie suspected Clo- 
tilda ; and she it had really been. Half an hour before 
she had stepped up to this bed of flowers, — had gently 
let the boshes immediately close again. — but then, how- 
ever, drawn them apart ag;iin, because she- saw the tears 
of the forgotten dream run down the face of the glowing 
sleeper, — her whole soul became now a tender look and 
blessing of love, and she could not refrain from laying 
the memorial of her morning- visit, the flower, on his 
hand, — and then hastened softly back to her chamber. 

He stepped hastily into the beaming day, to overtake 
the giver, whose iriorniug-otlering he unhappily, for fear 
of destroying it, could no more press to his heart, than he 
could herself. O how it saddened him, when he stood 
in the open air before the Moravian churchyard of the 
heavenly night which hud f/onu huhv;, before the reposing 
garden, and when he looked upon the bald, close-shaven, 
trodden-down dancing-floor, and on the silent nightin- 
gale's-bush, aud on the hills where the children were 
tending sheep, disrobed of yesterday's littery! Then the 
forgotten dream again appeared and said: "Weep once 
more, for the rose-feast of thy life concludes to-day, and 
the last of the four rivers of Paradise in a few hours 
will utterly dry up! — "0 ye fair days," said Victor, "ye 
deserve that I should leave you with a tenderness that 
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knows no measure and with unnumbered tears!" — He 
fled from the too harsh daylight into the ceil of crape, 
that it might recolor i.he brilliant foreground of the day 
into a dim back-ground, overspread with (he moonshine 
of yesterday; and under this pall of the pale dead night 
he proposed to himself to indulge his heart, so soon to he 
impoverished, with its last joy. namely. Us yearning, in 
utter overraeasure. He stepped out of the tent, hut 
the nocturnal moonshine faded not from the lawn ; he 
looked up into the blue heaven, which touches us with 
one long flame, hut the veiled stars of the wintry night 
sent little outwelliug rays to the eclipsed soul; he said to 
himself, indeed, "The ice-mountain on which hitherto 
my reason has delivered half so virions -on -the -mount, has 
shrunk up under the jrlow of joy to a mole-hill," but he 
added, -'To-day I. care for nothing." 

He came to Emanuel with wet eyes. The latter told 
him that the first, link of yesterday's chain of flowers, 
namely the Briton with Inn people, had already loosed 
itself in the night. Br.i the longer lie looked on Emanuel 
and thought of the morrow, — for to-morrow before day 
he too would portly close the garden gale of this Paradise 
behind, and this afternoon he is to take leave of tho 
Abbess and this evening of his beloved, in order not to 
hinder her in the reading out of the well-known angel's- 
epistle, — so much the more painful was the straining of 
his eyes, and lie prelerrcd lo go out, with a heart bleeding 
itself full, into the open air, and led the blind one with 
him, who suspected nothing, saw nothing, and before 
whom, besides, one loved to lay bare his innermost heart 
as before a child. 

But this time Julius was in the same softened state, 
because he had all the morning seen the angel playing 
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and hovering in his darkling soul. The yearning for the 
angel brooded over his reposing heart 'mil warmed it even 
to beating, and he said ivit.li an unaccustomed sorrow, 
"If I could only see, only something, only my father, or 
thee!" The dust-covered remembrances of his child- 
hood were shaken up ; and out of this cloud-enveloped 
period emerged before him into special prominence one 
day, bright with morning, blue and full of song, and bore 
three forma on its eloud-fioor, Julius's own ana those of 
the two children, from whom before their embarkation for 
Germany be hud parted, — -droits escaped from him without 
his perceiving it, when he described to this Victor, the very 
one who had done what be described, how he had been 
kissed and hugged and cried after by the one child, that 
loved him most, and always carried him. " And I think," 
he continued, "that every one whose voice I love to hear 
has the face of that good child, and that tfiou hast too. 
Often when I contemplate this form alone in my dark- 
ness, and feel warm drops on my lips, and fall into a lan- 
guishing, slumbering rapture, I fancy it is blood trickles 
from my lips and my heart is boiling, — but my father 
says if then my eves were suddenly opened, and I should 
look upon my angel, or the good child, or a beautiful 

human being, I should have to die for love." "O 

Julius, Julius," cried bis Victor, "bow noble is thy heart! 
TIjc good child whom ibou iovest so my father will soon 
lay in thy arms, and he will kiss thee and love thee and 
clasp thee just as I do now." — 

He led him back to dinner; but be himself remained 
till afternoon under the open heaven, and his heart put 
on silent mourning under trees full of bees, near thickets 
full of feeding birds, on all the former walks and ecliptics 
of this dying festival, — and all the hours of childhood 
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rose out of the winter-sleep of memory and stirred his 
heart, hut it dissolved. — when far distant moments 
sound on our ears with their chime, then great, drops fall 
from the softened soul, as the increasing nearness of far- 
off bells sounding across betokens rain. I blame thee 
not, Victor, — thou art, after all, only feminine, but not 
effeminate, — if thy biographer can describe thy emotion 
and thy reader can feel it, without relaxing the firm 
muscles of the heart, thou canst do it quite as well, and 
only a man who can wring hitler tears from others will 
scorn sweet ones and sln.il none himself. 

At length Victor went (o liike his last pleasure, to the 
garden of termination, in order to take leave with tender 
tears of all his female friends at the Abbey. A singular 
Incident delayed it a little: for as he left Emanuel, he 
encountered Julius coming from the garden, who told 
him, "if ho wanted to find Emanuel, he was in the gar- 
den."— This raised a friendly dispute, because each of 
them insisted on having just talked with him. Victor 
went back with him to Emanuel, and Julius related to 
his teacher every word of the alleged garden-talk with 
him: "e.g. about Victor, about Clotilda, about the fare- 
well he was to-day raking, about his previous happy 

During the narration Emanuel's face grew radiant, as 
if moonlight flowed down from it, — and instead of rep- 
resenting to the beloved child the impossibility of his 
appearance in the garden, he humored his notion of the 
apparition, and said with delight: "I shall die, then ! — 
It was my departed father, — his voice sounds like mine, 
— he promised me when he died to come back from the 
next world to this before 1 should go hence. — Ah, ye 
beloved ones beyond the graves over yonder, ye still then 
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think of me. — thou good father ' hrv.sk through even 
now into my presence with thy fatal radiance, and re- 
lease my spirit in thy lips!" — 

He was still more confirmed in his conclusion, because 
Julius added that the shape had demanded of him the 
angel's letter, but given it back again after a short whis- 
per. The seal was uninjured. Emanuel's joyful enthu- 
siasm at these telegraphs of death implied that he had 
drawn dissatisfying inferences from his previous health. 
Victor never set himself in opposition to the exalted 
errors of his teacher; (has, e. g., he never arrayed the 
reasons he had, and which 1 will show in the next In- 
tercalary day, against the innocent delusion, that " from 
dreams, and from the independence of the personal con- 
sciousness on the body, one could inler its future indepen- 
dence after death," — that, ''in dream the inner diamond 
dusted itself and drank in light from a fairer sun." — 
Victor was alarmed about the matter, — but for other 
reasons, Julius took them hoih along with him to the place 
of the interview, which was in the darkened avenue near 
the blossoming hollow. No one was there, nothing ap- 
peared; leaves whispered, but no spirit s; it was the place 
of bliss, but of earthly bliss. — 

Victor went into the other place of bliss, the Abbey. 
Clotilda was not over there, but In (he intricate labyrinth 
of the Park, probably for the purpose of facilitating for 
its possessor, Julius. the opportunity of hearing read the 
angel's letter. Just as the sun blazed over against the 
window-panes, he took leave of the good Abbess with 
that refined, feeling courtesy to which in. her position the 
highest enthusiasm was limited. The refined Abbess 
said to him : " The visit was so short, that it would be 
inexcusable, if Victor did not make it good by persuading 
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her second spring guest (OloiiMa.) to lengthen hers; for 
she too was going soon to leave them." — lie took his 
leave of her with a heart-felt respect: for Ids tender 
heart knew, quite as well behind the lace mask of re- 
finement and knowledge of the world as behind the 
leather-crust of roughness, how to feci the tender heart 
of another. 

But as he hastened to llie garden, the tears of his 
heart gushed up higher and warmer, — and he felt as 
if he must here in the face of the sum embrace the 
rising moon, as lie thought : " Ah, when thy pale fleece 
hangs this evening brighter overhead there, when thou 
lookest down alone, I shall have departed or be in the 
act of departing from my pastoral world." — And below 
near the nightingale's hedge reposed Ins Julius, shedding 
bright streams of tears, — for this whole evening swarmed 
with greater and greater wonders* of chance, — he hastens 
down to him, the letter of the so-called angel is opened 
in his hand, Victor says softly, ''Julius, why weepest 
thou so?" — "0 God," said the latter in broken tones, 
" guide me under a bower 1 " — He conducted him to the 
crape one. Julius said, when they were under cover: 
" Good I here the sun does not burn 1 " and flung his right 
arm around Victor, and gave him the letter, and folded 
his arm round even to his heart and said : " Thou good 
soul ! tell me when the sun is down, and read me once 
more the letter of the angel!'' 

Victor began : " Clotilda 1" — " To whom is it ? " said 
he. — "To me!" said Julius, "and Clotilda has already 
read it to me; but I could not understand her on account 
of her weeping, and besides L also was too much dis- 
tressed. — I shall die for sorrow, thou good G-iulia, why 
■ " ;m:i*-v.o:.lc:} " i- tiic Gcn'.jaii explosion. — Tn. 
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didst thou not tell me of I; before t'ny death. — The dead 
one wrote it, read on ! " — He read : 

" Clotilda ! 
" I cover my blushing cheeks with the funeral veil. 
My secret lies hidden in my heart, and will be laid with 
it under the grave-stone. But after a year it will force 
its way out of the mouldered heart. 0, then let it rest 
forever in thine, Clotilda ! — and forever in thine, Julius ! 
— Julius, was not a silent 1'orm often about thee that 
called itself thy angel ? Did it not once, as the death- 
bell tolled for the burial of a blooming maiden, lay a 
white hyacinth in thy hand, and say, Angels pluck such 
white flowers? Did not a mute form once take thy band 
and wipe away its lour,-; therewith, ami it could not tell why 
it wept ? Did not a low voice once say, Farewell, I shall 
no more appear to thee, I go back to heaven? That 
form, was I, O Julius ; for I have loved thee and even 
unto death. Lo! here 1 statu! on the shore of the second 
world, but I look not over into its infinite fields, but I 
turn my face, while I am still sinking, back to thee, 
to thee, and my eye grows dim over thy image. — 
Now I have told thee all. — Now come, qtueting death, 
crush slowly the white hyacinth, and rend the heart 
asunder speedily, dial. Julius may see the love enclosed 
therein. — Ah, wilt thou then take a dead one into thy 
soul? Wilt thou weep, when thou hearest this read? 
Ah, when my covered, sunken dust can no more touch 
thee, will my remote spirit be loved by thine ? — - But I 
conjure thee, ever-remembered one, go, on the day 
when this tearful leaf Is read to thee, then go, at sun- 
down, up to my grave and offer to the pale lace below, 
which the old mound is already crushing asunder, and to 
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the dissolved heart that can beat for nothing more, then 
present to the poor heart that lias loved thee so much, 
and on thy account has hid itself under the earth, thy 
funeral offering, — hring to it on thy flute the tones of 
ray loved song, ' The grave is deep and silent.' — Sing 
it softly to the accompaniment, Clotilda, and thou too 
visit me. — Ah, pool- Giulhi, 111! up thy soul, and sink not 
now, as thou imagines] thy Julius on thy grave! — When 
thou bringest thy offering to the dead, my spirit will, it Is 
true, already have gone up higher; I shall have lived a 
year beyond the earth, I shall already have forgotten the 
earth, — hut nevertheless, bur, God, if Thou shouldst 
let the tones above my grave penetrate into Elysium, 
then should I sink down and shed hoi tears and stretch 
out my arms and cry : Yes 1 here in eternity I love hira 
still, — may ii fare well with him on the earth, may his 
soft heart repose softly and long on life below there 1 — 
No, not long ! Come up hither, mortal, to the Immortals, 
that thine eye may be healed, and see the friend who 
died for thee 1 

" Gidlta." 

" I will go," — said Julius hesitating! y, but with quiver- 
ings in his face, — "although the sun is not down. My 
father shall console me till sundown, that my heart may 
not beat so violently against my breast, when I stand at 

the grave and make the offering to the dead." Let 

me say nothing, reader, of the choking heart with which 
I proceed, — nor of this too sensitive G.iulia, who like a 
morning sun-dial was ere noon in shade and coolness, 
who, like a dove, unfolded her wings to the rain and to 
tears, — nor of her soul's-sisters, who in the second dec- 
ade of life hang the skeleton of death all over with 
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flowers, tliiit they may not he able to see ita limbs, and 
who rest their white arm merely on a myrtle-twig of love 
as upon a. bleeding-support, and watch calmly the bleed- 
ing to death of its severed veins ! — 

I could not have said even this, if Victor had not 
thought it, whose heart was mortally distraught by an 
infinite grief and sin infinite love ; for ah 1 how far on the 
way was not his irre placable Clotilda already, to follow 
her friend and hide her unloved heart in the eartii, as 
they lay down carnation* in the frost? 

The sun sank lower, the moon mounted higher, — 
Victor saw Clotilda, like an ethereally embodied angel, 
reclining in a niche thai opened towards the west, — the 
little girl mentioned yesterday played, in her lap, with a 
new doll, — it seemed to him as if he saw her sparing 
toward heaven, and when she lifted her great eyelids, 
weighed down with tears for the departed friend, whose 
secret she had long si^ee guessed and concealed, towards 
him, who to-day increased them by his departure; and 
when she saw his face also melted in emotion; then did 
like sorrowful thoughts drown in both even the first 
sounds of welcome, a,nd both turned away their faces, 

because they wept for the parting. "Have you," said 

Clotilda, at least with a composed voice, '-just spoken with 
Julius ? " — Victor did not answer, but his eyes said yes, 
in the simple fact that they "(reamed more passionately 
and looked on her fixedly. She cast hers down with a 
slight blush for Giulia. The little child took the falling 
of the eyelids over the great drops for a sign of sleep- 
iness, and drew the little hay-stuffed pillow away from 
the doll, spread it out for Clotilda, and said innocently, 
"There, lie down on it and go to sleep!" A shudder 
thrilled through her friend, as she atiswered, "Not to- 
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day, dear; on pillows of liny only the dead sleep." He 
shuddered, as he saw a snow-white pink, in the centre of 
which there was n great dark-red point,, like a bloody 
drop, trembling on her agitated bosom. The fearful pink 
seemed to him to be the lily wbich superstition formerly 
found in the choir-seat of the priest, whose death was 
said thereby to be predicted. 

She fixed her gaze painfully on. the low sun and the 
churchyard, behind which in the May dnys it sank like a 
mortal. " Leave this prospect, dearest," he said, though 
without a hope of obedience, — " a tender integument is 
most easily destroyed by a tender soul, — your tears 
make you too sad." But she replied: "Only in earlier 
years — but long ago it ceased to be so — did they make 
my eye-sockets burn and benumb my brain." — Suddenly, 
as the thought of the beclouded perspective of her eyes 
exhausted with weeping wrung his heart out of his bosom, 
the sunlight died upon her cheeks,- — streams of tears 
broke violently from her eyes, — he turned round, — over 
on the churchyard the veiled youth bad prostrated him- 
self on the grave-mound of the veiled one beneath, — 
the sun was already below the earth, but the flute had as 

yet no voice, sorrow has only sighs, — no tones 

At last the beautit'-il blind one. raised himself erect, amidst 
convulsive sorrows, for the funernl-oilcring, and the wail- 
ings of the flute went up from the closed grave into the 
evening-redness, — three hearts melted away like the 
tones, like the fourth heart thai was buried below. But 
Clotilda lifted herself up by force out of her dumb woe, 
and sang low as an offering to the dead the heavenly 
song, for which the departed one hud entreated her and 
which I give with inexpressible e 



ssted by G00gle 



4.J DOG-POST-DAYS 



How solemn there l(i stiLjid ! 
]'n\i:-v: , it: j/Ki-n libyamnl, 

There lies .in unknown land. 
There sounds, when daylight closes, 

Mo nijriii inhale's siveet tour ; 
And Friends]] ii> strews with rosea 

The mossy momul alone. 

May wring liar hands and weep : 
Nor orphans' wnil may waken 

The dead one from his sleep. 
l"t( mmliere fiist; f-ii.s: morlals 

Attain the wished repose, 
Aji:I tlii'ojii;]] the.so i-loomy portals, 

Alone, man homeward goes. 

Salis ! in that yet are all our expired sighs, all our 
dried-op tears, and they lift the aspiring heart from its 

l'doL-i anil vd.iiH. iiio! ii fiin would die ! 

The voice of tlic i:ol>!o sivuiC" ^itve .way to sadness, but 
still she sang tlie lasi. of the strophes of this song of the 
spheres, though lower under the weight of overmaster- 

The weary heart, storm -driven, 

There, where il r'iii-:|:e~:- i:(;:lk«, 
Finds home at length and heaven, 

Ano is vo-1 ist Lag peace.* 

Her voice broke, as an eye breaks into tears or a 

heart in death Her friend veih-l hiss head with the 

leaves of the bower, — the whole of earthly life passed 
before him like a dirge. — Clotilda's sad past, Clotilda's 
dark future, drew together before iii.s vision, and east, in 
the darkness, the funeral veil over this sm gel, and bore her 

* The translator feels how much he has sacrificed of the simplicity 
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shrouded into the grave of her sister. ... He had 
even forgotten his farewell. ... He had not the heart 
to look upon the groat scone around him and the bowed 
form beside him 

He heard the little one go and say, " i will fetch thee 
a larger pillow to put under thy head." 

Clotilda stood up and clasped Lis hand. — he turned 
round again toward the earth, — and she looked on him 
with eyes wora with weeping, yet. tender, whose drops 
were too pure for this andean world, but in those large 
eyes stood somclhiiip; like Iho terrible question, " Do we 
not love each other in vain for this world ? " And Ler 
beating heart shook the bloody pink. The moon and the 
evening star gleamed solitary, like a past, in heaven. 
— Julius lay muto and prostrate, with outspread arms, on 
the low mound which had boon rolled upon tire dust of 
his shattered paradise. 

The tones of the' nightingale throbbed now like high 
waves on the night, — then he gathered up his courage 
to bid bee farewell. . . . 

Reader! raise not thy spirit to any pitch of rapture, 
for it will soon stiffen in a spasm, — but I raise my soul 
thereto, because even the I'alal stumble at the gate of 
paiadise is not unlovely when one is going out of it! 

The first call of the confiding nightingale was suddenly 
answered still higher by a new nightingale that had flut- 
tered along and whose voice was muflled by thick blos- 
soms, who kept flying as she sang, and now made her 
languishing melody flow out of the blossoming hollow, 
The two lovers, who delayed and drended parting, wan- 
dered confusedly idler (he receding nightingale, and were 
on the way to the blessed blouniing hollow; they knew 
not that they were alone ; for in their hearts was God ; 
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before their sight shone the whole second world full of 
risen souls. At last Clotilda recovered herself, turned 
round before the nigh Impale, anil gave the mournful sign 
of separation. — Victor stood on the shore of his late 
blissful island,— all, all was now over, — he lingered, took 
both her hands, could not yet look upon her for anguish, 
bowed down with tears, raised himself up again, when he 
was able to say softly ; " Farewell, — my heavy heart 
can say no more, — fare thee right well, far bettor than 
I, — weep not so often as thou usedst to do, that thou 
mayest not perchance have to leave me utterly. — For 
then I too should go." — Louder and more solemnly 
he continued : " For we can no more be separated, — 
here under Eternity T deliver to thee my heart, — and 
when it forgets thee, then may a sorrow crush it which 
shall reach over the two worlds.'* .... In a lower 
and tenderer tone, " "Weep not, to-morrow, angel, — and 
Providence give thee rest." Like a transfigured one to 
a transfigured he inclined himself modestly to her holy 
lip, and in a gentle, devout kiss, in which the hovering 
souls only glide tremulously from afar to meet each other 
with fluttering wins;,-;, with a light touch he took from the 
yielding, dissolving lips flic seal of her pure love, the repe- 
tition of his late Eden, and her heart and his all 

— But here let the gentler soul, which the thunder- 
bolts of fate too sorely agitate, turn its eye away from 
the great yellow flash which suddenly darts through the 
still Eden ! 

"Scoundrel]" cried Flamjn, rushing out with spark- 
ling looks, with snow-white cheeks, with locks hanging 
down like a mane, with two pocket-pistols in his hands, — 
" there take, take ; blood I want," and thrust the deadly 
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weapon towards him; Victor forced Clotilda aside, say- 
ing, " Innocent one ! do not aggravate thy sorrows ! " 
— Flamin cried in a new kindling of fury, 'f Blood! — 
Faithless one, take, fire ! " — Matthieu fell upon his right 
arm, hut the left, trembling, forced the weapon upon 
Victor.-— Victor- snatched it towards him, because the 
muzzle was sway in;* about Clotilda.— "Thou art in truth 
my brother," cried tin. 1 tortured girl, whose deathly agony 
alone kept her by its rack from tin: death of a swoon. — 
Flamin with both arms (lung all from him and said with 
a horribly low and long-drawn voice in his raving ex- 
haustion, " Blood ! — Death ! " - - Clotilda sank to the 
ground. Victor looked at her and Said, turning to him, 
" Only fire, here is my life ! " — Flamin cried aloud, 
" Thou first !" — Victor shot, lifting his arm high up, so 
as to shoot into the air, and the splintered top of a branch 
was brought down by his ball — Clotilda came to. — ■ 
Emanuel flew to the spot, — threw himself on his pupil's 
heart, — from his breast for the first time in years rent 
with passion the sickly blood gushed out. Flamin proudly 
hurled away his pistol and said to JUatthieu, " Come 1 it 
is n't worth the trouble," and went off with him. 

When Clotilda saw Emanuel's blood on her lover's 
clothes, she supposed him to have been hit, and laid her 
handkerchief on the blood and said, " Ah, you have not 
deserved this of me!"- — Emanuel breathed again through 
his blood, no one could speak any more, no one could 
think, every one feared to give consolation, the mortally 
crushed hearts parted with suppressed woe; only Victor, 
whom the horrible word "scoundrel" at every recollec- 
tion of it pierced through like a dagger, said to the 'Bis- 
ter : " I love him no more, hut he is unhappier than we ; 
ah! he has lost all and kept nothing but a devil." 
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Namely, Matthieu. It was he who had to-day imi- 
tated the voice of Emanuel, which had .seemed to speak 
wi|h Julius, and whose voice Dahore had taken for his 
father's, and afterward the voice of the nightingale, which 
Victor had followed, in order to convince the Regency 
Counsellor through his own ears and eyes of Victor's 
love for Clotilda. 

Victor led his weak teacher to the Indian cottage. 
He felt hia nerves now after so many relaxing days 
cooled and steeled Ijj this tempest; his anguish of soul 
and sacrifice had niiule his blood, as the confinement of 
narrowing channels does streams, more swift and impet- 
uous, and hia love for Clotilda had been made manlier 
and bolder by the thought that he now entirely deserved 
it There is nothing more beautiful than magnanimity. 
and gentleness, except the union of the two. 

Emanuel was nothing more tliati faint, and, as the- 
evening brooded with a, sweltering influence over ail, he 
seated himself with Victor on the grassy bench of hia 
house in order to keep liis palpitating [>r<!ast in an erect 
posture, and a lender joy gleamed in his features at every 
fallen drop of blood, because each ivas a, red seal upon his 
hope of dying. But when Victor took the good man's 
weary head to his bosom and let him go to sleep thereon, 
then in the still evening sadness came over him again, 
and for the first time his heart, pained him. He thought 
to himself all alone there, how over at the Abbey hot 
swords would pa.ss hissing through the innocent bleed- 
ing soul, — he felt how now the two-syllabled, two-edged 
word of Flamhvs wrath had cut through the whole bond 
of their friendship,— he represented 10 Jiimself the bloom- 
ing theatre of beautiful days beside him. deserted and 
desolate, and the sweeping by of joys, which only play 
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round us like butterflies in wide circles, while the hair- 
worm* of grief bites deeply into our nerves. At last he 
leaned weeping on the slumbering father, and pressed him 
softly, and said, " Ah! without friendship and love I could 
not bear the earth." — And at length his distracted and 
exhausted soul also was weighed 'and dragged down by 
the heavy body into the thick atmo-phere of sleep. 
***** 
Reader! the last moment in Maienthal is the greatest, 

— raise thy soul through awe and mount up on graves as 
on high mountains, in order to look over into the other 

At midnight when fancy draws the buried dead from 
their coffins and sets them upright in the night round 
about her, and unknown shapes drift to us from the 
second world, — just as hidislhiiruishable corpses driven 
from America to the coasls of the Old World announced 
to it the Mew, — in the ghostly hour Victor opened his 
eyes, but with Inexpressible serenity. A forgotten dream 
had sunk far away io-f lay's past with all its din and cloud ; 

— the bright moon stood overhead in the blue dark like 
the silvery fissure and sparkling ib ur. lain- like mouth, 
from which the stream of light out of the other world 
breaks into ours and comes down in ethereal vapor. — ■ 
"How still and radiant is all!" said Victor. "Is not 
this glimmering region a relic of my dream? is not this 
the magic suburbs of the supernal city of God ?" — A 
voice hurrying over said, Death ! I am already buried. 

Emanuel opened his eyes al thai, sent, them through the 

foliage over to the churchyard that overlooked the village 

and said, with a convulsion of his being, " Horion, wake 

up; Giulia has lett eternity and is standing on her grave." 

• "Nerve-worm," literally. — Tr. 
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— Victor cast a feverish glance up thither ; and all the 
warm thoughts and nerves of life grew hard and stiff in a 
cutting ice-cold shudder, as he saw up there a white, 
veiled form resting on the grave. Emanuel snatched 
himself up, mid his pupil, avid said: " We will go up to the 
theatre of the spirits ; perhaps the de:id one will lay hold 
on my soul and take me with her." . . . Fearful was the 
silence of the regions around their way. . . . Men start 
up out of the ground like dumb- waiters, like serving- 
machines, and drop down again when tliey are emptied. 

The human race darts like a flying summer through 

the sunshine, and the bedewed web hangs fluttering oil 
two worlds and in the night it passes away. ... So 
thought both on their pilgrimage to the dead one; they 
wondered at their own heavy ineamalion and at the noise 
of their steps. Emanuel fastened Ids g;we on the veiled 
form that now knelt down: lie thought.- she heard his 
thoughts and would fly over to his heart through the 
moonlight. . . . 

The hearts of the two men rose and fell ss if under 
two gravestones, as they climbed (lie long, grass-grown 
steps to the churchyard, and touched and opened the 
heavy gate which was painted with forms of risen saints, 
half effaced by the weather. The warm earthly blood 
congeals and the soft brain runs to a single image of terror, 
when the great cloud rolls away from eternity and from 
the gate of the spiritual world ; on the stage of the dead 
Emanuel called as if beside himself: " Awful spirit, I am 
a spirit like thee, thou too Blandest below God, — wilt 
thou kill me, then kill me not by a stroke of horror, not 
by a crushing form, but smile like men and quietly wring 
off my heart." — Then the veiled form rose up and 
came, — Emanuel wildly grasped his friend, buried hun- 
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self in his face, and said dinging to him: " Oti thee I 
die, on thy warm heart, — O live happy, unless thou 
wilt grow cold with me, ah! go with me ! "... . 

"Ah, Clotilda!" said Victor; for she was the form. 
She was dumb as the realm of spirits, for the dead one 
whom she had visited Mill clung around her heart; hut 
she was great as a spirit from that realm : for the 
ethereal luminous nebula of the moon, the standing over 
the dead, the look into eternity, the lofty night, and the 
mourning exalted her foul, and one almost forgot that she 
wept. — Emanuel still held his wings spread out over 
the scene, and looked sublimely over the graves : " How 
all sleeps and rests here on this great green death -bed ! 
I would lie down there and die. — Did not something just 
speak? — The thoughts of mortals are words of spirits. — 
We are night birds stealing through the dubious atmos- 
phere, we are dumb night-walkers who fall into these 
pits, when they awake. — Ye dead! crumble not so mutely 
into dust; ye spirits, ye that come forth out of your 
buried hearts, flutter not so transparent around us! — O, 
man were vanity and ashes and a plaything and vapor on 

the earth, did he not feel that he were so a O God, 

this feeling is our immortality"t 

Clotilda, by way of drawing him down from this deso- 
lating inspiration, took liirn by the hand and said: "Fare- 
well, O worthy of veneration ! I bid farewell this very 
day, because to-morrow I leave Maienthal. Live hap- 
pily, — happily till we see each other again; my heart 
will never forge; your greatness, but I shall see you 
again soon." .... Her melancholy at the thought of his 

* Pascal. 

t " 1] im's llv.l'T'Ci-v is grandeur In disguise 
And discontent is immortality.' 1 
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predicted death, her fear of an eternal parting, stifled 
her remaining words, for she wanted to say more and 
thank him more warmly. Emanuel said: ""We shall 
never see each oilier again, Oiotililii ; tor I die in four 
weeks." — "0 God! no!" said Clotilda with the most 
heart-felt and impassioned tone. — " My good Emanuel," 
said Victor, "torment not (his tor men ted one. — -Cheer 
thyself, O tortured one, our friend will certainly stay 
with us."- — -Here Kmamiel risked his eyes to heaven and 
said with a look in which a world lay, "Eternal One! 
Couldst thou hitherto have so deceived me ? — No, no, 
"on the longest day thy stars will draw me upward, and 
thy earth will cool my heart. — And thee, thou good 
Clotilda, thou soul from heaven, thee, then, I certainly 
see to-day, God knows ! for the last lime with thy lovely 
cheeks and in thy earthly form, — I bless theo and bid 
thee farewell, but heavily and sadly, because I must still 
live so many days without thee. Go through life with 
soli influences breathing around thee, keep thy heart 
high above the many-colored mist of earth and above its 
storm-clouds, - — indeed, thou he-ares t me not, thou bitterly 
weeping face; God pour solace into thy soul, let thy 
parting he more glad ! — Thy friend will he with me 
when I go hence." — Here Victor grasped the hands of 
the trembling form, exhausted with weeping, who vainly 
wiped away her tears to see her teacher once more and 
press his Image on her soul ; and when Victor cried wildly, 
"Giulia! sainted one! mitigate the woe of thy friend in 
this hour, hold this breaking heart," then said Emanuel, 
looking on both with indescribable tenderness: "I bless 
you, like a father, holy pair of souls ! never forsake, never 
forget each other ! — ye blessed spirits here above the 
glimmering mould of the crumbling coffins, give these 
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two hearts peace and happiness, and when I am dead, I 
will float around your souls ami q:iicf. them. And Thou, 
Eternal One, make these two mortals beneath thy stars 
as happy as I, — take nothing from them, nothing on 
the earth, but life. — Good-night, Clotilda \" . . . 

— The Whitsuntide (lays are over ! — 

And I thank thee, kind Destiny, that Thou hast given 
me health tor the joy oT sketching such a fleeting golden 
age, since my weak, unequally lulling heart deserves not 
to paint such raptures. — And for thee, my dear reader, 
may the Whitsuntide feast have sweetened some ash- 
Sunday or passion-week of thy life !* — 

• Here ceded Bidder's thin] volume. — Tb. 
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jlLEVER Romjmee-v.ri(.evs create out of writ- 
nk and printer' s-ink a new and terrible 
tyrant, give him a throne either in Italy or 
the Orient, — and then (unlike children who 
ran away from the figure llicy have drawn) they step up 
courageously before the painted, crowned tyrant, find tell 
him the grandest, but boldest truths to his face, which 
betray the free man, and which no crooked courtlmg 
eould well repeat, bi-l'ni'u his sovereign. Sucli dare-devils 
remind me so often of two abecedarians, when I pass 
a gate in Oat Lune in Uoi', on which a painted lion reare 
himself and his mane, and curls and .-ways his tail and 
his tongue. For one of the aforesaid abecedarians said 
to the other as I was hurrying by : " Hear me, I tell you 
I 'H seize him by the tail, I'm not a bit afraid." But 
the other tyro, who had a much bolder thought, coolly 
mounted a corner-stone and said: "I first, Sir, I thrust 
my list right into his jaws, — so !"• — 

It is the same boldness with which an author often 
attacks on paper, not only the aforementioned grim king 
of beasts, but also the critical feline race, — which Lin- 
nffius reckons in the royal line of lions, — while he shakes 
judicial chairs as coldly and boldly as if they were 
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painted thrones, and so in general scolds and assails 
Journals in his Prefaces. A writer of power can do 
this. I, for my part, :mi periiiips us audacious in this as 
any one, and paint out for my?cif expressly the following 
review-cat, in order to grapple with her freely and fear- 
lessly, and to show by her what courage can do. 

In the first place, the Reviewer who charges me with 
being indebted to the amount of two whole Intercalary 
Days, — the one after the Fortieth and the one after the 
Forty-fourth Bog- Post-Days, — cannot have seen this 
Second Edition at all ; the two Prefaces with which I 
have enriched it, the first and this, will answer with all 
sensible men for true Intercalary Days, 

Secondly, my Beviewer will find fault (in future) 
with' my indulging my manner. But let him hear now 
the Philosopher (namely, myself) : Manner is of itself 
nothing but what follows : the aesthetic ideal and in- 
tegral, like every other, is reached only by an infinite 
power, but we with our finite strength are incessantly 
coming nearer to it, never so much as near; Manner is, 
therefore, as the Philosopher takes it, a finite mirror of 
infinity, or the expression of the, relation in which every 
temperament and number of strings of any given jEolian 
harp stands to the score of the infinite music of the 
Spheres, which it has to echo. Every combination of 
human powers gives only a manner ; and higher spirits 
would find in Homer and Goethe the human manner 
at least; nay, the higher angelic hierarchy would find 
the lower mann eristic, the seraph the angel of the 
churches. But as I am not even an ordinary angel, — 
not to say a seraph, — another Reviewer than he who 
will criticise me would have presumed beforehand that I 
should have a manner. — And such I manifestly have. — ■ 
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But yet more : as the degree and the relation of our 
powers change from year to year, ■ — and consequently the 
product and proceeds of the same also, the manner — : 
accordingly and unfortunately (lie manner of the fiftieth 
year generally sets itself as the corrector of that of the 
twenty-fifth ; or rattier there ensues a heterogeneous 
adoption of children of two marriages, in which both are 
Josers. Such n simultaneous [Tystoron-Proteron* is still 
worse than if one should undertake to clip and grind 
down the Grecian statues of one of Winkelm aim's ages 
of art according to the statues of another. Pour rather 
a pure, flowing work iulo thy present, mould, and do not 
wait to force it in when il is cast and hardened !— -Even 
granting I should become hereafter another and a wiser 
man, I would never graft the old man upon the youth. 

Man regard- himself in t.Iie concert-hail of the universe, 
if not as the solo-player, yet as one of the instruments, ■ — ■ 
instead of a single tone, — as in fact the Prince looks 
upon himself as an Oberon's or at least hunter's horn,— 
the poet as an oaten pipe. — - the author as a composing- 
instrument, f — the Pope as the organ- works, — the belle 
as Bestelmeier's hand-steel-harmonica, or as a quail- 
whistle, — my reviewer as a pitch-pipe, — and I on my- 
self as Mael/el's great Pan harm onicon. But we are all 
only tones, as in Polenikin's orchestra every one of the 
sixty metallic limes gave, only one tone. Therefore I am 
glad of every individuality, of every manner, as of anew 
semitone in the church music of nature?. 

Tliirdly, I know nothing by which I can see more 
clearly my future reviewer's perplexity for want of mate- 

* Last-First, or the co 

Brything 
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ria peccans to censure, than this, that he sticks to such 
pitiful trifles — in future — as the following evidently are, 
that I, e. g., have appended this Freihce, tliat I have 
bound the work in four separate Parts, and by this 
fourth part have made, for an earlier possessor and hook- 
worm, the sheet-worm* of the- old edition wholly useless. 
From the like specimens and savings, wherewith such 
a Spartan Ephor Emerepes will rob me of the fourth 
and highest string, which I stretch on my fiddle full of 
rising fifths, let the indulgent reader form an idea how 
the whole of the Review must look. I am ashamed to 
go on. 

Fourthly, I find universally, that, if an author in his 
Preface charges himself with a slight fault, which, how- 
ever, he himself hardly believes, then the critics forth- 
with adopt and double this charge, as, among the Romans, 
a suicide who failed to accomplish the act was afterward 
regularly executed. If the author, having his eyes thus 
opened, strikes into another line, and bestows upon him- 
self, beforehand, some praise, — and that not apparent, — 
t/tis is not even accepted, not to say doubled. In that 
case the Devil may be speaker of the prologue! — ■ 

Meanwhile he seems also io be only Reviewer, and less 
a sly than a coarse customer. Many and really glaring 
incivilities, however, I willingly forgive my future re- 
viewer, whereas I pardon nothing to a Gallic or British 
one, because lie knows how one should treat people. — 
I play with him myself in (his anlicriiiujic in no specially 
polite manner, nor do I, as the peasant doffs his hat be- 
fore higher lightning?, coil'mim; before his. Besides, the 
judges after the Hiiodal Recension address the defendant 
• The term applied to the abridged title of a boot recurring at tlia 
bottom of every .sheet 
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as "thou." A mild (critical) winter is unwholesome to 
him upon whom it comes. For the rest, I simply wait 
and watch for the hour when I shall be celebrated and 
have on laurel-leaves : then I shall not, any more than 
other contemporaries who have now set up laurel-trees, 
suffer any one to find fault with me ; and few will under- 
take it, just as on pictures which have been smeared with 
laurel oil no flies alight. 

Fifthly and finally. It is well known that the deceased 
authoress, Ehrmann, when the advocate Ehrmann had 
accepted and noticed with much approbation one of her 
works in the Stnissburg Gazette, married him on account 
of the review. If the editor of some journal play his 
cards so adroitly thai a. female coadjutor in the magazine 
shall welcome and announce my Second Edition of Hes- 
perus (or Star Venus) with the admiration which the 
First Edition universally receives on account of its 
charms ; and if lie will only tip me a wink as to the sex 
of my reviewer, — in which connection, however, this 
must be looked to, that the critical person shall be, on the 
whole, still in the best blooming period of a reviewer's 
life, wherein one can still readily feel and impart and 
favorably review the fire of the Evening Star or Venus, 
and so much the more, as even in physics only green 
wood is a conductor of the electrical ilame, but dry a non- 
conductor, — if the editor "ill sec to and execute all this, 
then the author of this nnticritique pledges himself with 
his signature to wait upon the coadjutress immediately 
after the receipt of the review, and with the usual cere- 
monies to marry her. 

JEAN PAUL PR. RICHTEB. 
Elof in Voigtiand, June 8, 1797. 
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NINTH INTERCALARY DAY. 



VICTOR was an enemy to the exclusive taste in 
philosophy quite as much as in poetry. Oil all 
systems — even of the heretics of Epiphanius and of 
Waleli — the form of truth is imprinted, as the human 
form is in the hcstinl kingdom, altiimi-rli in holder and 
bolder lines. No man can helieve in nonsense proper, 
although ho may speak it. Singular it is, that precisely 
the consequent or consistent systems, without the atomic 
Glinamen * of feeling, deviate from each other the most 
widely. System*, like the passions, only at the focal 
distance throw the brightest point, of light upon the ob- 
ject; — how pitifully, e. g., does I he great theory of self- 
subjugation run out of Christianity over into Stoicism, — 
then into Mysticism, — then into Monackism, till the 
stream spreads out ami oozes away into Fokism, as the 
Rhine loses itself in the sand ! — The theory of Kant, 
with all logical systems, 1ms this tendency to run into 
sand, and has that deflection f of feeling in common with 
the inconsequent ones, which living- together the wast- 
ing arms again to a renewing i bun ta in -head. The two 
hands of the Pure Reason, which in the antinomy J 
scratched and beat each other, the Practical Reason 
peacefully joins together, and presses them, folded, to the 
heart, and says, here is a God, a Conscious Person, and 
an Immortality ! 

* Tha gradual sapping of logical striott'.dos liymura! freeclom. — Tb. 

t The genius: (if i:« F.iLM.h:;;; through T.be 1'racrical Reason. 

t Oppositiou of laws. And yet iniiinaailT,;. is an oppooant of law. 
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Victor first fructified lii:- soul wirh great. Nature or with 
poets, and then, and not till then. awaited tlie dawn of a 
system. He discovered {not invented) the truth by 
soaring and surveying, not by penetration, micros copic 
inspection, and syllogistic groping from <>:ie syllable of the 
book of nature to another, whereby one gets its words 
indeed, but not their sense. That creeping and touching 
belongs, he said, not to the finding, but to the proving 
and confirming of truth ; for which he always took les- 
sons of Bayle : for no one is a poorer teacher in the dis- 
covery of truth," or ,1 hotter one for flic proof of it, than 
■ Bayle, who is its mint-assi-iycr, but not its 



THE ESSAY. 

IF I wrote it in Gottingen, I might make it in para- 
graphs and more thoroughly, because the Flachsen- 
fingen folks would not disturb me. Meanwhile it must 
still be written here, in order that J may have a patron 
and advocate in my own person against the court-gentle- 
men, who want to transform my 'soul into my body. 

The Brain and Nerves are the true body of the " I " ; 
the rest of the environment, is only the body of that body, 
the nourishing and protecting bark of that tender pith. — - 
And as all the changes of the world appear to us only as 
changes of thai pith or marrow, accordingly the pith- 
and "pulp-ball with its streaks i^> the proper world-globe 
of the soul. The inverted nervous tree springs from the 
swollen brain of the tujLu; us from 11 kernel, which it also 
resembles in appearance, and ascends with sensitive 
branches as spinal marrow, even to the anatomical sum- 
mit of the horse-tail. This marrowy growth is grafted 
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upon the venous tree as a consuming parasitic plant. 
And as every twig is a tree in miniature, accordingly — 
for all this is not a correspondence of wit, hut of nature 
— the nervous ganglia are iiuirl.h cerebral chambers in 
small. The terminations of the nerves, in their develop- 
ment, open out on the retina, on the Sclineiderian * 
membrane, in the gustative knot, &c, into leaf anil flower. 
Hence, e. g., we see not with the continuation of the optic 
nerve, hut with the delicate unravelling of its stamina ; 
for the great dissolving picture-gallery on the retina can- 
not possibly, by a movement of the nervous spirit, (or 
whatever one will assume — for after all it conies back to 
motion,) be slid back to the bruin ; in which case, besides, 
the two galleries of the two eyes would have to pass 
through the two prongs of the visual nerve and coincide 
at ils handle to one picture. 

Consequently the image in the eye. ear, &e., if it is 
to serve any purpose, must be felt forward on the point 
of the nerve, — in one word, it is even more absurd to 
shut up the soul in the locker t of the fourth ventricle 
of the brain, i. e. in a pore of this tubercular plant, than 
it would be if one who, like me, ascribes an animating 
soul to the flower, should imprison the same in the 
ground-Story of the dull kernel. Rather would 1, surely, 
locate the soul in the finest honey-vessels of the senses, 
the eyes, than in the insensible brain, if I did not, in 
fact, believe that, like a Hamadryad, it inhabits and 
warms and stirs every nervous bough of tin's animal 
plant. The under-tied or severed nerve conveys, it is 
true, no further sensation, not however on account of the 

• Named after its discoverer. — Te. 

t The Zshiijm- is ori'.-':i:i'h- ibe narrow interval between the town- 
wall and the town itself. — Tk. 
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interruption of the connection with the soul and residence 
chamber in the brm'n. lmt because the nutritious spirit of 
life is cut off from it ; tor the nerves, like all finer organi- 
zations, need so much a continuous supply of food, that the 
arrested heating of heart and artery suspends in one 
minute all their powers. 

I go further and say outright, beforehand, — by way 
of contradicting two errors: those organs do ■ not feel, 
but are felt ; secondly, 'he organs are not the condition 
of Mi feeling in general, but, only of a certain kind. 

The last first : as the organ (i. e. its changes), which ia 
as much a body as any gross object, whose own changes 
it brings in contact with the soul, is nevertheless felt by 
the spiritual nature immediately and without a second 
organ : accordingly all cor; > or till substances give the spirit- 
ual essence sensations as well as the nerves do, and an 
unembodied soul is not possible, for the simple and sole 
reason, that in case of the dissolution of the body it 
would then wear the whole material universe as a 
heavier one. 

My first assertion was, one should not say the percep- 
tive, but the perceive*!- organization. The nerves do not 
feel the object, but. only change the place where it is felt, 
and their changes, ami those of the brain are only objects 
of sensation, not ■hit/ruuiM/.ts thereof nor in fact sensation 
itself. But wherefore ? — 

I have more than one Therefore. A body is capable 
only of motion, although, to be sure, that motion is only 
the show of the aforementioned combination and the 
result of the powers concealed in simple parts. The 
string, the air, the auditory ossicles, Ike auricular nerves, 
vibrate ; but the vibration of the latter no more explains 
the sensation of a tone than the vibration of the string 



ssted by G00gle 



could, if the sou! were chained to that. Thus, despite all 
images in the eye and brain, the discernment of them is 
still nut yet made out or explained ; or will you say, per- 
haps, that for some- such reason sis this, because the senses 
are mirrors full of images, tlieveibre the spiritual eye is 
dispensed with or made good ? And docs not the change 
of the nerve presuppose a second in a. second essence, if 
it is to be perceived ? Or does another motion in this 
essence represent tlic fir* I motion ? 

This brings me to the brain. That greatest and gross- 
est nerve — the somidin^-lsoari! of all the others — shows 
up to the soul Ihe delineations of (hose images which are 
introduced by the rest. Upon the whole, I am of opinion 
that the brain serves more the nerves of the muscles, 
the veins of the limbs, which meet in [he hand of the 
soul, and all, in fact, more as nourishing root, than it 
serves as a case of instruments to the pictorial soul. Aa 
most of our ideas are served up on visual images, and 
take from thein their ground color, it is probable we think 
more with the optic nerve than with the brain. Why is 
it, as Bonnet has observed, that deep-Lb biln rig wearies the 
eyes and sharp-seeing ibe brain? Why do certain ex- 
cesses blunt at the same time the memory and the eyes ? 
The fever-images playing (heir antics outside of the eyes 
of the sick and people of lively fancy, like Car-dan, who 
saw in the dark whatever he thought vividly and glow- 
ingly, are explained in my hypothesis. 

In regard to the brain there arc two errors ; hut Heaven 
save my friends only from one of them. For from the 
other ISeimarus can guard them, who has fully proved 
that the brain is no _ZEolian harp with trembling strings, 
nor a camera-obscu'.'a v.ilh sliding pictures, nor a barrel- 
organ with pins for every idea, which the spirit turns, in 
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order of itself to play to and from itself its ideas. If 
now not even the pre-estauli-he'l harmony of the brain 
and the mind, nor the niutttal o.cr-'rmpaidment of the two, 
is conceivable, so is their identity absolutely impossible ; 
and this is precisely the error from which the above- 
mentioned Heaven has to keep my friends. The mate- 
rialist must first set up all that which Reinwus has over- 
thrown ; he must petrify 111 the brain-pa.p the millions of 
pieturc-cabi.uet 3 oi' seventy years, and yet again make 
them movable like Eidnphydca* and deal out the shuf- 
fled card-images to every second of time ; he must see 
to it that these animate/, dancing images, are forced into 
rank and file. And then, after all, and only then, doe3 
his difficulty properly begin ; ibr now — even if we grant 
him that the images see themselves, the thoughts think 
themselves, that every iniaginalion darkly mirrors all 
others, and even the conscious " J," as a monad, does the 
universe — now (wo say) he must first get him a gener- 
alissimo who shall command anil array this immeasurable, 
fluctuating host of ideas, a compositor who shall set up 
the idea-book from an unknown manuscript, and, when 
dreams, fevers, passions, have shaken all the letter-cases 
into pi, shall rearrange all the letters alphabetically. 
This ruling unity and power— without which the sym- 
metry of the microcosm is as inexplicable as that of the 
macrocosm, that of the ideal world as that of the actual — 
is precisely what we call a spirit. To be sure, by this un- 
known power neither the origin nor the succession of ideas 
is mediated or explained, but, assuming only the known 
force of matter, motion, all that is not only incredible, but 
absolutely impossible ; and Leibnitz* can more easily ex- 
plain motion by dark imaginings, than the materialist can' 
» The sensuous unices of the :i™;ient Greek philosophers. — Tfi. 
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imaginings by motions. In (he former case motion is only 
semblance, and exists only in the second contemplating 
being, but in the latter the representation would be 
show and would exist in the second — representing sub- 
stance. 

I have often quarrelled with men of the world who 
make good observations find miserable conclusions, he- 
cause in case of the least dependence of the soul upon 
the body — e. g. in old a^e, intoxication, &c. — -they 
made the one a mere repeating- work of the other ; nay, 
I have even said, no dancing-master was so stupid as to 
conclude : " Inasmuch as I dance awkwardly in leaden 
shoes, more nimbly in wooden ones, and best of all in 
silk ones, I see clearly from this, that the shoes have 
special springs to comuiuriiculc rapidity ; and as with 
leaden shoes I can hardly lift, my feet, if I were barefoot 
I could hardly make out a single. Pas." The soul is the 
dancing-master, the body the shoe. 

We cannot conceive any action either of bodies upon 
bodies or of monads upon monads ; consequently, of the 
organs upon the conscious being, si ill less. This we know, 
that the cohesion and community of goods between soul 
and body is always the same, or at most greater at the 
times when others would expect it to be less; for the 
greatest depth of thought, the holies: emotion, the highest 
flight of fancy, are precisely wh:il need the waxen wing- 
work of the body most, as its consequent exhaustion also 
gives assurance ; the more incorporeal the object of the 
ideas is, so much the more corporeal haud-and-draught- 
services are necessary to the holding of it fast, and at 
most the periods of "stupid sensuality, of spiritual enerva- 
tion, of blear imbecility, are the ones with which we must 
make coincide the periods of liberation from the chains of 
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the body. Even ilic moral power with which we trample 
down wanton, .m,shoi>!ini< bodily impulses works with 
bodily craws and tools ; and the soul in this case merely 
summons the brain apibsst. llie stomach. — Add to this, 
that the limits and hindrances lo such fettering and en- 
fettering are as little to be assigned as the causes of the 
same. Still less can tin; bonds of the soul, as some think, 
grow looser and longer in dream. Sleep is the rest of 
the nerves, not of the whole body. The involuntary 
muscles, the stomach, the bcurl,, keep on working therein, 
not much less than when one lies down awake. Only 
the nerves and the brain, i. e. thinking and perceiving, 
are suspended. Hence slumber refreshes men while 
riding and driving, who therefore rest nothing but the 
nerves. Hence weak-nerved patients, whom all rest 
wearies, are refreshed by dreamless sleep. By the way, 
without the theory of disort/n-ittziiluin which assumes 
negative and positive nervous electricity, the phenomena 
of sleep are inexplicable ; — e. g. it is inexplicable in that 
case, why opium, wine, manipula.no n, nnimality, child- 
hood, plethora, nourishing food, perfumes, on the one hand, 
are precisely what promote sleep; while, on the other 
hand, torture, exhaustion, old age, temperance, pressure 
011 the brain, winter, loss of blood, fear, grief, phlegm, fat, 

spiritual enervation, also provoke it. At most in deep 

sleep, when the nerve-body rests, could we suppose the 
soul loosed from earthly chains ; iti dream, on the con- 
trary, it should rather be supposed the more closely fas- 
tened, because dreaming, as well as deep thinking, which 
also locks the gates of the five senses as well, is surely no 
sleeping. Hence dreams wear out 'the nerves, to the 
inner overstraining of which they add outer impressions. 
Hence morning lends both the brain and our dreams equal 
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animation. Hence the sleeping animal — except tiie 
effeminate tame dog — has no unhealthy dreams. Hence 
even Aristotle aligns ::ni]~n;il dreams as forerunners of 
the sick-nurse. Hence — I have now dreamed enough, 
and the reader has slept enough. — 
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MN the morning after 1.1ml. great night Victor 
took leave of this consecrated burial-ground 
of his fairest days with unconcealed tears. 
Often he looked back on these ruins of his 
Palmyra, till nothing of them was left standing except 
the mountain -ridge as a flre-j>roof wall. "When I come 
back hither four weeks hence,'' thought he, " it will only 
be to see the deiith-angel lay my Kmn.nuel on the altar 
and under the sacrificial knife." He bethought himself 
how dearly he pa.ii] for this feast of tabernacles by the 
death of a friend;* and how the latter, without such com- 
pensation, suffered jusl ai> great a loss. For lie felt that 
the frightful word " scoundrel " had now come in as an 
eternal wall of reek between their sundered souls. — He 
called to mind, indeed, and right gladly, what there was 
to acquit his late friend, purlicnlnriy his being hounded 
on by Matthieu and his listening when he swore eter- 
nal love to Clotilda; nay, he even suspected that the 
Evangelist had perhaps let poor Flamin see far in the 
background peculiar motives (these suggested by the 
Apothecary) for a love, by whose object the favor of the 
Prince was to be secured, — but his feelings v. 
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repeated to him : " He still ought not to have believed 
it! — ah, hadst l.hon only," said he with emotion, at the 
sight of the city, " pierced me with balk or with other 
terms of contempt, that I might have easily forgiven 
thee! — But that thou shouklst have done it with just 
this ever-gnawing vono-uous sound!"- — He is right; the 
injury of honor is not there I ore I he less, because the other 
inflicts it from full conviction of right. — For the con- 
viction is precisch" die offence ; ami the honor of a friend 
is something so great, that a doubt of it should hardly 
dare to arise except by its own confession. But thus do 
separations easily grow out of little concealments, as from 
March clouds July tempesls. Only a perfected noble soul 
can forbear to try any longer the tried friend, — can be- 
lieve when the enemies of the friend deny, — -can blush 
as at an impure thought, when a dumb, flying suspicion 
soils the gracious image, — and when at last the doubts 
are no more to he conquered, can still banish them for a 
long time from one's actions, willing rather to fall into an 
economical improvidence than into the heavy sin against 
the Holy Spirit in man. This firm confidence is easier 
to deserve than to have. 

In the noisy fotmdery ami mill of the city he felt as if 
in a dreary forest. Accustomed as he was to tender 
souls, the city ones appeared to him all so thorny and 
unpolished ; for love had, like tragedy, purified bis pas- 
sions in exciting them. All hung over so ruinous and 
moss-grown as if on the verge of a collapse, whereas the 
clean mirror-walls of Maie-ntk.il rose firm and radiant. 
For love is the only thing which fills the heart of man to 
the brim, although with a nectar-foam that soon sinks 
again ; it alone composes a poem of some thousand min- 
utes without the rattling repetitious of the letter E, as 
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the Dominican Cardone* exeeuted a poem upon it quite 
as long under the name H R — sbandita f without a 
single R, — hence, like crabs, it is finest in the months 
without an R in their name. 

The first thing he had. to <lo in Flachscnfingen was to 
write to Clotilda. For as ilic Evangelist Matthieu would 
now in all probability go out into all the world and preach 
the gospel of the pistol-duel between the two friends to 
all people, there was nothing else to do for the sacred 
reputation of his beloved than to transform her into a 
betrothed by a publicly declared engagement. Flamin's 
newly kindled passion could not be considered at all in 
comparison with Clotilda's justification. The exclamation, 
"Thou art my brother-," which the convulsions of anguish 
had wrung from Clotilda, had of course been incompre- 
hensible to Flarnin. and had fallen unheeded on his ear; 
but for the listening Mut if had become a grand text and 
dictum probam of his doctrinal system respecting their 
being brother and sister. — In tie letter, therefore, Vietor 
besought his friend for a tacit assent to his suit; he left 
it to her, by his silence, to guess the moat disinterested 
motives of bis prayer. 

He appeared now on the war-theatre of souls, of which 
one seldom catches an exact map, the court; — to his 
heart, filled with paradises, even the apartments seemed 
like glass cases of a stuffed aviary, which one strews with 
powder-brass, eonehs, and flowers, and the live articles 
of the rooms like dried birds stuffed ivir.ii wood or arsenic; 

• D' Israeli, in his "Cnrioaities of Literature" (Art. Literary 
Folliei), userlberj this to one Bragorio Leti, who, lie says, presented 

n,di=,erj;irK« lo the Academy of Hi 
which he hud purposely omitted ( 
eeiled Jt." — Tr. 
t The E disbanded. — Tb. 
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through the snakes wire was drawn, as through the tails 
of great beasts, and (lie tree -runners on the throne stood 
on wire. — ■ — ■ So very m-ioh had lie become through the 
Whitsuntide festival the aniipodc of us who in colder 
blood easily remark what ia sublime and noble about a 
court. — The newest news he heard there was that the 
Prince in company with rhe Princess was to take a journey 
to the mineral springs of St. Luna, he to cure his gouty 
feet, she to cure her eyes. Victor was really not quite 
tolerant, when he thought to himself, " Tf you will not 
fare any better, ihen, for all 1 care, go to the D-— — ." 
The Paullinum was to him a slaughter-house, and every 
anteclramber a chamber of torture ; the Prince treated 
him not with courtly courtesy, but with coldness, which 
pained him so much the more as it proved that he had 
loved him, — the Princess more proudly, — only Mat- 
thieu, who loved best to talk with people who mortally 
hated him, had a face full of sunshine. From him and 
from his sister and Mine unknown persor.s he had to take 
ami worry down pome light, si lake, -poison of persiflage 
about his duel, which the stomach indeed digests, like 
other snake-poison, lint which injected into wounds. dis- 
solves the blood of life. Does not even my corre- 
spondent fail into a fury and send his fury to me through 
his Capsarim,* the Pomeranian dog, saying: " Let any 
one keep cool, if he can, who is warm, tliat is to say in 
love, and whom death has not yet made cold, let him keep 
cool, I say, before the stinging smiles of a court-sisterhood 
at his sensitive love, especially before (hose higher ladies 
who are Goddesses, and on whose Cyprian altar always 
(as with the Scythian's) a stranger is sacrificed, and to 

* A came given by the Komans to the slave who curried the chil- 
dren's school-books after them. — Tft. 
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whom (as the- Gauls h eli<- veil of tlieir Gods) malefactors, 
roues, Orleanses, arc [he mosl acwpvabh; offerings! — Or, 
even if be can dispose of that, let him composedly hear 
himself mocked for his love by an Evangelist who invents 
and dresses up on the subject the following maxims : La 
decence, ajoute n.ux plaitirs da I'indeei-iice : la vertm est 
le sd de Vamour ; mats n'en prenez pas trop. — Jaime 
dans les feimnes liis acres de cole re. de douleur, de joie, 
de peur : ily a icijows dans lew sang houillant qv.elquc 
chose qui est favorabh- rnu: kmiiiim.- — (Test la ok la finesse 
demeure covrte, iiin'l fnn.i do I'anthoHsinam-p. — Lesfemmes 
s'etonnent raremmt d'etre. erv.es. foiU.es ; '/est du contraire 
qu'eUes s'etonnent un pen. — L' amour pardon/": toujours 
a Vamour, raremr.nl. a la raison* — Ulessed are the ad- 
versaries [sighs Knef ] who are at liberty to cudgel one 
another." 

The Evan^elisl threw a corn wive drop on the nerves 
of Victor's heart, when, despite his knowledge of Flamin's 
noble extraction, he twitted him with this, that like a 
modern French Equilibrist of Freedom, be could not 
marry indeed a citizen, but yet could — tight with one, 
And it went through his soul to see the friend who had 
lieen stolen from him so sorely impoverished in friends, 
that this Matthicu mis the last scion and support of the 
line, who did not even before Victor take the trouble in 
the higher circles to assume and continue playing the 
part of a friend of Flamin. A good man has his sensi- 

* "Di-oencv i.<! !.^ t'l Ow |;lo:i-.u , i:^ of i\'!oe>.'^".'.';. ; vi;tu'' i^ tlui suH 
of love; but don't lake too much of it. — I love in woman bursts of 
linger, of grief, of joy, of fear ; there i; alwuys in their boiling blood 
feoinetiiing which is favorable t:i msn. — It is where finesse falls short, 
that enthusiasm ; s needed. — Women arc rareiy astonished at being 
thought weak; it is at the contrary llmt. thi'-y a.re somewhat aston- 
ished. — Love always pardons love, rarely reason." — Tn. 
VOf- ii. 13 
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tive heart screwed, as it were, into a flattening press, when 
he is obliged to stand before people (as Victor here is 
before so many) who hate and insult him, — in the begin- 
ning he is cheerful and cool, and is glad that lie cares 
nothing about it, — but he unconsciously arms himself 
with more and more contempt, by way of opposing some- 
thing to the insult, — -at last the growth of the contempt 
announces itself by the disag rev able feeling of love going 
out and hatred coming in, and the bitter aqua-fortis seizes 
and devours its own vessel, the heart, — Then the pain 
becomes so great, that he lets the old human love, which 
was the warm clement of his soul, run again in streams 
into his bosom. With Victor something else was added 
to the embittering elements, — his previous softening ; 
one is never colder than alter great warmth, just as 
water, after boiling, assumes a jrreater coldness than it 
had before. Love, intoxication, and sunk 1 times the inspi- 
ration drunk from the si^lii. of nature, make us too kind 
towards our favorites, and too hard upon our antipodes. 
Now when Victor in this bitter mood looked on at a 
card-table, and delivered 10 himseli' internal lectures upon 
the whole assembly, kcUtres on heads,'- in which, instead 
of heads of pask-buaril. lie availed himself of thicker ones: 
then the recollection of the still, humane tolerance where- 
with Clotilda had accommodated herself to those very 
people out of love to her parents, made the whole ice- 
panoply which had formed around his heart, as round a 
flower, melt down, and his warmed heart said with the 
first joy it had known to-day : " Why then do I hate 
these full as much tormented as tormenting shapes so 
bitterly ? Are they here only on my account ? Have 
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not they also their conscious being ? Must they not drag 
with thorn this defective, nfilicteii self through all Eter- 
nity? Is not each of them still loved by some soul or 
other? Why shall I then see in them only matter for 
detestation, and draw acid from every look, every tone? — 
No, / will Jove men mzrvbj benciM l!mj are men." — 
Tea, indeed! friendship may desire merits, hut philan- 
thropy only the human form. Hence it is precisely 
that wo have all such a cold changeable love of man, 
because we confound the -worth of men with their claim, 
and will not hive an\ thing about them, lint virtues. 

Our Victor felt as light as after a tempest ; the bitter- 
est thing which Insults can do to us is, that they compel 
us to hate. On the oilier hand, he felt now how impure 
our resistance to evil, which we give, out, for virtue, is, 
and how disagreeable it is even to a noble soul to combat 
enemies without bearing malice against: them ; for this is 
still harder than blessing and protecting them without 
hiving them. 

Thus some weeks elapsed during his enforced landings 
at the hostile court, — for 1.1 ie request of his father ruled 
his heart, — and vain hopes of Clotilda's decision, and 
tearful retrospective yeanlings toward the suspended 
days of love and the desolated days of friendship. Clo- 
tilda's silence, however, was precisely an assent to his 
coming; still he superfluously announced to her by a 
second letter the day of the same. For the rest, to him, 
thus bound to the throne as to a whipping-post, thus hurled 
out from all the objects of bis love, thus fixed upon noth- 
ing but a far-oil' iliundering future, in which his Emanuel 
aiier fourteen days sinks Into the earth and his Clotilda 
into a thousand sorrows, the present, grew close and sul- 
try. Around him whirled an unripe tempest, and, as at 
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the equinoxes, the clouds hung immovably about him aa 
a great thick mass, and the secret laboring in the high 
element had not yet decided whether it was to run to- 
gether in tear-drops or break tip into blue. 

At last he went to St Luna ... in sooth only sadly 
blest I could he glance at the Luna footpath or at the 
Parsonage, which covered (lie stages of buried friendship, 
without turning away hie overflowing eye, without think- 
ing how much vainer is the loving than the life of men, 
how fate employs precisely the warmest hearts for the 
destruction of the best (just ae one uses only burning- 
lenses for the calcining of precious sli>i/i:s). and how many 
a silent breast is nothing but the sunken coffin of a beloved 
and faded image ? — ■ It is a nameless feeling to wish to 
love a friend for memory's sake, and be obliged to shun 
him from honor. Victor wished lie. could forgive his in- 
fatuated darling; bat in vain: the arsenical word which 
pains me in bis name remained still, in spite of all sweet- 
ening juices with which he swathed it, lying undissolved 
and corroding and deadly in his soul. Good Flamm ! 
a stranger could love thee, 1, for example; but the friend 
of thy youth, no more. 

Victor strode along tremblingly before the picture- 
gallery and music-hall of ids mirrored and echoed child- 
hood, the parsonage, likewise before the scouring Apol- 
lonia, to whom he gladly gave a deeper greeting than his 
rank allowed, and before old Mops, who mixed himself up 
in no family feuds, but cordially invited hint with his tail. 
— Not his pride kept him back from visiting the (as- 
sumed) parents of bis adversary, hut the anxious appre- 
hension that the good people wo:, Id perhaps worry them- 
selves to death before hiin in at) embarrassing conflict 
between politeness, between old love and new reaent- 
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mcDt. But he resolved by a letter to the noble-souled 
Parson's wife to satisfy his love and her sensibility. 

Then be came into the presence of his beloved ! — I 
remarked day-be fore-da.y-bcibre-yesterday, while reading 
the German-French history, where, as is well known, 
the crowned name Clotilda also reiprns, by the redoubled 
heatings of my heart, how I should feel then, when I 
came actually to see this Clotilda, whom for three quar- 
ters of a year I have praised ; for that Knef, and the dog 
too, are no knaves, and that the whole history has not 
merely transpired, but is still transpiring, I see by a 
hundred traits which no fancy can well invent. If the 
biographer should get sight, of the heroine, there would 
arise nothing but a new volume and a new — hero, who 
would be — ■ myself. .... 

She was sick ; that evening had piuncoii like a vulture 
upon her heart, and had not yet drawn out its bloody 
claws. Her soul seemed only tins mi gel, that guards the 
earthly casing of a saint, from which the soul has tied. 
The Chamberlain met the Court. Physician, as if he knew 
nothing of any duelling. What mothers generally 'do, 
that the father did; he forgave every one who was in 
high station and who wanted his > laughter. The proposal 
which Victor at last made to him surprised him only 
because he had hitherto thought the l;:tter postponed it 
merely on account of uiK'ci-taiul.y respecting Clotilda's 
inheritance and relations in life. His answer consisted 
in infinite pleasure, infinite honor, &c, and other infini- 
ties ; for with him all was one ; hence, too, Platncr 
asserts with justice that it is in fact only the finite of 
which man cannot conceive* Lo Baut would have 



* Liioon siya; " As to tiai.-s widiont iui end and space 
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handed over his daughter, even if he hail not wished to ; 
he could not refuse niiyi'uing to one's face, not even a 
daughter. Moreover, no one could come and sue for 
Clotilda who would not have fitted into some one of his 
projects (the four chamber, ni' his brain were full of them 
U|i to the ceiling). Naturally, therefore, a son-in-law was 
what he now most wished, since his daughter might ac- 
tually die without his having yel. used her for a leaping- 
pole and lever of his body, — and because, secondly, the 
duel-talk preyed upon his heart ; not as if he had not by 
healthy vermiform * motions digested the hardest things, 
but because, like cultivated men without honor, lie loved 
to appear on occasion of slighi insults with alarm-cannon 
and fire-drums, in order to steal the right, in the case of 
complete but productive cases of dishonor, pierced with 
veins of silver, to lie there still as a mouse. The only 
thing which looked uiijilcasnist. to the Chamberlain, but 
which he immediately got over by the fact of giving 
his word {regarding his daughter) to the Court Phy- 
sician, was, that, he had previously given the selfsame 
word (secretly) to our Mat, As his Lordship, who was 
soon to return, could harm him and help him more than 
the minister could, be gladly broke his old word, for the 
sake of keeping Ids newest ; for not only his last will, but 
every will, man can change as he will, and if he is a man 
of his word, he will be fond of making entirely opposite 
promises, in order to oblige hiiu.-elf to keep one of them. 
If the lying conduct of (he Chamberlain, after such ex- 
cuses, still needs one, he has this in his favor, that he 
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certainly hoped Clotilda, when he had given his Yes, 
would answer No, and (!r\re and — suffer instead of him. 
At least he held out ibis hope before bis angry wife, 
and referred her to Clotil.la's former No, which had laid 
upon our Victor such heavy hours, and to her unchange- 
ableness. I wish o;ie could bnve. afterward petrified or 
cast his face in piaster in the slate into which it fell upon 
being informed of Clotilda's Yes. What could the step- 
mother, the Clisimherliiin's lady, who was always the 
esquire and ally of this Evangelist, do in the matter fur- 
ther than to make a friendly face and the remark, that 
" no one was harder to manage than a spouse whom 
everybody managed " ? 

The formalities of the betrothal itself awaited the re- 
turn of the Lord, and oilier e.i renin s tune os. Let me not 
say anything of the love of this couple, exalted as it 
had been by so many sorrows. When, to love, the love 
of man also is actually wedded (a thing which many 
a one will not understand at all) ; — when in the breath 
of love all other charms of the heart heeome more beau- 
tiful, all fine feelings still liner, every flame for the 
sublime still higher, as in oxygen gas every spark be- 
comes a lightning-flash, and every glowworm a flame; 
— when the eyes of the two lovers seldom meet, but 
their thoughts often ; — when Victor almost dreads to 
retain a heart to which he has cost so much, so many 
dark days, so many anxieties and almost a brother;-— 
and when Clotilda divines tins delicate shrinking and 
rewards him for her sulR'.rings ; — - then is it impossible to 
convey to many persons a sketch of such an ethereal 
flame, to say nothing of its colors ; for the few it is 
unnecessary. 

In every new relation into which a beloved object 
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enters, love begins again at the beginning and with now 
flames ; e. g. when we meet her in a strange house, — 
or among new persons, — or as a traveller, — or as a 
hostess, — or as a flower-gardener, — or as a dancer,—- 
or (which has the greatest effect) as a betrothed. This 
was Victor's case ; for from the hour when the wish 
of inclination is exulted into the command of duty, and 
when the dear soul delivers herself and all her hopes, 
and the reins of her whole future, into the beloved hands, 
there must in e'ery good man's heart be a voice call- 
ing: "Now she has no longer any one on earth but 
thee, — now let her be holy to thee ; 0, now spare and 
guard and reward the dear soul who believes in thee ! " 
— Victor was inexpressibly moved by this relation 
through the incidental circumstance that tins very Clo- 
tilda, this firm, proud ball-queen and queen of heaven, 
who with so many energies and so much independence 
went her way over the snares of. men and under their 
laurel-wreaths, was now by the betrothal giving her 
Declaration of Independence with a gentle smile into 
Victor's hands, and wished now nothing more than to 
love and to be loved j for this sweet condescension of 
bo lofty a form Victor knew no sacrifice, no wound, no 
gift, which would have seemed to him great enough to 
repay her.— Thus should one love; and every new 
right and sacrifice which chills the common man, makes 
the good one warmer and more tender. 

Although Victor by the rights of his new relationship 
found a more domestic and comfortable life with his 
parents-in-law ; nevertheless it pained him that he was' 
daily obliged to see the ever-memorable parson age-peo- 
ple in their garden, and yet that the iron fence of the 
previous duel and the present betrothal shut him off 
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from their hearts. For the same reason must he also 
renounce the Britons and their standing club. Le Baut 
however thought it an act of prudence: "for it was 
known on good authority, that they were Jacobins, and 
Frenchmen in disguise." — 

But Clotilda's soul could no longer bear the deep 
sorrow which she felt to be weighing on her friend, the 
Parson's wife ; she invited her by a note to a friendly 
walk. They met on the observatory; and Victor saw, 
with the deepest emotion, how Clotilda immediately took 
the iiand of her oldest friend, and never, for the whole 
way, let it go from hers. 

Clotilda came back with a countenance illumined with 
joy, and with eyes which had wept much, and with 
heavenly features in which shone an unnamable, not 
so much more ardent as more tender, love. Not for 
some time could she pnilkiently command her emotions 
to communicate (o Victor somciMmj of the interview : 
for I think I can detect that it was not all. The Par- 
son's wife — Clotilda related — received her with a look 
full of crushing sorrows, but neither with coldness nor 
suspicion. At first neither could do anything but weep, 
and they spoke not a word ; Clotilda was still more 
overcome, and Iter tears still continued to flow, when she 
began to relate her betrothal. She laid the hand of her 
friend upon her heart, and said ; " Now is our friendship 
severely tried. I still believe in yours, — believe in 
mine [' — only this once, dear friend, stand firm ! Heavy 
secrets, over which I have no right and to which I have 
only in a small degree the key, bring us all so near to 
these dreadful mis understandings. Only this time rely 
upon it firmly, that you and I are changing out relation 
to each other as little as our characters." — Here the 
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Parson's wife beheld lier with a great look in which 
the old love for Victor slill gleamed on, and then em- 
braced lier all at once with dry eye? and said: "Yes, I 
rely upon you, do you what you will, and though I 
should at last be the only soul left" — The last addition 
would at another time have offended Clotilda ; ah, it 
could not do so now ; 0, slie was glad to have something 
to forgive! 

After the narration she told lier friend, that, in case 
the invisible n ess and l.iic silence of his Lordship lasted 
much longer, she should perhaps, rather than wait, un- 
dertake the toilsome journey to London to her and 
Flamin's mother, in order to persuade the latter, as tho 
solution of all these dangerous riddles, to come to Ger- 
many. — Ah, could Victor's sclf-siicri.lki.ng heart make 
an objection to ilic sacrifices of others? — -No! his woe 
was redoubled, but also his respect and love. 

In this situation of things there came to Clotilda a 
short letter from Emanuel. 

"Last evening my Julius came to me with a basket 
full of garden-earth anil begged me for flower-pots and 
for hyacinths, because, he paid, hi: was bringing earth for 
both. He had fetehed the soil for his flowers from the 
hill of thy Giulia. — — I drew his white- and red-bloom- 
ing face, which resembles the pink with the red point, 
to my breast and said, ' Ah, who tends the flowers of 
man, when he has passed away?' And I meant him 
too with his tender bloom, into which may sorrow never 
fling its heavy rain-drops I — O Victor and Clotilda, 
wdien the lilies of the earth benumb me and put me into 
the last slumber, then adopt ye my blind Julius, and let 
this soul full of' love be guarded by your loving souls ! 
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" Clotilda ! I now beg or wish something of you, 
which you perhaps can hardly grant Ah, come on the 
longest day to Maienthal, thou fair soul ! Cannot thy 
heart bear it? Didst thou not, accompany thy Giulia even 
to the blind gate of the grave and there see her soul soar 
up and her body fell to the earth ? 0, if thou and thy 
friend, in the last hour, when life folds tip its flashing 
peacock -mirrors and lets them sink heavy and colorless 
into the grave, could stay by me, as the two first angels 
of the future world ! — For at the moment when the 
whole earth like a shell breaks off fYo;ri the heart, the 
naked heart clings faster to hearts and would fain warm 
itself against death, and when all bonds of earth tear 
away, the flower-chains of love bloom on. O Clotilda! 
how heavenly to close my life in the presence of thy 
Elysian form ! I should already be hovering around 
tltee unfettered on the wings of eternity, to look upon 
thee, and if I could not wipe away thy tears with the 
ethereal hand, I would console thy heavy heart with a 
strange rapture ! Ay, if man were blinded in the 
forecourt of the second world, still thy form would re- 
main as an after-shining sun-image before rcy closed 
eyes! — O Clotilda, if thou shouldst come! Ah, prob- 
ably thou wilt not come ; and only the Eternal, who 
numbers the hours of the second life, knows when I 
shall see thee again, on the second enrth. and how great 
are there the pains of longing. And so then farewell, 
and move on, lofty soul, in thy path beneath the clouds, 
— when I behold thy friend, thou wilt touchingly stand 
before me, — and when I die on his heart, I shall pray 
for thee, and say to God : Give her to me again, when 
on her head tho flower-wreatii of earth is great enough — 
or the crown of thorns too great ! — - Clotilda, never 
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change, and then T shall no! ask Destiny : TIow long will 
she smile down below there, how long will she weep 
there ? Never change '. 

" Emanuel." 

The two fell softly on each other's hearts and were 
silent over their thoughts; Emanuel's love glorified theirs, 
and Victor had too great a respect for his friend and Ma 
beloved to consdle the lattor. He did not once ask her, 
how she answered Kmanuel's prayer; lie knew that she 
must refuse it, because otherwise her heart would break 
beside the loved one. 

When at last he parted from her and from St. Luna, and 
she was compelled to reflect thai in a few days he would 
go to Maienthal, — and when in his eyes and here tears 
stood which indicated more than one sorrow, and whioh 
not, man dries away but death or God, — then Victor 
during the farewell looked upon her with the mute ques- 
tion, " Shall I say uothiag to our beloved ? " — Clotilda's 
soul remained most erect under burdens, and she never 
appeared greater than through tears, as the stars in a 
heaven full of rain come out brighter and larger; she 
looked up to heaven as if asking. " Couldst thou, all- 
gracious One, crush us so deeply ? " ■ — ■ then she weighed 
with oppressed heart, the heavy grief, — then she found it 
too great for utterance — and too great for endurance, — 
and she no longer believed it, and said ambiguously, with 
wet eyes and with ambiguous smile, " No, Victor, we 
3hall surely all meet again ! " 

Victor went oil' not long before, the two crowned bath- 
ing-guests arrived with a considerable retinue. — I re- 
mark it with quite as little resentment as Victor felt on 
in, that Agatha, i:ol withstand.- jig the maternal 
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example, broke off entirely, first with Victor, i. e. with 
the Antipodc and Anti-Christ of her beloved brother; 
secondly and still more with Clotilda. 

It may lit: stated, that I suppressed (lie foregoing letter 
of Emanuel in the first edition, for the simple reason — 
for I had it in my hands early enough, as well as many 
other documents of this history, which nevertheless (for 
reasons) will never be published — that I feared it would 
be affecting; a susceptible soul finds, as it is, too many 
sorrows in this volume ! — But for that very reason >je 
will not leave out. what there was, in the first edition, of 
the comic, and accordingly I proceed. 

We readers wilt, with Victor, take leave of the Cham- 
berlain, who, with his half upright eyebrows, — they 
incline to each oilier at the bridge of the nose in the 
form of the mathemuiicid sign of the root,* — parts from 
us with true, obliging rourreoiisness. .[ know, when we 
arc gone, he will let us find justice, and will make too 
much out of us ; for he never calumniates either from 
malice or from levity, and whom he calumniates, him 
he has a serious intention to destroy, because lie would 
rather make one unhappy than paint him black. — When 
I saw him bend down so to us, I executed in thought a 
half-satire upon him, whereof the true and serious pur- 
port may be this: that men are actually created for the 
purpose of making themselves as crooked as the spiritvs 
asper^ is. I do not exactly build much upon this, that 
geometers have written : If the Gods assumed a form, 
it must be the mo.st perfect, that of a circle; I might, 

* TIi at part of the 110=0. Impponp alw to be. o:i[]«i its root in Ger- 

eek) which has a crooked shape, 
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to be sure, draw this conclusion from that, that a crooked 
back ia at least an approximation to the divine form, 
because it is an are of a circle, - — but I do not care to ; 
for the physical is child's play on this subject, and only 
of consequence in so far as it partly indicates the crook- 
ing and creeping of tiie soul, and partly (e. g. by the 
narrowing of the chest) promotes it. Even at court they 
would dispense with the external bending, if they could 
be sure that the inner and nobler crook of the disposition 
were there, without the sign ; lor as. according to Kant, 
the subjection anil casting down of our sell-conceit is a 
requirement of the purer and the Christian morality: 
accordingly one who has absolutely no moral excellences 
must with his self-consciousness thereof stoop still lower 
than to lowliness, which even the virtuous has; he must 
sink to that which I call a noble crawling. I confess 
I do not despise the practice which the little rules of 
breeding insure herein, and which besides undertakes to 
be nothing but virtue in trifles, the rules, namely, that 
one shall bow when one contradicts, — when one praises, 
— when one receives an insult, — when one offers one, — 
when one bows another down, — when one would just 
precisely play the Devil. But it is well that such a virtue 
of crooking lias its own places of exercise, and does not 
depend on chance. At court a man with straight body 
and spirit would be cast out as dead, in the court sense, 
like a crab with a straight tail, which only a dead one 
carries. If formerly hermits chose lowly cells, in order 
not to stand upright, a man of the world does not need 
this;. lofty banquet-hulls, temples of pleasure, dancing- 
halls, press him. down so much the lower, the higher they 
are themselves. — It were b:ni, if this so important virtue 
of bending downward presupposed a special strength of 
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mind or body, which no one, indeed, can bestow on him- 
self; but exactly the reverse' is the case ; it will have 
only weakness, which with h.irsHs is not so, for they can 
no longer let down tin? tail when its sinews are cut. If 
the Pharisees carried lead in their caps in order to make 
it easier for them to stoop,' the lead which one brings 
into the world with him, and which iies in the head, ren- 
ders perhaps still greater services. Hence it is a fine 
arrangement, that great souls, for which, as for tall 
statures, stooping is disagreeable, fortunately (but for 
their punishment) never come to anything, whereas 
mediocre ones, who make uolliitis of it, flourish and put 
forth a goodly crown : thus have I often seen in the 
baking of bread, that, every moderate loaf in the oven 
rose and arched beautifully, hut the big one remained 
sitting there flat and miserable. — But we should be 
subjects for pity, if a virtue which constitutes: the worth 
of the civilian, the virtue of becoming not merely like 
children, but like foetuses, which double themselves up 
in the mother's body, — if this could only prosper in the 
highest place, as one must almost suppose, since the 
courtier after the fall goes upright again on his estate, — 
whereas the serpen t before lite fall ami during the tempta- 
tion did not creep. — But in all civil relations educational 
institutions for cronH/n-ys are provided: everywhere there 
stretches out in the air now a spiritual and now a secular 
arm, which gives us the regular crook, and still higher 
are the longest of all set, which reach over whole nations. 
The scholar himself bends over his writing-desk under 

* The Pharisees did it, — like cei'diin Jev.-.s. v.'lsu also always walked 
;r to leave a little room 



3S tod by Google 



304 HESPERUS, 

the birth of introductions and courtly dedications and 
opinions. By the mere heaviness of old age the body as 
well as the spirit ripens to a bony humpback, and the 
lower clergy, because they ave always looking downward 
into the grave, work thenisidvt* into the crooked posture. 
■ — ■ I conclude with the consolation that bending does not 
exclude inflation, but includes it ; just as the circle, of 
which one is a section, run* innumerable times around the 
swollen sm'faee of the sphere 

I would truly have written over this " Extra-leaf" that 
tide as a heading, — so that the reader might have skip- 
ped it, — had I not wished that lie should read it, by 
way of diverting himself, and of sharing move easily with 
my Victor his dismal hours. For every stroke of the 
clock is a. death-bell sounding out a dead march for the 
wreck of his fairer hours. 

The very evening he entered into Fladiseniiug^n, 
stones quite as ugly as p-obable came to his ears ; Mat 
had told the Apothecary a good deal; but this time I 
give in to his reports. 

That is to say, the Parson, so soon as be heard of 
the betrothal, had set out for the city in order to frustrate 
murderous deeds and duels on the part of his son. As 
during his dressing the whole of his travelling uniform 
did not lie at the very instant before bis eyes, he threw 
off to hia family light icd-erayon-drawings of the bloody 
scenes and bloody sruffolds, upon which, he said, he 
reckoned, as lie probably, on account of the detention in 
dressing, should arrive too late. The shrunk boot which 
Appel had dried a little at the fire could not bo got on to 
the foot, — Eymann gasped, — pulled, — "It is possible," 
said be, " that they are at this very moment letting fly 
at each other"; — at lasl lie let his anus lall back powev- 
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less, and sat calmly and firmly bolt upright, and waited 
silently for them to lire :if him ami question liim. When 
nothing came, he said with fury: "Whatever Satan it 
may he that has got. into my house, ;i-id has made my 
toots shrink up so, (I would undcit.'ike to get my foot 
into a leather queue, through a needle's eye, but not into 
one of them,) he has the murder of my child upon hi3 
soul. — Is there then no child of misery about here, that 
will just polish my heel lor me with a little soft soap?" — 
While they were forcing ill his foot, he saw Appel still 
busily ironing away at Ids shirt-bosom: " Enough, Ap- 
pel! very good!" — said he, — "I really shall not unbut- 
ton myself." She glided away lightly on the flat, which 
was, as It were, the skate under her hand. " Daughter, 
thy father wants his shirt. The life of thy own brother 
is put in jeopardy by thee, - — it is just as if thou wert 
giving him the finishing stroke!" She glided nimbly 
only once more on her hand-skate over the whole, and 
then handed it to him with pleasure. 

On the way the chaplain sketched 10 himself a safe and 
sound plan of proceeding in the business. He would in 
the beginning make no disclosure of the engagement to 
Flamin, — then he was going to read to him only the 
penitential text upon the Mnleiilhal duel, — then to ex- 
tort from him the Ifrphcde or solemn oath to keep quiet, 
— and only at the very last to come out with the report. 
While he was thinking over the plan and the danger, he 
ran himself into a hotter and hotter sweat of anxiety. 
Just as he had once, by a long drawing out of conse- 
quences, driven himself and a patient who had a slight 
buzzing in the ears to such a pitch, that they both ex- 
pected the next minute apoplexy and paralysis of half 
one side: so, in ihe present instance, by a picturesque 
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treatment of the details of an imaginary duel lie at last 
removed from himself so thoroughly all doubts about 
one's having already Irony it red thai lie passed in through 
the city gate with the Arm conviction that the Regency- 
Councillor was lying either in chains or on the bier. 
" Thank God that I see thee without wounds and with- 
out chains," was the expression that escaped from him 
on his entrance; and he had almost spoiled his whole 
business plan, or at least reversed it. Flamin under- 
stood him to refer to the first duel. Eymann could so 
much the more easily follow out the management of the 
case and phlebotomical table of rules which he had laid 
down, and, so to speak, fight a duel with the duel. The 
silent son ha.d nothing to oppose to him — but light beer. 
While he was getting it, the Parson had pulled at the 
knobs of all the canes to sec whether there were no 
sword-canes. A pistol-like tinder-box at. a distance was a 
suspicious object to him. A double-barrelled gun on the 
wall near by, with its — stock aimed at him, took away 
much of his courage. Flamin excused his taciturnity 
on the ground of legal pkthora and over-freighting of 
the brain, and pointed to the pile of criminal documents 
before him. When he was called upon to give him an 
extemporaneous abstract of them, and when of course the 
war-cries prison, l.>lu'xl-;iuil!i.)i«ss,. artit^irty sword, whizzed 
like a hissing rain of bullets round Kymann's ears ; then 
did the agony which he aggravated by the more rapid 
douche of the pale ale expand itself so mightily within 
him that the double-barrel li-d pin had to be hung up in 
the chamber: "I get nothing by it," said he, "if it goes 
off and bursts, and the lock flies into my face, or if the 
stock actually kills me." Now he began in a compound 
fit of emotion and intoxication to weep aiid to exhort: 
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that a man ought to think on the fifth petition in the 
Lord's prayer, — that a country clergyman could with 
ill-grace preach to his spiritual fold reconciliation, if ho. 
had a son in the city, win) (luring the sermon was fight- 
ing a dual, — and that Flamin must never say he was 
his son, if he cither got or pave the fhtat shot in a duel. — 
Nothing so easily drew the storm-wind of Flamin's anger 
out of its cavern, as a doleful voice and long religious 
edicts. " For God's sake," cried Flamin, " let that he 
enough now, — God shall punish me, I will he lost to all 
eternity, I swear to you, if I ever touch Mm even." 
This oath which escaped him was magnificent marsh- 
mallow-paste and soft ice-cream for the heated court- 
chaplain, who from forge tfulness of his order of business 
now adopted, the opinion that the betrothal was already 
full well known to the Kegeru-y -Councillor. " Thinkest 
thou not, son," said he joyfully. '• that such an oath re- 
freshes and comforts an anxious father like the latter 
rain, especially as, since her betrothal to him, I have had 
absolutely nothing better to look for than murder and 
assassination ? Am I right or not ? " — Flamin flung up 
by a single question tlm cover from this murderous armed 
spectre of his heart, ■ — and now he heard his father no 
more ; pale, full of convulsions, he sat there in silence, — 
the back of the chair cracked under his pressure, — he 
twisted and tied his watch-chain round his fingers, and 
tore it off and mashed the remnant again round the 
bruised finger and crushed it to pieces, — in his glassy 
eyes stood two heavy, rigid, cold drops, — his heart 
shrank up empty and spiritless before an approaching 
and frightful death-chill, which, when a friendship is mur- 
dered in a bosom, always precedes the burning wrath 
thereby excited, — Ah, who of us does not pity the un- 
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happy, forsake,:] soul ? — P.ymann went away deceived, 
and took this calm for mere eahn, and [he broken and 
.choked voice for emotion. 

And in this bloody slate lie was found by Matthieu, 
who had just come to nun ounce to the E eg en ay- Councillor, 
as if with twenty-four Wowing postilions (from a noto of 
the wife of the Chamberlain). Victor's victory over the 
whole of them. This fellow now first transformed the 
iceberg into a volcano, and made Flamin in his pent-up 
fury feel as if be could shatter to pieces one quarter of 
the world against another. 

Victor heard nothing now for some days. Flamin 
locked himself up. Matthieu visited him often, but not 
the house of the Apothecary. The crowned pair arrived 
at last at the baths of St. Luna. 

Thus all remained till the morning when Victor took 
leave of the Apothecary to go lo Maienlhal before the cur- 
tain of a heavy scene. Here the Apothecary could not 
deny himself the pleasure of depriving the Court-Physician 
of his, by imparting to him the (probably false) intelli- 
gence, that the Page had challenged the Chamberlain on 
account of bis breach of promise with regard to Clotilda. 
Little or no importaneo is to be attached to the report, 
for the reason, if for no other, that the Apothecary wanted 
only to cough out his own praise and disguise it in the 
shape of a commendation of Victor, that the latter had 
known how, with such infinite finesse, to carry out his 
recent hints of undermining the Evangelist. The hints 
were, as will be recollected, the two propositions of becom- 
ing the lover of the Princess and the husband of Clotilda, 
in order to gain the Prince, and thus, m a swine docs a 
rattlesnake, to swallow Mat with impunity. One must 
forgive the soul of Victor, gnawed by a worm's-nest of 
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afflictions, for blazing up and attacking Zeusel with an 
eye full of the pmloundest contempt, " I know not who 
would deserve to listen to such propositions, — unless it- 
is he who can make them." 

My correspond on! leaves oil' alirunl.ly and sadly with 
the words: "Late in the evening. Victor arrived with 
swollen eyes at llaionlbal, to see whether on the next 
day his noblest teacher ami greatest 1'riend would wither 
away." We can all conceive what must be the em- 
brace of a loved one a Tew paces from his grave. The 
friend who threatens us with his death takes a painful 
hold of our soul, even if we doubt it. We can all imagine 
the wet eye which Victor must have cast on the still 
blooming scene of his withered rose-feast. — What con- 
soles him is the improbability of the predicted death, 
since Emanuel is as well as usual, and since suicide 
is still more impossible with this pious spirit, who long 
since compared the suicide to the lobster, who cannot 
draw out the claw wbieli be himself in his stupidity has 
jammed and crushed with it; mate, but snaps it off. — - 
May the reader Imn^ with him to the- description of the 
longest day,* which I am to make all alone under the 
exalting stillness of night, a heart like that of the East 
Indian, which liLe old temples is dumb and dark, but vast 
and full of holy images ! 

* Thus did Emain«l iihvuys name SL. JuluVs J:iy, though not with 

I.iui",:cc ii-:tmiio;'iic:Ll uwumcy. 
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TBE Sublime II01.-1; tifkore MiriNimiT. — The Blissful Ajtee- 
MmmflHT.- The Soft Evehiho. 

fjlO-DAY I present Emanuel's last day (which 
r lies cooled oil' and extinguished among 
the days of eternity) with pale outlines to 
the fantasies of men. My hand trembles and 
my eye burns before the srenes which in funeral veils glide 

around me and lift their veils so near to me. 1 shut 

myself up to-night, — I hear nothing but my thoughts, — 
I see nothing but the night-suns which move across the 
heavens, — T forget the weaknesses and the stains of my 
heart, that I may gel the courage to lift up my head as if 
I were good, as if I dwelt on the height where around the 
great man like constellations lie only God, Eternity, and 
Virtue. But I say to them who are better, — to the silent 
great heart, which increases its obligations in fulfilling 
them, and which satisfies itself on its- r<»i science grows only 
with daily increasing merits, — to the lofty men who have 
warmly pressed the hand of death, who can calmly ask 
him, when lie walks round on morning-meadows, " Seek- 
est thou me to-day?" — to the panting soul which cools 
itself under the cypress-tree, — to the men with tears, 
with dreams, with wings, — to all these I say, " Kinsmen 
of my Emanuel, your brother slretebus out his hand after 
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you through the shortest night ; grasp it, lie would fain 
hid you farewell! " 

THE SUBLIME HOUR BEFOBB MIDNIGHT. 

Victor rose sadly from his dreams, in which he had 
seen nothing but grave- and funeral piles for his friend ; 
but he gathered secret hopes at tlie mmning-greeting, as 
he saw him step forth into his alleged death-morning 
without fever, without oppression, without change. His 
only concern was about the impression which the dis- 
appointed hope of departure would make upon the heart 
of the beloved friend, already half torn from the earthly 
soil and laid hare from earthly environment. The latter, 
on the contrary, stiH bold fast to his dreams, to which 
even liis nightly ones gave nourishment; and he looked 
yearningly into the starless blue, and calculated the long 
road to the twelfth night-hour, when, out of heaven should 
peer forth the stars, and death with that dark, immense 
mantle of his, in which he bears us through his cold 
realm. His heart lay in a sweet siesta, which proceeded 
partly from bodily exhaustion and from the beauty of 
the day. His inner calm, never so great and magical as 
in souls in which whirlwinds and hurricanes have swept 
to and fro, overspread his whole being with a bliss of 
yearning which in other eyes titan bis would have melted 
in tear-drops. 

O Rest! thou soft word ! — autnmnal bloom of Eden! 
Moonlight of the spirit! Kest of the soul, when wilt 
thou hold our head, that it may be still, and our heart, 
that it may cease beating? Ah, ere the one grows pale 
and the other stiff, thou comest often and goest often, 
and only down below with sleep and with death thou 
abidest, whereas above, men with the greatest wings, like 
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birds of paradise, are- whirled about most of all by the 

The tranquillity with which Emanuel played out the 
star-part of life, even to (lie last ealch-word, — with which 
he packed up everything — set all to rights — - gave all 
directions — took leave of all, '■ — stirred up tears and 
tempests together in bis tormented friend. His heart 
had been, indeed, dragged till it was sore over a stony 
road, but its inflammations were now softly cooled off by 
the thought of death ; yet be could not — though with 
the greatest incredulity ahouL Emanuel's death — endure 
to hear it, when Emanuel committed to him at a distance 
the blind Julius, from whom this death was concealed, 
with the low-spoken wordn, " Hold him dear as I do, 
protect, provide tor the poor child, till thou canst deliver 
him over to Lord Horion." His trembling hands could 
hardly take from him a packet to that lord, which the 
friend handed to him with tender eyes and with the 
words, "When these seal* are opened, then my oaths 
have ceased and thou wilt learn all." For his tender 
conscience allowed him to conceal only the import, not 
the existence of secrets. — It will not astonish us, as Vic- 
tor's veins received one wound after another, that, in 
order not to increase their bleeding by agitations, he 
begged the flute-player not to play to-day ; music would, 
on this day, have had too much power over his dissolved 
heart. 

The morning they spent in fare well- visits to old paths, 
bowers, and heights ; but Emanuel performed not here 
the sharp, passionate climax- purl of the tifih act; he broke 
not forth, upon an earth where death grazes, into any 
unphilosophical outcry because he should not see the 
flowers plucked and the grain cut, nor the green fruit 
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grow yellow; but with a higher rapture, which beyond 
the earthy spring promised itself still (hirer ones, he took 
his leave of every flower-, went through every leafy wind- 
lag and shadowy i)igid-|.He&.', drew out of eveiy mirroring 
pond his transfigured form lying as -it were in the earth, 
and showed a more iifleelior.Eile atlenliveness to nature, 
now that he hoped to-night to i.'ome nearer to Him who 
created it. He sought and Victor shunned every occasion 
to speak of all this. " Only not. lor the last time ! " said 
the latter. "Not?" said Emanuel. — " Does not every- 
thing happen only once and for the last time ? — Do not 
Autumn and Time, as well as Dt.-a.Ui, separate us from all? 
— Does not all part from us, even if we do not part from 
it ? — Time is nothing but a death with softer, thinner 
sickles ; every minute is the autumn of the past one, and 

the second world will be the spring of a third. Ah, 

when I one day retire again from the ikiv.ery surface of a 
second, and when on the heavenly death-day I see the 

twilight of the memory of two lives, in the 

future lies a groundwork for infinite bliss as well as woe, 
why does man shrink wifh awe only before this?" — Vic- 
tor disputed the immortality of memory. " Without mem- 
ory," said Emanuel, " there is no life, only existence, no 
years, only seconds, — no I, only representations of it. — 
A being breaks up into as many million beings as it has 
thoughts, — memory is merely consciousness of present 
existence."* — -Even the Poet philosophizes at least for 
poetry and against philosophy. — Victor thought: "Thou 
good man! to myself, not to thee, I made these objee- 

Ifc was towards noon ; the sky was clear, but sultry ; 

« See Dr. Thomas Brown's Mental Philosophy on the subject of 
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the flowers announced by Ihcir skulling up the gathering 
of the elect™: fires ; all meadows were altars of incense, 
and fragrances went forth as prophets of tlie storm-clouds. 
With the physki.il skinny material there accumulated in 
Victor a correspendin^ mural element; — he reflected that 
often a hot day ended the life of consumptive patients ; 
— ho confounded at limes the bii.kransa of parting with 
its probability ; for man, deceived by the aerial perspec- 
tive of fear, fancies a shape of terror so much the 
nearer, the larger it is ; he wept at the very thought that 
he might weep ; but nevertheless reason would have held 
the upperhaud of the feelings, had not the following oc- 
currence benumbed both. 

In Maicntlial there dwelt a madman whom they called 
by no other name than that of the crazy skeleton. For 
three reasons he was called so ; first, because ho was an 
anatomical preparation of leanness ; secondly, because he 
carried round the fixed idea, thai Death was after him 
and wanted to seize and (ibilnct him by the left hand, 
which he therefore concealed : thirdly, because he gave 
out that he could see when any one was going to die soon 
by the look of the face, which in that case was already 
overspread with the indentations and abscesses of cor- 
ruption. In Moriiz's experimental psychology* a similar 
man is described, who is also said to be able to detect the 
forerunners of death and its triturating hand on faces 
which appear to others smooth and ruddy, whereas he sees 
them seamed with the lunar caustic of corruption. — This 
skeleton it was, which, on the night of the fourth Whit- 
suntide day, when Clotilda was in the churchyard, cried 
out, Death 1 I am already bti.ried.f — Victor and Euran- 

* In the second psirt (if the sisuoiid volume. 
t Page 266. - Tb. 
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uel went ]iom<: dining flu- Striking of the twelfth hour, 
and on their way passed a hill, whereon the skeleton sat 
agitated; the left hand, al which Death grasped, buried 
itself deep into the opposite arm-pit: "Brrr!" it said, 
shaking its head at Emanuel, "he has thee, but not me ! 
Nothing but mould is banning on thee! The eyes are 

, to a man who listens at 

the gate of the invisible world, move memorable than 
those of the wise .man, just as he listens more attentively 
to sleepers than to the waking, to the sh'k than to the well. 
Victor's blood stiffened under the ice-cold clutch at his 
warm life. The crazy skeleton ran off, shielding the 
left hand with the right. Victor took his friend's left, 
looked up at the warm sun. and sought to conceal and to 
warm himself and could say nothing. Down near the 
margin of the deep-blue heaven little clouds smoked up, 
the germs of an evening tempest ; and in the sultry air 
nothing hut vermin flew abroad. 

Emanuel was more quiet and almost troubled, but it 
was not the anxiety of fear, but flint uneasiness of ex- 
pectation, with which we always look upon the folds ar.d 
flutterings of the curtain of great scenes. The stinging 
Bun kept the couple at home. To Emanuel, oppressed by 
the sultry -atmosphere, the last afternoon was almost too 
long. But his friend saw all the time hanging in this 
atmospheric vault a mouldering countenance, which 
seemed to work its way into the beloved fresh one, and 
he continually heard the i-nixy skeleton repeating in his 
ear, " His eyes are out ! " 

In the sultry stillness, when the sun dug and charged. 
the mining pits of the thunder, and when the two friends 
ventured before the ears of the blind Julius to speak only 
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with looks of to-day's future, towards four o'clock a 
fanning evening-breeze came up, which refreshed all 
drooping wings a. nil heads. Emanuel let in these cool 
waves, which ran lalliagly and eo':n:brti;ig'ly over the bent 
flowers at the window, and llowed down along the waver- 
ing folds of the eurlains, and strayed and plashed through 
the fragrant foliage of tlic room. Then came an infi- 
nite stillness, a dissolving bliss, an inexpressible yearning 
into Emanuel's heart. The joys of his childhood, the 
features of his in other, the images of .Indian fields, all 
beloved, mouldering ibrms, the whole gliding reflection 
of his youth's morning, flowed along glimmeringly before 
him ; — a melancholy longing for his native land, for his 
dead, friends, distended Ins bosom with sweet, distressful 
emotions. Thai overseen palm-grove of youthful mem- 
ory he laid as a cooling herb around Lis own and Ilorion's 
brows, and brought over the whole first circle of his exist- 
ence out of the Indian Eden into this narrow housing 
before the two latest objects of his affection. But as he 
thus heaped up the ashes of the Phoenixes of joy on the 
altar of the evening-sun, — as he thus at his exodus 
looked back over all the Elysian fields of his life as they 
lay behind each other, — as the whole of earth and life, 
overspread with morning dew and morning redness, trans- 
formed themselves helbre him into the glimmering play- 
ground of humanity ; — then was be unable to master any 
longer his emotion and his melted heart, and in a blissful 
agitation, in a manbling gratitude to the Eternal, he 
begged the blind youth to take his (lute and let the Song 
of £csias>/, wliieh lie always had played for himself on 
the morning of the new year and of his birthday, sound 
after him as an echo of his dying life. 

Julius took the flute. Horion went out under a loud- 
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rustling tree and looked into the setting sun. Emanuel 
placed himself at the breezy window opposite the purple 
Stream of the evening light, arid the song of rapture 
began and flowed in si-roams Into his heart and round the 

And as the tones of the spheres seemed to well out 
from the sun, which in the evening redness, like a swan 
dissolved in melodies, died of rapture before God in gold- 
haze and dew of joy, — and as all the flowers where- 
with the Eternal goodness covers our heart, and all the 
blissful fields through which its., gentle hand conducts un- 
certain man, (lew by before Emanuel like angels, — and 
as lie saw the future heavens, into which the way of life 
leads, drawing nearer, — and as ho saw these infinite 
arms cover all wounded hearts, stretch over all millen- 
niums, bear all worlds and yet even him too, him, puny 
son of earth; — then was it impossible for him longer to 
restrain his full heart ; it hurst with gratitude, and from 
his eyes again fell the first tear-drops after long, long 
years. These holy drops lie wiped not away; in them 
the evening-red ran to a blazing sea ; the flute died 
away ; Victor found his eyes still glistening; Emanuel 
said, " see, I weep for joy at the thought of my 

Maker 1 " Then were there between these exalted 

men, on this holy spot, no more words, — death had lost 
his form, — -a sublime sorrow deadened the pangs of 
separation, — the sun, over which the earth had rolled, 
touched with his erect beams the heavens and the night 
and the bottom of the clouds, — -the earth glimmered 
magically like a dream -html scape, and yet it was easy to 
quit it, for the other d re a in -land sea pes covered the sky. 

The earths of night (the planets) had already come 
out, the suns of night (the fixed stars) had already come 
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forth after them, the moon had already enveloped itself 
in the southeast storm : when Emanuel saw that it was 
time to end the scenes of the valley and go up to his 
Tabor, to give Death the wing-dining of his soul. Hesi- 
tating, he begged Victor to go forward a little, that he 
might not see his parting with (lie blind one, and haply 
betray himself by sympathy ; for Victor had represented 
to the blind one the journey into the other world as only 
one upon this earth. He ytiitionecl himself unhappily out 
before the Unshod sultry fields through which once had 
passed the rivers of paradise of his love, on which he 
had once at Clotilda's side seen fairer evenings ; on the 
earth was the stillness of death, as in a church by night, 
only a leaden cloud, bent down toward the earth, blustered 
round the heavens, and Death deemed to go from cloud to 
eloud and array them for battle. 

At last lie beard Julius weeping. Emanuel came 
flying out, but ill his eyes stood heavier drops than his 
former ones.' And as the forsaken blind one turned away 
his dark head from his friends in the house- door- way, 
either because ho knew "not which way they had gone or 
would listen to know, then was Victor barely able, for 
inward sadness, to will hack to the bowed form, which 
dwelt in a double night, that he would return after twelve 

In the bald evening greeting, " Good night, a pleasant 
sleep," which Emanuel gave and received, there was more 
stuff for tears than in whole elegies and farewell-speeches ; 
so true it is that words are only the inscriptions upon our 
hour,* uud the ripie:;of-v<tices of the scoring of our key- 
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So soon as Emanuel came out before the night heavens, 
before the hurricane chained thereto and before his death- 
mountain, angels lifted up again his softened soul, — he 
saw death deseend from heaven and set up the liberty- 
tree on his grave, —he saw the friendly stars draw 
nearer, and they were the heavenly eyes of his friends 
and of all blessed beings. Victor dared not disturb his 
poetic hopes by any reasons ; much rather was he himself 
from hour to hour drawn deeper into the belief of his 
death ; at least he feared that to-day's storm of rapture 
might rend asunder the frail dwelling of this fair heart 
and of its sighs, and that death would creep about the 
noble soul till by it* very wings, as il rose in. its ecstasy, 
he could pluck it away from life, as children go round and 
round the butterfly till at last it lifts its wings folded on 
one another into their pvedntory lingers. 

Emanuel delayed by circuitous paths the ascent of the 
mountain, in order to raise his broken friend, whose eyes 
were no longer dry, from one sun to the other, so that in 
that high position he might leek down from the midst of 
lights upon this shadowy earth and hardly notice the 
corpse of his friend on account of its littleness. " Yes, 
this is the reason," said he, " why the earth is every day 
darkened, like the cages of birds, that we may in the 
dark more easily catch the higher melodies. — Thoughts 
which the day makes a dark smoke and vapor stand 
round about us in the night as flumes and lights, as the 
column which floats over Vesuvius appears a pillar of 
cloud by day and is a pillar of lire by night." Victor per- 
ceived the design, liiimuli". of consoling aim, and became 
the. more disconsolate and continued silent. 

They did not go up on the side of the mountain to the 
weeping-birch, but over its slowly ascending ridge. They 
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overlooked the theatre of night, over which the moon 
and the storm were coming up under a veil; Emanuel 
stopped and said: "O look up and see the eternally 
sparkling nioroing-mcadows which lie around the throne 
of the Eternal ! Had never a star shone out of heaven, 
only then would man lay himself down with anguish in 
Ms last sleep, on a dark earth built over like a burial 
vault without an opening." Before eyes which were 
fastened on sun?, flushing glowworms trailed by, and a 
bat whizzed after a gray night-bulterliy, — three St. 
John's day fires; lighted by superstition, brought three 
distant hills out of night, — -all life slept under its leaf, 
under its twig, newer to its mother, and in tlio dreams 
that were strewed about, lay storms, — .fishes tumbled up 
like corpses on the surface of the water as forerunners 
of the thunder. 

Suddenly Emanuel began, with an iil-iitting, not suffi- 
ciently controlled voice : "Verily we should stand more 
composedly beside thy genius who lets fall the last sands 
of slumber on the eyes of our loves, if they did not 
afterward sleep out their last sleep in church vaults, in 
churchyards, but upon meadows, under the open heavens, 

or as mummies in chambers Now then, my beloved," 

they heard already the waving of the weeping-birch, 
"control thy fantasy; thou wilt see near the birch-tree 
my resting-pit open; I have for four weeks sown and 
clothed it with flowers which are now mostly in bloom, — 
thou wilt lay mc thus to-morrow, without any other prepa- 
ration, in my night-dress among the flowers, — and cover 
it up to-morrow, — but do not, thou good man, give my 
little flower-piece such hard names as other men do, — 
to-morrow, I say ; to-day go immediately home to tfty 
Julius, when I .... " (am dead, he would have said, but 
could not find for emotion the soft paraphrase). — 
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Ah! Horion with a sigh tore his agonixed eyes oat 
from the cohl open grotto of his beloved. and could not 
look down to its blooming flowers. He sobbed aloud and 
looked out through tears family into Emanuel's face, to 
see whether he was living or dying. Two glowworms 
crossed one another in glimmering curves above the 
grave, they settled down beside it, and were extinguished, 
for their light ceases with their motion, 

The thunder now struct into Victor's wounds with its 
first clap, — a dissolving lightning covered the Eastern 
horizon, and the flame ran over the Alpine ridges, — the 
lightning-rod on the powdcr-honse flowed, its alarm- 
bells rang, the ignes-ikUii [ihiyed about the tower, and 
in mid-air a hovering luminous point moved fearfully 
towards it. 

In Maienthal eleven o'clock was called, — at twelve 
Emanuel believed he should be gone hence. At last 
Emanuel, unmanned himself by another's sorrow, fell 
upon his. friend and said : "What hast thou further to say 
to me, my beloved, my inexpressibly dear friend? — Bly 
hours are fled, — our farewell approaches, — say thine, and 
then disturb not my dying. Be still, when death climbs 
the mountain, and send no lamentations after mo, when 
he takes me up. — What hast thou more to say to me, 
my eternally beloved ? " — " Nothing more, thou angel of 
heaven ! nor can I," said Victor with bleeding and ex- 
hausted heart, and laid his opnrcssed head with streams 
of teara on Emanuel's shoulder. 

" Now then brent oil' thy heart from mine, and fare, 
well, — be happy, be good, be great. I have loved thee 
very much, I shall love thee once more and then for- 
ever. Good, faithful one, — mortal like me, immortal 
like me!" 
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The storm-bells tolled more violently, — the. hovering 
luminous point advanced u}>oii tho powder-house, — all the 
covered cloud- volcano:^ bellowed side by side and flung 
their flames together, and the (bunders passed like alarm- 
bells between them,- — the two friends lay in each other's 
arms, close, mute, gasping, dusping. trembling before the 
last word. 

"O speak once more, my Hoi'ion, and take leave' of 
thy friend, — only say to me, Eest well! and leave the 
dying." 

Horion said, "Rest well!" and left bini. His tears 
ceased and his sighs wore hushed. The thunder came to 
a fearful pause. Nature was mutely ordering her chaos 
in the tempest. Not a flash gleamed through the funeral 
pile in heaven. Only the funeral lolling of the alarm- 
bells on the lightning-rod continued to speak, and the 
luminous point to creep onward. 

Under the wide stillness lay sleep, dreams, and a 
friend's inconsolable heart. 

In this stillness of eternity Emanuel went up without 
any other hand in his [o 'lie high <ratii which soars away 
in black darkness above time. 

Silence is the speech of tho world of spirits, the starry 
heaven its nunnery -grating. — 'but behind tins nunnery- 
grating appeared now no spirit, not even God. 

The moment was coming when man looks upon his 
body and then on his individual self, and then shudders. — 
The /stands alone beside ils shadow, — a foam-globe of 
being trembles, snaps, and collapses, and one hears the 
bubble vanish and is one himself. 

Emanuel peered into Eternity, it looked like a long 

He looked round him to see whether he cast a shadow, 
— a shadow easts no shadow. 
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Ah f a mute lays man in the cradle, a mute stretches 
him out in the grave. — When lie has a joy, it looks as if 
a sleeper smiled, — when he weeps and wails, it looks 
like weeping in one's sleep. — We all look up to heaven 
and pray for solace ; but overhead in the endless blue 
there is no voice for our heart, ■■ — nothing appears, nothing 
consoles us, nothing answers us. — 

And so we die. .... 

— O All-gracious One! we die more happily; only 
the poor Emanuel wrestled in the silent darkness with 
fierce thoughts which for to long 11 time lie had not seen, 
and which clutched at his paling countenance. But these 
masks flee away, when a friendly iValernal face appears 
before thee and embraces thee. — Horion raised himself 
up and warmed again his bowed friend by a mute fare- 
well. A storm-wind precipitated itself out of the clear 
west into the dumb, laboring hell, and chased out all the 
lightnings and all the thunders. Eo, at that moment the 
bright moon flew out from the back ward- drifted mass of 
cloud like an angel of pence into the unstained blue, — 
then in the light Kmmrad stood distinguished from his 
shadow, — then did the moon illuminate a rainbow of 
pale color grains, which in the Southeast (the gate to 
the East Indies) penetrated through the dark water- 
columns, and arched itself over the Alps, — 'then Eman- 
uel saw again, as previously, the Jacob's ladder leaning 
against the earthly night, — then came rapture without 
measure, and he cried v. ilh out-p-cad anas ; " Ah, yonder 
in the JSast, m the East, ever the road to my native land, 
there glows the arch of triumph, there opens the gate of 
glory, there the dying march through." . . . 

And as just then it struck twelve o'clock, he spread 
out his hand ecstatically towards heaven, which was blue 
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above the mountains, and toward the moon, which re- 
posed serenely beside the tempest, and cried, breaking 
into blissful tears, "Thanks, Eternal One, for my first 
life, for all my joys, for this fair earth."- — 

The flute tones of Julius floated around iHaicnthal, 
and he looked down upon the earth. 

" And be thou over blest, Ihou good earth, thou good 
mother-land, bloom, ye lields of Hindustan, farewell, thou 
glowing Maienthal, with thy flowers and with thy people, 
— and ye brothers, all of you, after a long smile, come 
and blissfully follow me. Now, O Eternal One, take me 
up, and console the two survivors." 

The death angels stood on all the clouds, and drew 
their glittering swords out of the nights, — one thunder 
clapped after another, as if one prison-door of this earthly 
life after another wove flung open. 

The terrible luminous point had crept out of mid-air 
into the powder-house. 

The death-hour had already passed, and yet life had 
not. 

Emanuel trembled will: yearning and apprehension, 
because he felt as yet no sign of dying, — moved his 
hands as if he would give them to some one, — stared 
into the lightnings as if he would draw them upon 

" Death ! seize me," he cried, heside himself, — " ye 
dead friends ! O father! O mother! fear my heart away, 
take me, — I cannot — can not live any longer." 

At that moment a blading, rattling globe flew up into 
the tempest, anil the powder-house- shot itself to pieces like 
an undermined hell. — The explosion threw the flaming 
Emanuel pale into his flowery grave ; the whole thunder- 
ing east trembled ; the moon and the rainbow were 
darkened 
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THE BLISSFUL AFTER-MIDNIGHT. 

Victor, cast head Ion", senseless, at last l)estiiTed hia 
arm and felt therewith the odd lace, on which to-day the 
crazy skeleton had read this night beforehand, and which 
projected above the grave, turned toward heaven. He 
threw himself upon it and pressed his face to the pale 
one. Before his tears had forced their way through the 
hard grief, the clouds carried back their fire-buckets 
and their funeral torches, and transparent foam-fleeces 
softly overflowed the moon and settled down at last over 
the whole valley and over the still couple m a thousand 
warm drops, which so easily remind man of his own 
tears. The blowing up of the powder-house by one of 
the three Englishmen had broken up the naval engage- 
ment of the burning clouds. 

The dismembered tempest had drifted about in little 
clouds and stood above the midnight-red in the northeast, 
when the cold numbness of the shock still held the two 
men fastened together ; at last a hot hand glided down 
from above between their faces, and a timid voice asked, 
" Are you asleep?" 

■' Julius," said Hoi-ion, ; ' come down unto the grave, 
thy Emanuel is dead." .... 

I care not to count the dismal minutes that let two 
wretched beings lie bound by the thorn- girdle of an- 
guish to a pallid one. But brighter moments came, 
which first drove every smallest cloud out of the sky 
and wiped clean the tai-nislied moon, and then opened the 
hot eyes before the cleansed and cooled silvery night. 

"Ah, he has perhaps only fainted," .said Victor after 
a long while. They raised themselves up with a sigh. 
Wearily they drew their beloved out of the grave. They 



ssted by G00gle 



326 HESPEKUS, 

would fain carry him down to his dwelling, in order 
there to bring back again from its sohlice this fair soul, as 
the St John's sun would return from his. With the slight 
energies which grief had still spared them, and with 
the little light which still entered into two wet eyes, 
they straggled along with the crippled angel, while two 
laboring shadows beside them frightfully carried a third 
in the glimmer, from the mountain down into the mead- 
ows. Here Victor went alone into the village, in order, 
perhaps, to provide a more cheerful carriage than a 
hearse. The blind one stayed himself by a birch-tree, 
Emanuel slept like the other flowers, and upon them, 
before the moon. . . . But suddenly Julius heard the 
dead man speak and graze him as he passed through the 
grass; and, pursued by terror, he fled 

— Genius of dreams! thou that walkest through the 
nebulous sleep of mortals and bringest up before the 
lonely soul imprisoned in a corpse the happy islands of 
childhood ! O thou that therein res tores t to our mouldered 
friends the bloom of the cheek and s ho west to our poor 
frenzied heart past heavens and reflections of Eden and 
undulating lawns, on clouds ! — Mugie Genius ! enter 
into this holy night before a man who is not asleep, and 
turn thy crape-covered glass to my open eye, that I may 
see therein, and paint, the Klysian world of light which 
struggles with our earthly shadow, as a pale Luna, m the 
double eclipse ! " 

The enraptured voice of the dead man cried : " Hail 
to thee, thou still Elysium! O thou glimmering land 
of rest ! receive the new shade. Ah, how softly thou 
glowest, — how softly thou breathes t, — how softly thou 
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Emanuel's eyes had opened ; but in his brain burned 
the Elysian delirious idea that lie had died and waked up 
in the second world. thou over-blest ! and indeed a 
glittering Eden did encircle thee, — ah, this glow, this 
breath, this fragrance, this repose, was too beautiful for 
an earth. The moon weaved over with silver threads, 
as with flying summer- gossamer, the green of night,— 
from leaf to leaf, from trees to trees stretched the spar- 
kling veil of tin: illuminated rain, — over al! waters floated 
glimmering banks of vapor, — a gentle fanning threw 
jewels from the Uvigs into the silver streams, — the trees 
and the mountain* rose like giants into the night, — the 
everlasting sky stood over the falling sparks, over the 
fleeting fragrances, over the playing leaves, it alone 
unchangeable, with fixed suns, with the eternal world- 
Studded vault, great, cool, radiant and blue. — Never 
did a valley no glimmer, so exhale, so whisper, so en- 
ehnnt lie-fore 

Emanuel embraced ihe sparkling soil and cried out 
from a burning breast, subdued and stammering with 
rapture: "Ah, is it true, then? do I really hold thee, 
my native land ? — Ay, in such fields of rest wounds 
are healed, tears are stilled, no sighs demanded, no sins 
committed, here in sooth the little human heart dis- 
solves for overfnl ne-ss of rapture and creates itself anew 

to dissolve again Thus have I long since imagined 

thee, blessed, magical, dazzling land, that borderest on 
my earth O dear earth ! where mayest thou be ? " 

He lifted his intoxicated eye to the star-bedewed 
heaven, and saw the low-sunken moon hanging faint and 
yellow in the south ; this he. took for the earth, from 
which he supposed death had borne him into tins Ely- 
sium. Here his voice dissolved into emotion at the 
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beloved earliest garden of his life, and lie addressed liie 
earth flying overhead above the stars : — 

" Globe of tears ! Dwelling of dreams ! Land full of 
shadows and spots ! — Ah, on thy broad shadowy spots * 
tlie good children of men will be at this moment trem- 
bling and sinking ! . . . A ring of clouds | encircles thee, 

and they see not Elysium Ah, how silently thou 

bearest through the still, blessed heavens thy battle-cry 
— thy storms- — thy graves : thy enveloping atmosphere 
shuts in like a coffin all the voices of wailing round 
about thee, and thou glidest with thy bowed and en- 
shrouded ones only as a pale, i-t.ill ball away above Ely- 

■" Ah, ye precious ones, my Horion ! my Julius ! Ye 
are still up yonder in tiie tempest, ye cover up my 
corpse, ye look weeping towards Heaven and cannot 

see Elysium O that you were already through 

the wet cloud of life! — -but perhaps ye have already 
been long sleeping and waking, perhaps time goes other- 
wise on earth than in eternity. — Ah ! that you might 
come down into the still pastures ! " He saw in the 
magically magnifying glimmer two forms walking. " Oh, 
who is it?" he cried, living to meet them. "0 father! 
O mother ! Are you here ? " — But when he came 
nearer, he sank into four other arms, and stammered, 
" Blessed, blessed are we now, my Horion ! my Ju- 
lius ! " — At last he said : " Where are my parents and 
my brothers anil Clotilda and the three- Brahmins ? know 
they not that their Dahore is in Elysium ? " 

Victor beheld disconsolately the delirious ecstasy of 
his beloved, and said neither yes nor no. The latter 

* The seas of our Garth look in the distance like the spota of the 
t The bale round the mcon. 
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gazed with a heavenly smile and ;i stream oi' love into 
the face of Julius, and said, " Look on me, thou couldst 
never see me on the earth." — " Thou knoweat wall that 
I am blind, my Emanuel," said the blind one. Here the 
frenzied ^nan, turning away his quivering eyes suddenly 
and with a sigh to the moon, fled from his friends, 
saying to himself in a low voice : " The two forms are 
only shadowy dreams from the earth, — I will not look 
upon them, so that they may melt away. — So then the 
shadowy and dreamy woe of earth reaches over even 
into Eden. Haply I am still in a dream of death, for 
the region round about me looks like ihe landscapes in 
my life-dreams, — or is this only the fore-court of heaven, 
as I do not find my parents?" .... He looked toward 
the lofty stars: "Where do I now stand below yon? 
New heavens lie on new heavens. — ■ ■ — ■ Ah, does one 
yearn then even here?" 

He sighed and wondered that he sighed. He leaned 
down on the pearl-g[iste:sing hill of flowers, with his 
back to the beloved shadows and his eyes towards the 
kindling dawn, and groped and dreamed, — but at last 
the coolness of morning overspread the seeking, dazzled, 
burning eyes, which to-day had fallen now upon shapes 
of terror, now into seas of ecstasy, with gentle slumber 

and with corresponding dreams " Rest softly, thou 

weary man ! " said his iriend ; but the sleeper glowed 
with the horizon, and ihe old delusion played on within 

A dream and the morning laid for him the groundwork 
of a still higher Elysium. 

lie dreamed God would descend from a throne of suns, 
and in the form of an invisible, inhuke zephyr's breath 

move over Klyp'um!. 
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The first morning of summer heaped around him the 
bridal finery of the earth, — it lined the fields with pearl- 
banks of dew, and (lung over the bun-owing brooks the 
gold tinsel and spangles of the descending flush of morn, 
and hung upon the bushes the bracelets of burning drops. 

— But not until it had cloven open all the flowers, — 
sent out all the birds, uj.'ivenng with gladness through 
the radiant heavens, — hid sinning voices in all tree-tops, 

— not till it had sunk the failed moon behind the earth, 
and set up the sun like a god's throne over wreaths of 
clouds just burst into bloom, and over all gardens and 
around all woods, bad hung intertwined rainbows of dew, 

— and not till the blissful one stammered in his dream- 
ing, " All-gracious One, All-graeious One, appear in the 
Elysium!" — not till then did the slowly flowing morn- 
ing wind awaken him and nsher him into the thousand- 
voiced jubilant choirs of creation, and set him to reeling 
blindly in the ringing, blazing Elysium. 

And lo! at this moment, a vast, boundless breath, cool, 
stirring, whispering, overllowed the whole enkindled Para- 
dise, and the little flowers bowed themselves down silently, 
and the green ea:-s seeching uriduhnvd together, and the 
stately trees trembled and murmured, — -but only the 
great breast of man drank in in streams the infinite 
breath, and Emanuel's heart dissolved, ere it could say, 
" This is Thyself, All-loving One ! " 

— Thou, that rea.de-t me here, deny not God, when thou 
steppest out into the morning or under the starry heavens, 
or when thou ari good or when thou art happy! — 

— But, unhappy Emanuel] 

Thou beheldest five sporting black butterflies, and 
though-test the fair creatures blessed Psyches. — Thou 
hcardest behind thy hill a hewing into the earth, as if 
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men were malting a grave. — Thou lookedst upon thy 

good blind darling, nml yet. sai<lst, "Shadow ! retire 

Tremble before. God, who just pissed by, and vanish!" 
— But thou saklst, before that, something else which I 
to-day do not disclose. — 

— My heart trembles before the coming line ! — 

Howling with pain, grinning with exultant fury, the 
crazy skeleton spang I'orlh from behind the hill into the 
blessed plain, bearing in ita right hand a bloody hand 
that had been hewed off, and shook from the left stump, 
from which its ina.dness had hacked it off. trickling foun- 
tain-curves of blood, and pressed to itself with the right 
arm a spade, designed for the burying of the hand, and 
screamed with a grin of exultation ajid agony: "Death 
grabbed me by it, but I snapped it off, — and when he 
sees the grave of the fist, he will be to slupd as to think it 
is I lying there . . . Ah, thou there ! Lay thyself, prithee, 
to bed in the coffin ; lie has bored out thy eyes and clogged 
thy maw with mould Bit ! " 

" All-gracious One, thou hast damned me ! " stam- 
mered Emanuel ; the driven blood broki- from his crushed 
lung, and the disconsolate one staggered and sank dying 
on the blood-stained flowers of his lost heaven 

Thus does one day rob another of its heaven, and ere 
bereaved man enters yonder into the last paradise, he 
has lost too many here below ! — Ah, we bear into every 
spring-air of this life and into the ether of the second a 
breast yawning with wonmls ; and it must first be closed, 
betbre it can fill itself! . . . 

THE SOFT EVENING. 

Towards noon he opened his weary eyes, but only to 
let them fall into the grave, which death had opened 
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beside him during his sleep. However, one madman 
bad been the God of Medicine to the other ; his dream 
of Elysium was dreamed out, shortly before it seemed 
about to be fallilled, and he was rational again. Victor 
saw by all signs, that toward sundown at least death with 
Lis fruit-gatherer would pluck tins white fruit from its 
stem; hut he saw it more calmly than yesterday. As he 
had already rehearsed the part of disconsolateness, the 
instruments of grief sawed no fissure into his heart, but 
only moved bloodily to and fro in the old one. Whoever 
after years deposits for the second time in the coffin one 
who has been once awakened therein, scarcely mourns 
with so much intensity as the first time. 

With what altered eyes did Emanuel awake in the 
evening hour, when he yesterday hud shed the first teara 
for joy ! His soul, like the mourning tree of Goa,* let 
fall by day the nightly load of blossoms ; to bis chilled 
head the earth turned no longer the meadow-side of 
poesy, but the light side of cold reason. He confessed 
now that he had nourished into fulness of blood the 
nobler parts of his inner man at the expense of the 
lower, — that his hope of death had been too great as 
well as his poetic wiug-fcathers, — that lie had contem- 
plated the earth not from the earth, but too much from 
Jupiter, seen from whose observatory it must needs 
dwindle to a fiery spark, and that he had therefore lost 
the earth without getting Jupiter instead. Vainly did 
Victor oppose him with the true proposition, that the 
higher man, as the painters do with water -colore, always 
begins his life-piece with the bari-gi-oimd and with the 
S%, which the painters in oil and inferior men make last ; 
Ms answer was the complaint (hut he unfortunately had 

• Tho Opas-trafi. - Th. 
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not completed bis picture so fur as the foreground. At last 
he reproached himself with having made too mueh ado 
about so slight a reparation as death was, at least "for him 
who goes, since llio oilier separations on the earth were 
after all longer, more bitter and two-sided. 

They came in this way upon the subject of rccorpiitiovs 
on the other side of this stage of being. Victor said, he 
could not decry, as many a philosopher had done, con- 
jectures reaching out beyond the earth; for after all we 
must guess about what was beyond this world, whether 
we asserted or denied. " Without the continuance of 
memory," said he, " the continual ice of my conscious self 
is no more than that of my knowledge of another's, 
i. e. nothing at all ; so soon as I forget my present self, 
then surely mi-jlit any other one in.-tead of me he im- 
mortal. Nor does the destruction of my memory follow 
from its earthly dependence on my body; for this de- 
pendence all the spiritual powers have in common with 
it, and in that case the destruction of the Others would 
follow from this dependence ; and what then would he 
left for immortality ':" ■ — Emanuel said: the thought of 
recognition, however mueh it presupposed of the sen- 
suous, was so sweet, and I ran sporting, that, if men could 
make themselves sure of it, no one would he willing to 
tarry here an hour, particularly if one painted out to 
himself the heavenly though! of finding all great and 
noble men at once. " I have often," said lie, " pictured 
out the future recollection after the analogy of the present, 
and always had to leave off for rapture when I thought 
to myself how in that remembrance the earth would 
shrink up to a dim morning-meadow, and our life to a far- 
removed day illumined with moonlight — Oh, if we now 
dissolve at the image even of a few years of childhood, 
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how tenderly will the image of v/l ehiMish years one day 
look upon us!" — Victor wai veil oil iVie-=<- deathly raptures, 
and after paying, by way of transition, " oj*e connection, at 
all events, this world most have with the second," he 
came upon something else, which had struck him so much 
among the incidents of this night 



I sfill throw a veil to-day over what Victor asked and 
what Emanuel disclosed ; the new perspective would draw 
away our eyes too long from the great patient. 

The blind one held in one steady and agonized grasp 
his hot hand, in order not to lose the beloved father ; 
and when Emanuel had for a long time been laying soft 
consolation concerning his death, like, cool leaves around 
the inflamed temple*, he still said "nothing except, in a tone 
of fervent supplication, " Ah, father, if I had only seen 
tiee, only once ! " — 

Emanuel seemed to be composed ; but he deceived 
himself; his present md-fTornuv to the earth was in fact 
more piercing than that in the night, which was merely a 
different enjoyment of life mixed with the magic drinks 
of fantasy. With his remorse for his poetie suicide 
there seemed almost to mingle joy at its consequences. 
Hence he said, with a look of touching certainty : " To- 
day towards evening be should eeviaiidv »o, and no longer 
torment his two la*t. and best JViends with these delayings 
of his departure. The genius of the world would forgive 
him his last fault, and not let their to-day's separation 
from him, which for him was too long, be followed by 
any second one yonder." 

The longer he spoke, so much the more did the old 
blooming Eden re-enter into his languid soul. — Now he 
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made a singular, heart-rending roipicpl to Lis friends. 
As, notoriously, the cerise of hearing remains longest with 
the dying, when all oilier senses have already closed to 
earth, Emanuel said to Victor: " So soon as thou seest 
that a change is about to come over me, then give thy 
Julius the flute, and thou ! play mo then the old song of 
rapture, that I may die upon the tones, as I have already 
often wished, and continue to play on some minutes after 
the end." 

He began now to reflect Low beautifully tones would 
glide around his last thoughts, like the song of birds 
around the setting sun ; and in his extinguished spirit 
the old sparks flew up again : " Ah, I shall go hence 
blissfully, — ray soul could even to-night lay upon this 
earthly soil a super-earthly adornment, and take it for 
Eden : ah then, at length', when the soil is fairer and the 
soul is greater ; . . ." 

Ho swooned away again, but. the pulse still beat faint- 
ly. — And here, in this brooding state, it was that lie 
received from the earth as a last gift the awfully-sweet 
dream, into which the body infused the feelings of its 
sickliness, and which, after ills resuscitation, he related 
with a new after-dreaming. It is the last soft triad of 
our body with our expiring soul, that the former, even 
in its dissolution (as we know by fainting persons and 
those apparently dead under the water, &c), communi- 
cates to the latter sweet pluys and dreams. — 

emandel's dbs ah, that ALT, SOULS WERE ATCNIHI- 

He reposed in a glorified form in a transparent, dark, 
and yet colored tulip-cup, which rocked him to and fro, 
because a gentle earthquake made the tulip-bower sway 
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on its bowed shaft. The flower stood in a magnetic sea, 
which attracted the blest one more and more strongly ; 
at last he was drawn so far out, that he weighed it 
down, and fell as a pearl of dew out of the drooping 
chalice. . . . 

What a colored world ! A floecy throng of ethereal 
forms like his stood hovering over a broad island, about 
which played a circular balustrade of great flowers in 
full blow, — above, in mid-heaven, over the island, flew 
evening suns behind evening suns. — farther in, beside 
them ran white moons, — near the horizon, stars traced 
their circles, — and as often as a sun or a moon flew down- 
ward, they gazed with a heavenly look as of angels 1 eyes 
through the great. flowers along the shore. The suns 
were divided from the moons by rainbows, and all the 
Stars ran between two rainbows, and embroidered with 
silver the variegated ring of the heavenly sphere. One 
above another rose, gay clouds, in which burned a kernel 
of gold, of silver, of precious stones, — from butterflies' 
wings clouds of dust were shed, which like flying colors 
mantled the ground, and out of the cloud flashed rush- 
ing floods of light, which were all intertwined in one 
another 

And in this din of colors a sweet voice went round, 
saying everywhere, Die more sweetly of light. 

But the souls were only da/./led. and did not yet die. 

Then evening winds and morning winds and noonday 
winds conspiring fell upon the meadow and wafted down 
the bright-blue and gold-green cloud-, which had arisen 
out of flower- frag ranee, and unfolded the ring of flowers 
on the horizon, and bote the sweet perfume to the hearts 
of the blest. The cloud of blossoms swallowed them into 
itself, the heart was baptized into the dark scents as into 
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a feeling from the deepest depths of childhood, and, over- 
whelmed with the hot steam of (lowers, would fain drop 
asunder therein. — Now tin; unknown voice drew nearer, 
and softly whiskered, Die more, sweet!'/ of feaoranee. 

But the souls only grew giddy, and did not yet die. 

Far in the depths of Eternity out of the south rose 
and fell, as in a curve, a single tone, — a second rose in 
the east, — a third in the west, — at last from the dis- 
tance the whole hern-en sounded, and the tones streamed 



very breast, which died 

indeed, all came flying 

re, all that we bad lost 

tty lamented pasture, every 

wish. And 

when the highest tones were bushed and pierced again, 
and were still longer mute and pierced more deeply ; 
then harmonica-bells trembled beneath human beings who 
stood upon them, so thai the piercing hum agitated to 
pieces every trembler. — And a lofty form, around which 
a little dark cloud floated, came up in a white veil and 
said melodiously, Din .more sweet./// of tonus. 

Ah ! they would have died and died gladly of the 
sadness of melody, it' every heart had held the heart 
for which it languished on its breast; but every one still 
wept on louesoniely without his beloved. 

At last the form threw off- the white veil, and the Angel 
of the end stood before men. The little cloud that floated 
vol. u. 15 T 
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round him was Time, — so soon as he should grasp the 
little cloud, lie would crush it, aud time and men would 
lie annihilated. 

When the Angel of the end had unveiled himself, he 
smiled on men with indescribable afr'ei-tion, in order to 
dissolve their hearts with bliss and with smiles. And a 
soft light fell from his eyes upon all the shapes, and 
every one saw sl;u;(lsii;r before him the soul he most 
loved, — and when they gazed upon caeh other with a 
dying look for love and sent a languid smile after the 
angel, he grasped at the, little cloud which was near 
him. — but he could not reach it. 

Suddenly each one saw once more heside him his own 
self, — the second I trembled transparently heside the 
first, and the two smiled consuming! y on each other and 
exalted each other, — the heart which trembled in man 
hung once more, tremblingly, in the second self, and saw 
itself dying therein. — 

then was every one constrained to fly from himself 
to his beloved, and, seized with dread and love, to twine 
his arms round other beings who were dear to him. — 
And the angel of the end opened his arms wide, and 
clasped the whole human race together in one embrace. — 
Then the wholo meadow glimmers, breathes fragrance, 
rings with music, — then the suns stop, but "the island 
itself whirls around the suns, — the two sundered selves 
run into each other, — the loving souls fall on each other 
like snow -flakes, — the flakes become cloud, — the cloud 
melts into a dark tear. — 

The great tear of bliss, made out of us all, swims more 
transparent and yet more transparent in Eternity. — 

At last the Angel of the end said softly, They have died 
most sweetly of their beloved. — ' 
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And he crushed weeping the little cloud of time. — 

The fever images of death, with which every sleep, 
even the last, begins, gleamed in Kmnnuers eyes. His 
spirit hung swaying in his loose nerves, breathed upon 
by soft airs ; for he was already in that dissolving nervous 
ecstasy of the fainting, the child-bearing, the exhausted 
by bleeding, the dying. But his emptied breast rose the 
more lightly, inn departing spirit drew out thinner the 
thread of hie. 

Victor would ha,ve enjoyed the comfort of tile dull 
numbness, wherewith pains heaped one upon another 
crush us down, had he not been obliged every minute to 
tell these pains, i. e. all the preparations of death, to the 
poor blind youth. Ah, the Wind one feared perhaps that 
he might call after this teacher too late with the song of 
rapture. 

Evening came. Emanuel grew stiller and his eye 
more rigid, and it seemed to see the fantasies of his 
busy brain in the apartment, until the gold strip of the 
far-sinking sun, which a lookiug-ghis:; directed towards 
him, darted like a lightning-flash through his world of 
dream. Softly, but with altered voice, he said, "Into 
the sun ! " — They understood him, and moved his bed 
and his head toward the evening-rain of the setting sun, 
to which he had of old so often unfolded his susceptible 
heart. Victor started, when he saw that his eyes stood, 
undazzlcd and immovable, open to the sun. 

There was a sublime stillness round three discomposed 
beings; only a breath of evening wind Muttered among the 
linden-leaves of the apartment, and a bee hovered about 
the linden-blossoms; but out of doors away from the 
theatre of distress a blissful evening reposed on the pas- 
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tares red with sunlight, among je.yous, fluttering, singing, 
intoxicated creatures. 

Emanuel gazed silently into the sun. which sunk lower 
toward the earth ; he clutched not at the bed-clothes like 
others, but flung his arms aloft as if for a flight or an 
embrace. Victor took his beloved hands, but they hung 
down into hid without a pressure. And when the sun, 
like a blazing world on the day of judgment, sank down 
in a last npshopting glow : then the silent one still huug 
with cold eyes on the vacant place of the sun, and re- 
marked not the setting ; and Victor saw suddenly shift- 
ing flashes of the scythe of death pass yellow aeross the 
undistorted face. — Then, deeply troubled, he handed 
the flute to Julius, and said in a broken voice, "Play the 
song of rupture, he is (lying now," — ■ 

And Julius, with streaming, darkened eyes, compressed 
his sobbing breath into the flute and raised his sighs to 
heavenly tones, that he might muffle and benumb the 
parting soul, during the tearing away of its earthly roots, 
with the after-echoes of the first world, with the prelud- 
ing echoes of the second. 

And as, during the song, a blissful smile at an unknown 
dream glorified the face that was growing cold, — and 
when only a quiver of the hand pressed the hand of the 
disconsolate friend, and only a quiver winked with the 
eyelid and farther down opened the pale lips and passed 
away, and when the evening redness overspread the pale 
form, — lo, then death, cold to the earth and our lamen- 
tations, iron, erect, and dumb, stalked through the fair 
evening under the linden blossoms to the enwrapped soul 
in the tranquillized corpse and transferred ihe veiled soul 
with immeasurable anus from the earth through unknown 
world.; into Thy eternal, warm, fatherly hand which has 
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created us, — into the Elysium for which Thou hast formed 
us, — among tlie kindred 01" our hearts, — into the land 
of rest, of virtue, and of light 

Julius stopped for sorrow, and Victor said, "Play on 
the song of rapture, lie has only just died."- — During 
the tones Victor shut to the eyes of his beloved, and said 
with a heart above the earth, " Now close yourselves, — - 
the spirit is above the earth, to which you gave light, 
— thou pale, hallowed form, thou hallowed heart, the 
angel within thee is gone out and thou fallest back into 
the earth." — And here, he embraced once more the cold, 
empty wrappage, and pressed the heart, which beat 110 
more, knew him no longer, to his hot bosom ; for the 
flute- tones tore his pale wounds too widely open. — Oh, 
it is well that when man in grim woe stiffens to solid 
ice, no tones are with him : the tender tones would lick 
all the sad blood out of his transpierced bosom, and man 
would die of his agonies, because he would be able to 
express his agonies 

■ — ■ Here let my curtain ['all before all these seenes of 
death, before Emanuel's grave and Horion's grief! — 
Thou and I, my reader, will now go forth from another's 
death -chamber, to look into nearer ones where we our- 
selves lie prostrate or where our dearest have lain. "We 
will in those chambers behold our death-bed, but let not 
our eye sink; — the flame of love and of virtue blazes 
upward above the corruptions, — around the death-bed 
we see a bier as a couch of rest on which all burdens are 
laid down, and the broken heart also, — around the death- 
bed we see a great, unknown form, who breaks off from 
the image of God the earthly frame. — But if the heart 
is made great beside our own resting-place, it becomes 
tender beside another's. — If thou, my reader, and if I 
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now, with this deeply moved soul, look ink) the chambers 
where we received the perpetual wounds of earth, then 
will the pale forms which [herein raise [.heir dead men's 
eyes once more to meet us, agitate ami wound us too 
sorely. — Ah, that may yon well no. ton, ye loved mutes, 
— what have we then left to give you, but a tear which 
pains us, a sigh which oppresses our hearts ? Ah, if the 
mourning-crape on our faces is turn as soon as the funeral 
veil on yours, — if the marble gravestone with your 
name must be turned over above, your corpses, in order 
to cover a new one with its new name, — 0, if we so 
easily forget all the denial love, ibe eternal remembrance, 
which we promised you in your last hour, — ah, then, 
indeed, in these tumultuous days of life a still hour like 
this is holy and beautiful, in which we lay our ear as it 
were close to the sunken graves, and, from the depth of 
the earth, although every day more darkly, hear the 
voices that we know call up : " Forget us not, — forget 
me not, my son — my friend — my beloved, forget me 

No, and we will not forget you ! And, if it makes us 
ever so sad,- still let. each one of m at. this moment sum- 
mon the most precious Ibrms before him out of their rest- 
ing-places, and beheld llie wa-ied features, the reopened 
eyes full of love, which were so long closed, and contem- 
plate full long the dear, uncovered face, till the old re- 
membrances of the fair days of their love break the 
heart and he can weep no more. 
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Great DiaOLosLiiiii. — New Seimkations. 



WILL now disclose; what in the former chap- 

.- I concealed. — When Emanuel on that 

Elyaisn morning of the delirium had said 

Julius, " Shadow ' hence ! " he went on : 



" Conjure no^ip with th 
Horion [Lord Horion] w 
— fear before God, who '. 
— And turning to Vict, 
knowest not who thou ; 
Eymann, then descend t 
shadow which my Victo 
Victor the next day i 



'gling the blind Son of my 
ikes me still for his father, 
uat passed by, and vanish ! " 
3 said : « Shadow ! if thou 
md knowest not thy father 
e earth again and into the 
3T casts there." — — And when 
swilled the dying man to these 
words, he asked distressfully : "Ah, did I not say it in a 
delusion, when I dreamed I was in the land beyond 
earthly oaths ? " and he turned mutely his affrighted face 

to the wall 

Ho has, then, in the illusion of having passed through 
death, spoken it out, that Julius is the son of his Lord. 

ship, and Victor the son of Pastor Eymann But 

what a bright illumination docs not this full moon give to 
our whole history, on which hitherto only a moon-sickle 
has shone 1 — 

1 confess, in the very first chapter it struck me singu- 
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larly that Victor should be a physician ; now it is ex- 
plained ; for the medical doctor's hat was the best Mont- 
golfier* and Forluinitus's wishiug-cap for a eitiz en-legate 
of his Lordship, in order thereby tlic move easily to hover 
round the throne and work upon the (Vail January; then, 
too, Victor, after his fiilure de valval ion,'"" and after the loss 
of the feather-hat, could best gather into the medical one 
his daily bread as a citizen, — his Lordship saw. This 
was one reason why the latter gave him out as his son. 
Another is, Victor was best fitted to play the part with 
the prince by his humor, cleverness, good nature, &e., to 
which was added as a further recommendation the resem- 
blance he bore in everything, except age, to the fifth and 
up to this time still lost son, whom January so loved. 
As, now, a physician in ordinary was to be the favorite, 
his Lordship could not lake any one of the princely sons 
for his purpose, because they must, be jurists, in order to 
fit into their future offices. — His own son Julius he could 
not use, because he was blind, — by the way ! his Lord- 
ship was also blind once, and thus adds his example to 
the cases of blindness inherited from father to son, — 
but even independently of the blindness he could not 
possibly, by reason of his disinterested delicacy, let his 
son reap the advantages of princely favor while he with- 
held from them January's own sons themselves. 

Thou good m.'in without hope! when I compare now 
thy poetic education of the blind youth with thy cold 
principles, — when I consider how thou— -dead to lyric 
joys, hardened to the tears of enthusiasm — neverthe- 
less causest the dark soul of thy Julius curtained with 
eyelids to be filled by ins teacher with poetic flower- 
pieces, with dew-clouds of sensibility, mid with the nebu- 
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lotia star of the sceond life, — then docs it enhance quite 
as much ray sorrow as my esteem, that thou findest noth- 
ing on the earth which thon canst press to thy starved- 
011 1 heart, and that thou raises t thine eye withered on. 
empty tear-ducts coldly to heaven, and even there findest 
nothing hut a void uu^le of blue! — 

This painful observation Victor made still sooner than 
myself. — But to the story ! The past portion of it sent a 
thousand thorns through his heart. We no longer recognize 
now our once joyous Sebastian, — he has lost four beings, 
as if to pay off therewith the four days of Whitsuntide: 
Emanuel has vanished, Flamin has become an enemy, 
his Lordship a stranger, and Clotilda — a stranger. For 
he said to himself; " Now, when she is removed so far 
above me, I will not cost the sufferer, from whom I have 
already taken so much, absolutely everything, absolutely 
her father's love and her position, — I will not insist upon 
the love which, in her ignorance of my connections, she 
has bestowed upon me. — No, I will cheerfully tear away 
my soul from the- moot precious one amidst a thousand 
wounds of my breast, and then lay myself down and 
bleed to death." Now this determination was easy for 
him; for after the death of a friend we love to take a 
new load of misery on our breast ; thai shall crush it, for 
we will die. 

Yet destiny had still left, two loved ones in his arms; 
his Julius and his mother. In the former he loves so 
many sweet associations ; even this was one, namely, that 
one. always loves him with whom one has been con- 
founded; and he would fain fulfil the pla.ee of father with 
him as his Lordship had done with Mm, in order not so 
much to requite as to emulate that noble man. And still 
more ardently did his soul embrace the excellent wife of 



ssted by G00gle 



346 HESPERUS, 

the Pastor, to whom his heart had already hitherto heat 
responsive with the soft warmth of a son. Ah, how 
would it have comforted in its longing his childlike breast, 
from which one- hitherto his lather was thrust away, to 
he clasped to a maternal heart, and to hear from a mother 
the words, " Good son. why com est thou to me so unhappy 
and so late?" But he dared not. because in that case he 
would have broken the oath to leave Flamin's extraction 
under the cover of mystery. 

He shut himself up Com* days with the blind one in 
the house of death; — he saw no one, — did not visit the 
mourning convent, where from all fair eyes flowed similar 
tears,— renounced the fragrant pari, and the blue sky,— 
and let the flowerage of the departed one fade after 
him. — He consoled the forsaken blind one, and all day 
long they rested in each other's embrace, and pictured to 
each other weeping their teacher and his teachings and 
the radiant hours of their childhood. At last, on the 
fourth day, he conducted the blind o: 
beautiful Maienthal, — tl 
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were painted gay cities, and- swaying landscapes hung 
therein, and the little tribes of people with red cheeks 
ran over the landscapes of vapor, — and all, people and 
cities, dropped down like tears into the absorbing sea, — ■ 
— only down below al>>ng ihe horizon in the dusky cloud 
was a lighted rim like morning glow ; for a sun rises be- 
hind the twilight, and then the cloud lias passed away, and 
a new green continent lie* stretching into the immen- 
sity. 

He would have gone on the whole night, but some- 
thing frightful in the next village, which is palled Upper- 
Maienthal, arrested him. He recognized in the coach- 
house of the inn, by its coat of arms, the carriage of the 
Chamberlain. He set the blind one down on a stone 
bench at tlic door, where he con Id listen to the rustle of 
unloading hay. Victor, in answer to his question in the 
house, got the intelligence : " There were two ladies over- 
head, one of them they did not Ituow (lie immediately 
discovered, however, by the first sketch of her attire, the 
wife of the Parson), — the other had often passed that 
way ; it was the daughter of the Chief Chamberlain, and 
had on full mourning, because her father some days before 
had been shot dea.il in a duel with the Roiiency- Councillor 
Flamin, and the two were travelling, as these people said, 
to England. 

He screamed in vain, half choking In Mood and agony, 
"It is impossible, — with the page Von Schleunes, you 
mean." But nevertheless it was so, — Flamin was in 
prison, — Mattl lieu out of the country, — Le Baut already 
under the ground .... But demand not now the history 
of this murder! — Victor slowly drew out the watch of 
the happy Bee -father, and stared rigidly at the index of 
joyous hours, which, for want of w'inding up, had stopped 
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some days since; something within him counselled the 
wild and desperate thought, to hurl if against the stone 
floor and smash it to pieces. But three lute-breaths of 
the flute, with which the- Mind Youth conjured before his 
benumbed soul a fairer, warmer past, dissolved his con- 
gealing. heart into a. wtit eye, and In; lifted it up overflow- 
ing, and only said, " Forgive me for it. All-gracious One, 
—-ah, I will s*hi']!y do nothing but weep." — When the 
pangs of grief are too heart-rending within us, then some- 
thing in us gnashes against fate, and ihe heart infuriate 
clenches itself like a fist, as it were, for resistance, — but 
this strength is blasphemy. 0, it is more comely towards 
thee, All-gracious One, to let the crushed and broken 
heart melt away and become a tear, and to love and 
be silent until one dies ! 

The familiar tones of the flute penetrated into Clotilda's 
thick rain-cloud of grief, — she staggered to the window, 
— she saw the blind one, — but she went slowly back 
and wrapped her heart deeper in Ihe cold cloud, — for 
now she knew all; the blind one was the messenger of 
death, come to tell that her great friend had left the 
earth and the disconsolate ones behind him. " My teacher, 
too, is dead," she said to her companion; and when Victor 
sent up a request for an interview, she could only nod 
her head speechlessly. — Then she begged the Parson's 
wife to step into another chamber, because the sight of 
Victor, for many reasons, must be oppressive to her, 
Victor ascended the staircase as if to a scaffold on which 
fate was to pluck out his heart, namely, the good Clotilda, 
from whom, as well by her journey as by his purpose 
of resigning her, he was to-day ue::ig separated. When 
he opened the door and beheld the afflicted maiden lean- 
ing pale and weary against the wall ; and as both with 
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Lands hanging down looked into each other's eyes red 
with weeping, and trembled in the sombre interval be- 
tween the sight of each other and the first word, as in 
the fearful pause between [lie (ire of a great gun and the 
arrival of the ball, and when at last Clotilda asked in a 
low voice, "It is all true?" and he said, "All!" — 
then she slowly laid her beautiful head round to the wall 
again, and repeated, in one continuous utterance, but in 
a low, wailing tone, with the soft, muffled funeral tones 
of exhausted anguish, the words, "Ah! my good teacher j 
my never to be forgotten friend ! — Ah, thou great spirit ! 
thou fair, heavenly soul, why ha-t thou gone so soon after 

my Giulia!- 0, dearest friend, be not angry, I could 

wish now only to be, where my father is, in the still 

grave." Victor bessm eagerly the question, "Has 

Flamin — " but lie could not add, "killed hi.m"; for she 
lilted up her head and looked upon him with a swelling, 
a laboring, unspeakable sorrow, and that sorrow was her 

Exhausted with the bleeding of tears and convulsed 
amidst remembrances, which, like brain-borers, touched 
the soul, she was on the point, at last, of sinking down by 
the wall ; but Victor sustained her with inexpressible 
compassion, and held her upright on his breast and said, 
" Come, innocent angel, come to my heart, and weep thy- 
self dry thereon, — we are unhappy, but innocent. — 0, 
take thy rest, thou tormented head, rest softly under my 
tears." But always in the height of woe a mountain- 
air began to flutter around him ; it seemed to him as if ail 
iron lever lifted up the brokec-in skull, as if vital air 
streamed in through the pierced, inwardly mouldering 
breast ; the reason why he felt so was that the life of 
men became little to him, death great, and earth dust. 
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" Sleep, harassed one," — - he said lo Clotilda, who leaned 
languidly upon him, — " sleep away the woe, — life is a 
sleep, an oppressed, sultry sleep; vampyres sit upon it, 
rain and wind fall upon us sleepers, and we vainly clutch 

at waking. 0, life is a long, long sigh before the 

going out of the breath. — But alas that the wretched 
meteor should lie permitted so to torment just this good 
soul, just thyself!" — "Ah," said Clotilda, "if only the 
so sad flute would cease ! My heart is ready to fly to 
pieces for agony 1 " Hut her friend cruelly tore open again 
all the springs of her tears and poured his into hers, and 
depicted to her the past : " Four weeks ago it was other- 
wise ; then the flute-tones passed over a fairer region ; 
through the happy plaints of the nightingale they found 
their way into our hearts, which wore then so joyous. — ■ 
On the first Whitsuntide-day I found thee, when the 
nightingale throbbed, — ou the second, I sank down be- 
fore thee for raptiLi'o and revere:!!'!.:, when the rain glis- 
tened round about us, — on the third, at the evening 
fountain, a broad heaven rose, and I saw a single angel 

stand sparkling and smiling therein. Our three days 

were dreams of fair ilowers, lor dreams of flowers signify 
sorrow." — He had hitherto hardened his soft soul against 
this cruel picture, but when he had actually, with op- 
pressed voice, added, " At that time our Emanuel was 
still living, and visited at evening his open grave . . ." 
then must his heart, needs burst, and all his (ears gushed 
out over the deeply buried swonl-bl.'n.le like bloody drops, 
and he said, straining her more passionately to himself: 
" 0, come, we will weep without measure : we will not 
console ourselves. We shall not be much longer together: 
0, I could now tear myself to pieces with sorrow. — Ex- 
alted Dahore ! look upon this dying one and her tears 
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over thee, and requite- her mounting, and give the weary 
soul at length repose, anil thy 'jeiiee, mid all that is want- 
ing to man." 

The two souls sank, entwined together, into a single 
tear, and the stillness of mourning hallowed the moment, 
— and let me not with my oppressed breath say any 
more of this. 

— As if awaking, she drew her head from his heart 
and with an enervated smile took his hand; for notwith- 
standing all unhappy events she loved him inexpressibly, 
and was even now oil the way to Maienthal for the very 
purpose of seeing him once more, — and she said, "I 
am going to England to my mother, to find his Lordship, 
and to beg him to come sooner and act as intercessor, 
and end the sorrows of others and my own." — Her 
pause, which her look filled out, disclosed to him as 
much as it concealed from the unhappy wife of the 
Parson, who could hear a good deal in the adjoining 
chamber ; — what she suppressed was, that she would 
urge "upon his Lordship the expediting of the disclosure 
that Flamin was the son of the Prince. Besides, this 
journey withdrew her eyes from so many images of grief, 
as well as her ears from so many a discordant tone of 
mockery. To be sure, the design of tailing motion on 
the coach-cushion and on shipboard as a tincture of iron, 
had only been her pretest at court, where polite un- 
truths are not merely forgiven, but even required. 

Victor promised her, under a dark presentiment of his 
strength and disinterestedness, — for the unhappy makes 
sacrifices more freely and easily than the happy, — that 
"he would care for him like a sister." — Their eyes 
exchanged confessions of their secrets, and, for that eery 
reason, of their love, and Clotilda overflowed with tear- 
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ful love, first on account of the journey (because to her 
sex a journey by reason of its rarity is something of con- 
sequence) ; secondly, on acoount of sorrow, for love makes 

half-mourning, sis burning lenses heat black-colored things 
more powerfully than white. 

And this very day, when she looked into his eyes with 
so much renewed love, he was to be torn from her ! 
He spared her, it is true, the revelation of his biitii 
and his eternal separation, in order not to lay upon her 
lacerated heart new loads of sorrow ; hut he would fain 
wholly gather, in this last minute of his fair love, this 
gleaning and this after-bloom o; his life. Ah, he would 
fain look upon her as never before, — he would press 
her hand intensely as he had never before done, — he 
would say a farewell to her like a dying man. — — For 
it is all — his innermost being cried unceasingly — for 
the last, last time ! — Only he would not kiss her : a 
shrinking reverence, the thought of having played out 
the part of the lover, forbade liiin to make a selfish use 
of her ignorance. But when he was about to direct 
towards her the lsis-t look of love, — then did fate thrust 
all the sharpened weapons, which had hitherto been 
driven into his nerven. once more into the bleeding open- 
ings, just as they replace in the wounds of murdered 
men the old instruments, to see whether they are the 
same, — ■ — ah, i.liey ware the same, — the chamber was 
darkened as if by an extinguisher, — the tones of the 
flute were stifled in the internal din, — he Must needs 
look upon her and yet could not for the water in his 
eyes, — he must look upon her with a long, retentive 
look, because he wanted to impress her beautiful face 
as a shadow-image of the shadowy hklen forever upon 
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his soul. — At last lie succeeded ; amidst a thousand woes 
he seized with an intense look her tcar-bedewed face, 
through which virtue pulled like a heart, and shadowed 
it out in his desolate soul even to every line, to every 
drop. — So much of her lie took away with him, — no 
more; he left her everything, his heart and bis joy. — 
All, tender Clotilda I if thou hadst guessed it I — The 
sobbing of Ails mother hurried him to the adjoining cham- 
ber ; he flung open the door, cried in a crushed voice to 
bis mother, whose face was averted : " Dearest ! by the 
Almighty, your son is no murderer and no reprobate," 
— and compressed the Lurid she gave him behind her 
back with a wild intensity of grasp. 

Look not now, my friends, at the dismal moment 
when for the last time he takes Clotilda's hand, and 
severs his heart from hers, and yet only says, " A happy 
journey, Clotilda, a peaceful life, Clotilda, joy be with 
thee. Clotilda!" 

— And at a distance from the village he fell on his 
knees beside the blind one, with a mute prayer for the 
mourning heart whicL Le had now lost for the last 

Not until four o'clock in the morning did he arrive 
with the blind one, without weariness, without tears, 

and without thoughts, at Flaeliscnaagea, 
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fology for the duel. — prisons 

J(.hi'k-1Yau,s up the Pabson. — Le- 
r. — Potato- L'L.wn no. 



am. on the point of entering upon the 
fortieth day with the observation, " The 
history of the duel is still full of regular 
ciphers, and is a true unfigured thorough- 
bass," — a piece of the forty- third comes to hand and 
figures the bass and puts the vowel-points to the He- 
brew consonants. To this young forerunning* of the 
forty-third chapter one is indebted for the fact that I 
can relate the shouting-history with better spirits. 

It will not bo guessed who boiled up the most furiously 
at Clotilda's engagement, — namely, the Evangelist. He 
was vexed with i.he bold faithlessness of the Chamberlain, 
whose courtliness lu; had hitherto niaaa^ed by coarseness, 
and so much the move because a human mixture of im- 
becility and flattery like Le Bant exasperates us un- 
speakably, when it passes over from [latteries to insults. 
Still more was he who set on Flarain himself set on by 
the widow of the Chamberlain, who stirred into his ele- 
mentary lire, sol"! oil and some matches ; she hated Clo- 
tilda because she was loved, and our hero because he did 
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not, like the Evangelist, set the step-mother above the 
step-daughter. A woman who has gone to the death for 
a man, i. e. into a short sleep (w'^ich is death to the 
good), namely, into a swoon, — as this very widow did in 
the Eighth Post-Day,— must be expected of course to hate 
this man, if he will not let, himself be loved. The Evan- 
gelist, who had hitherto taken the love of Victor and 
Clotilda only for the aeeidental gallantry of a moment, 
and who had also looked upon the Hying attachment 
to his sister Joachime as nothing more serious, was 
devilishly mad at the mis-shot in the first case, and at 
the royal shot in the second ; and he determined to 
avenge himself and his sister, whom he loved more than 
his father, on both. 

Joachime was additionally and bitterly enraged with 
Victor, because she believed herself and her love to 
liave been hitherto abused as a mere cloak for his love to 
Clotilda. I have stated above that Matthieu, after the 
Eymann visit, made his to Flamin. When the Councillor 
had disclosed to him the interview with the Parson and 
his decisory oath, Mat formed his resolution and threw 
much upon the Chamberlain : " This fellow was a small 
sharper and a great courtier, — he had perhaps had more 
to do than the lover had with Clotilda'^ excursion to the 
baths of Mai en thai,— he, and not so much Victor, sought 
to make out of his daughter a lark's net for the Prince's 
heart and a gradus 0.1! Farnussum of the Court." Fla- 
min was right down glad that his vengeance had got an- 
other object besides him with whom he had sworn to his 
father not to quarrel. Meanwhile he did not conceal from 
the Councillor (to be impartial) that the Apothecary pro- 
claimed everywhere, from exus|>e™tiini against Sebastian, 
that the latter had gotten the plan of this marriage as 
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a stepping-stone to promotion entirely from him, from 
Zeusel. Flamin, in such bone-fractures of the breast, 
always resorted at once to the ebalvbeale (steel-cure) of 
the s word, this le:i(l-wiitcr of bullets, and the cautery of 
the sabre ; and as the duel with Victor, one of noble 
extraction, had spoiled him, be would also in the first 
heat have proposed it to Ilia three-buttoned* fellow, when 
Mat ridiculed the incompetent plebeian. Flamin cursed 
in vain fury his delect of ancestry, which hindered him 
from letting biuisu'.f be shot by one nil centrally endowed; 
cay, lie would have been capable —as he kindled quickly 
and yet cooled slowly — for a mere verbal insult from a 
nobleman (as one actually did on a certain occasion) — of 
becoming a soldier, then an officer and a nobleman, mere- 
ly for the sake of afterward summoning the canonical and 
challengeable detainer before the imiyy.le of his pistol. 

But the faithful Matthieu, — whose spotted soul turned 
a different side to every one, like the sun, which, accord- 
ing to Ferguson, on account of its spots, revolves on its 
axis, so as to give all the planets equal light, — he under- 
stood the business ; he said, he would in his own name 
challenge the Chamberlain, and in fact to a masked duel, 
and then Flamin in the disguise could take his part, 
while he himself stood by under the name of the third 
Englishman, and the two others as seconds. 

Flamin was overmastered by rapidity ; but now again 
there was a want of sometlii::^. which is still more indis- 
pensable than nobility to a game of fighting, — namely, 
of a good, legitimate offence. JTaUhicu, to be sure, was 
ready with pleasure to offer one to the man which should 
adequately justify a duel ; but the man with the Cham- 
berlain's master-key was one who, there was every reason 

right riOtkel-kjipet. — Tr. 
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to fear, would forgive it, — and there would be nobody to 
shoot. — Most fortunately the Evangelist remembered, 
that he himself Imd already received one from him, which 
he knew how profitably and honestly to' bring to bear 
upon the case : " hti Bant had, indeed, three years before, 
as good as promised him his daughter ; and however 
indifferent this peijiny was i:i itself, still, as a pretext for 
the chastisement of a greater fault, it retained its full 
value." . . . Thus oil a smutty tongue does truth take 
the form of a lie, provided the lie cannot, dress itself in 
that of truth. And Flamin did not dream that his al- 
leged groomsman was no oilier than the veritable Sabine 
robber of his bride. 

I am concerned lest it should be thought that Mat- 
thieu imputes to a Chamberlain, especially one ivith whom 
making and keeping a promise were the most distant 
cousins, less full-power of lying than to a Court- Page, 
and that he forgets how, in general, one gets over the 
stream of the court and of life as over any natural one, 
not in a direct line, but in a diagonal and oblique man- 
ner. But the rascal despises the rascal still more than 
he hates the good man. Besides, he acted thus not 
merely from passion, but from calculation : if Flamin 
were killed, then he must needs receive from Agnola, 
who now was becoming mere and more the Princess of 
the Prince, and for whom naturally an after-bloom of 
January's and his Lordship's former .sowings was a hedge 
of thorns, the honest man's fee and fairing, and a higher 
place on the merit-roll of the court ; — furthermore, his 
Lordship in that case could no longer trundle through the 
gate and bring word, " Your Grace's sou ia to be had 
and is alive." — If the Chamberlain fell, then, too, the 
result was not to be despised; this former boarder and 
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protege* of the princely crown was, after all, gone to 
the Devil, and his Lordship would have at ieast to he 
ashamed to think that by his silence lie had entangled 
the Regency -Councillor in a deadly relation with a man 
to whom he had, at all events, publicly to pay the 
veneration of a son. Matlhieu could not lose, — besid'es, 
he could disguise or disclose bis knowledge of Flamin's 
extraction, as the case might require. 

As there was nothing to prevent the Englishmen's 
being seconds, b'lamin said, Yes ; but Le Baut said, No, 
when he received .Mat's manifesto and war-articles ; he 
was frightened to death almost at the very death-pre- 
scription without the ingredient of the bullet. I shall 
never so belittle a courtier, as to allege that he declines 
such a potato-war from virtue or from faint-hearted- 
ness, — such men tremble ■ certainly not at death, but 
merely at a disgrace, — ■ but this latter, which Le Baut 
feared at the hands of the Prince and Minister, was 
precisely what deterred him. He therefore, on fine paper 
and with fine turns of expression, which outsparkled 
the black sand, represented to Mat their former friend- 
ship, and dehortiir.ioiis from this glaring " ordeal," t and 
declared himself besides entirely willing to do every- 
thing which his honor — would be offended at, in case 
he only were not obliged by this sham-fight to violate 
the laws of the duel. But he was, — Matthieu wrote 
back, he would pledge himself for the secrecy as well as 
for the silence of the seconds, and he made the addi- 
tional proposal to him, that they should insinuate into 
each Other dragon- { aad pitch-bails in the night and in 

* Predste in the original : one nominate:! tj a lisndice in virtue of 
the right of first petition, — Tk. 

t Original: " GoteiurtlteV* — properly GoltuurtktU.— Tk. 

J The dragon wus ;;n o'.'i-AL.ikim'.'id war-machine. — Tb. 
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masks ; "for the rest he remained in future his friend as 
ever, and would visit Lira, for only honor demanded of 
him this step." .... And of tins Chamberlain too; — 
for these men swallow only great offences, but no little 
ones, just as those bitten by mad dogs can get down solids, 
but no liquids, — and herewith in my eyes is a courtier like 
Le Baut sufficiently excused, if lie makes believe he were 
an honest man, or as if he were very different from those 
who pawn their honor for the whole year, and — as in 
the case of imperial pledges or living pledges of love — 
never redeem the pawn. 

All was fixed for the very evening when Victor sor- 
rowfully entered into Maienthal, — the theatre of war 
was between St. Luna and the city. 

EXTRA-LEAF IN DEFENCE OF THE DUEL. 

IN my opinion the stale favors duelling in order to set 
limits to the increase of the nobility, as Titus, for that 
very reason made the Jews challenge cadi other. As in 
chanceries they still continue to make nobles, but no 
burghers, — as, besides, a burgher mast always be used 
and demolished for the purpose, before the Imperial Chan- 
cery can set up a nobleman on his building-ground, — as 
Standing armies and coronations increase simultaneously, 
and consequently the manufacture of nobles too; the 
state would accordingly possess too many, certainly, rather 
than too few noblemen (as is not the case, however), were 
not a mutual shooting or stabbing of each other allowed 
them. In reference to the petty princes who are made 
in the chancery -bakehouse, nothing more were . to be 
wished than that at the same time subjects also — say 
one or two herds, with every prince — should fall off from 
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the potter's- wheel ; just as, in fact, I know no reason, 
either, why this Lnpe-rial Chancery will make poets only, 
when it might certainly quite as well scrape off from its 
saltpetre wall historians, publicists, biographers, review- 
ers. — Let it not by objected to me, that at court they 
seldom shoot each other ; here Nature herself has in 
another way set beneficial bound* to the increase of cour- 
tiers. Somewhat as with marmots, of whose depopulation 
Bechstein finds a wise design in the flirt, that, though 
they generally assert their own with a malicious rabidity, 
nevertheless they do not reckon their brood as their own, 
but willingly let it go. Even Dr. Fenk may possibly 
he, nearer right, who takes their part and says, he grants 
they arc of no use to the weightier members of the state, 
the teaching class, the peasantry. &c., but of much, how- 
ever, to the lesser, unprofitable members, the mass-at- 
tendants of the stomach and of [usury, the mistresses, the 
lackey-department, &(.'.. and 1 hat an impartial person must 
compare them with the stinging nettles, on which, while 
they are of little use to men and large animals, most of 
the insects get their living. 

End ;j" d-.':.-, j I /■■.■■■•.■■;.■■■:'.■'.■ /" ■ ■/, ( I - I. rqf. 

Flamin's soul worked itself off all day in images of 
revenge. In such a boiling of the blood, moral skin-moles 
became to him bone-black,'* the typographical mistakes 
of the state appeared to him as grammatical blunders, 
the feccata splendidtx of the regency-college as black 
vices. To-day, too, lie saw 'he 1'rince always before his 
eyes, whom in the clubs of the twins and still more in 
relation to Clotilda he mortally hated. He despised the 
load of life, and in this heat, wherein all materials of 
* Color of burnt hones. — Tr. 
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his inner being were melted into one flood, the inner 
lava sought an outbreak in some "foolhardy venture. His 
te-day's exasperation was, after all, a daughter of virtue ; 
. hut the daughter grew over the mother's head. The 
three twins, who, although not with the tongue, yet with 
the head, were as wild as lie, kindled absolutely the whole 
vaporous atmosphere ol' his lull aoul. 

At length, when night Mine, the two seconds and Fla- 
min and Matthieu disguised aa the third Englishman 
rode out to the shouting -ground.. Flatnin contended fu- 
riously with his prancing, smoking steed. By and by 
a gray nag brought along in curvets the Chamberlain. 
Mutely they measure off" the murdering and shooting dis- 
tance, and exchange pistols. Flamin, as insulted party, 
first lets fly like a storm against the other ; and, on his 
snorting steed, and in the trembling of rage, he shoots 
his hall away over his adversary's — life. The Cham- 
berlain fired intciifioiwlly ami openly i'\if aside from his 
antagonist, because the hill of the (supposed) Matthieu 
would have hilled at the same time his whole prosperity 
at court. Matthieu, with all his slyness, too precipitate 
and too full of energy, foaming already amidst the very 
preparations for the fight, and still more exasperated at 
the frustration of both his alternatives, and too proud to 
let himself be shamed before the Englishmen by receiv- 
ing his life as a, present under another's name and from 
so contemptible an adversary, 'thrust down his own mask 
and Flamin's too, and rode coldly up to the Chamberlain 
and said, by way of humiliating him with the disclosure 
of his ignoble opponent, "You have been under a mistake 
about rank, -— but now let us exchange shots." . . . Le 
Baut stuttered, confused and offended ; but Matthieu 
backed his horse — stopped -r- screamed — shot with 
vol. 11. 16 
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petrified arm, and lii:, and snuffed out the bald life of poor 
Le Baut. . . . Quick as lightning he said, to all, "To 
Count O.'s ! " and — with the conviction of an early and 
easy forgiveness on the part of the princely couple and 
of the widow — trotted off over the limits towards Kus- 
aewitz. 

Flamin became an iceberg, — -then a volcano, — then a 
wiH-fire, — then he gra-pcd ;ln: Luiuls of the Britons, and 
said : " I, only I, have killed this man. My friend would 
have had no quarrel with him; hut, as he has sinned for 
me, it is my duty to suffer for him. — I will die: I shall 
give myself up to Ibe judges us (he murderer, that I may 
be executed, — and you must back my asseveration." — 
But he disclosed to them now a much higher motive for 
his bold lie: " If I die," said he, more and more glowingly, 
"they will have to let me say at the place of execution 
what I will. Then will T throw flames among the people, 
which shall turn the throne to ashes. I will say, * Lo 1 
here beside the sword of justice I am as firm and cheerful 
as you; and yet I have sent only one. good-for-nothing fel- 
low out of the world. Ton could catch and confine blood- 
suckers, wolves, and serpents, and a lamb-vulture at once ; 
— you could reap a life full of freedom, or a death full 
of fame. Are then the thousand staring eyes around me 
all blind with the cataract, the arms all palsied, that none 
will .see and hurl away the long bloodsucker that crawls 
oveT you all, and whose tail is cut off, so that the court 
and the boards in turn suck from it behind? Lo! I too 
was once part and parcel of all that, and saw how they flay 
you, — and how the messieurs of the court go about in 
your skins. Take one look into the city; are yours the 
palaces or the dog-kennels ? The long pleasure-gardens 
In which they walk, or tiie stony fields in which you must 
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work yourselves to death? You toil, indeed; but you 
have nothing, you are nothing, you become nothing, — 
on the contrary the lazy, dead Chamberlain there beside 
me'" . . . No one smiled; but. lie came to himself. The 
three twins, to whom the hod) 1 and time and the throne 
were a fire-proof wall, or a stove-screen against their self- 
devouring blaze of freedom, vowed to him tied tongues, 
steadfast hearts, and active hands ; yet were they silently 
resolved, after the flashing speech, to rescue him with their 
blood, and to reveal hi.-s innocence. One consequence of 
this dithyrambic of freedom was, tliat Cato the Elder, 
the day alter, blew up in the storm the powder-house at 
Maienthal, which was the only powdvi'-magazme in the 
country (magazine- of corn 1 1 icy had net. so many), as he- 
rode towards Kussewitz to join Matthieu. 

Now they carried the lie into the village, thai Flamia 
had availed himself of .Matihieu's disguise, and in a sim- 
ilar one had atlac';ed the Chamberlain, whom, for want of 
ancestors, he could not shoot in duel, ,'i.nd blown out with 
a pistol his lamp of life. The Regency- Councillor was, 
upon a slight, specious flight, arrested, and placed as a 
statue of a god alone in that temple, which, like the old 
temples, was without windows or furniture, and which the 
gods inhabiting them furnish, as Diogenes did his tub, 
with inscriptions, m-.d which the common man calls merely 

a prison. 1 will, however, first and foremost, call 

this and the following words an 

EXTRA- LEAF. 

THE chapel or vestry of such a temple is further 
called a dog's hole or dungeon. The priests and 
fellows of this pagoda ai« the gaolers and constables. 
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In fact, the times are no more when the great folk were 
indifferent to truths ; now they rather seek out a man 
who has uttered "'eighty ones, and hunt after him, and 
(with more justice than the Tynans did their god Her- 
cules) mate him last in the aforesaid temples with chains 
and iron postilions d'amnur, that he may there on this 
' insulating-stool ( hola'nrio) the heller concentrate and 
accumulate his electric lire and light. When once such 
a Mercury is so fixed, and has for a sufficient length 
of time had, in common with the fixed stars, beside 
light, immobility also, then they can finally, if more has 
been made out of him by this process, get him even up 
to the tripod, — as they call the gallows, — for a hanging 
seal of truth, where he can shrink up into a regular, 
dried, natural specimen, because he may not otherwise be 
stuck as a useful example into the herbarium vivuni of 
the philosophic- martyrobgy. Such a hanging is a more 
dignified and profitable iiiiitallon of the crucifixion of 
Christ, than I have seen in ever so many Catholic 
Churches on Good Friday, and in fact not a whit less 
forcible than that which Michael Angelo, according to 
the tradition, arranged, who crucified re vera the man who 
sat, or rather hung, to him for the Crucified. Hence in 
Catholic countries, beside the bloodless masses, there are 
sundry bloody ones ; for such a quasi Christ, who ia raised 
by a little hemp, not into the third heaven, but still 
into the tremulous heaven* (caelum trepidationis), must 
■ — and for that reason (hey slay him — render to his 
doctrines by his death the service which ,the higher 
death of the Cross once rendered. Arid verily the dead 
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still preach ; ■ — -to die for the truth is a death not for 
one's country, but for the world; — the truth, lilte the 
Medicean Venus, is handed over in thirty fragments to 
posterity; but posterity will fit them together again to 
form a goddess, — and thy temple, eternal Truth, which 
row stands half under the earth, undermined by the 
burials of thy martyrs, will at, last rear itself above the 
earth, and stand, made of iron, with every pillar in a 
precious grave! 

End, 

Cato rode after Matthieu, who had lied to Kussewitz, 
and laid before him, with French eloquence, Flamin's 
plan to die, and their own to save him. Mat approved 
all, but be believe:! nothing of it; he still staid over the 
limits. Yet be begged for himself the favor, not to take 
it ill of him, if lie should requite Flamin's noble sacrifice 
with something which would be against their plan, but 
beyond their hopes. Would he perhaps mention to the 
Prince that his sort lay in prison? 

In three minutes the readers and I will go into the 
apothecary's shop to our hero, when we have waited only 
to be first informed that, as the riderless, bloody nag of 
the Chamberlain and the three twins with the lying Job's 
tidings of the murder came up to the window of the 
parsonage, the Court Chaplain w:« lathered and half 
shaved. He bad therefore to sit still, and only say slowly 
under the razor; "0 sorrow above all sorrows! — pray 
shave quicker, dear Mr. Surgeon, — wife, howl for me!" 
He waved his hand loosely in his suppressed agony, in 
order not to shake his arm and chin : " For God's sake, 
can't you scrape more speedily ? — You have a poor Job 
under the razor, — it is my last beard, — they will march 
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me and my household off to prison. — Thou unnatural 
child, thy father rimy bo derapitiilcd for l.hy sake, you Cain, 
you!" He ran lo every window : " God have mercy on 
us ! the whole parish has by this lime got wind of it. — 
Dost thou sec, wife, what a Satan we have together 
brought up and borne: it is thy fault. — What is the 
fellow listening there for? Shear off to your customers, 
Mr. Shearer, and don't go lo blackening your spiritual 

shepherd anywhere, nor spread the news about." At 

this moment came the gentle Clotilda, downcast and with 
her handkerchief lit her hand, because she guessed what 
the heart of a disconsolate; mother needed : namely, two 
loving arms as a band around I lie shattered breast, and a 
thousand balsam-drops of .another's tears upon flie splin- 
tered and swelling heart. She went up to the mother 
with open arms, and enfolded her therein with speechless 
weeping. The whimsical Parson fell at her feet and 
cried r " Mercy, mercy ! none of its knew a word about 
it I only heard of the murder just now while in the 
hands of the barber. T lament only for your sainted 
father and his relicts.. — Who could have said ten years 
ago, good lady, that I should have raised a. scamp th'at 
would shoot down my master and patron ? I am a ruined 
man, and my wife too. I can no longer now for shame 
be Senior Co-mistorii.— I can send off no christening pa- 
per and present to his Highness, even though my wife 
should be taken in labor on the spot. — And if they be- 
head my son, it will bring down my gray hairs with sorrow 
to the grave." — When Clotilda, without smiling, assured 
him, on her sacred word, thai there wa= an infallible way 
of rescue, — by which slit: meant ['"'la min's princely ex- 
traction, — then the Chaplain looked on her with spark- 
ling eyes and dumfounded mien, and kept calling her 
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half aloud at intervals, " Angel of heaven ! — Angel of 
God ! — Archangel ! " — But the two female, friends 
retired eagerly into a cabinet ; and litre Clotilda poured 
the first vulnerary water into the widely rent soul of the 
mother, by asseverating and pledging the intervention of 
a redeeming mystery, and concerting with her on that 
account the journey to London. — This withdrawal was 
partly also wrung from her by her false position with 
the Chamberlain's lady, whose last windlass-maker, to- 
gether with all the levers of her sunken fortune, had 
now been buried with her husband; and who, as she 
threw all the blame upon Clotilda's conduct, sought still 
' more to afflict this mourning spirit, by an intentional ex- 
aggeration of her own mourning. As Lady Le Bant, for 
the rest, liked nothing so much as prayer-books and free- 
thinkers, she now compensated for the latter with the 
former. 

Some of my readers will already have darted on be- 
fore me, and hnvi' peered into Victor's balcony to find his 
grief hidden within four walls;- — frightfully stands the 
solitude before him, unfolding to him a great black pic- 
ture, with two fresh graves. In one great grave lies lost 
friendship ; in the other, lost hope. Ah ! he wishes 
the third, in which he might also lose himself. He ' 
had the sublime mood of Hamlet. The darkened Julius 
appeared to him like a galvanienlly quivering dead man. 
He wholly avoided the court ; for his self-regard was far 
too considerate and proud to keep up a fleeting pomp with 
a stolen nobility, and the surreptitious privileges of a 
lord's son. Moreover, a slight chilblain was raised on 
his heart by the thought that his Lordship, according to 
the degenerate way of all statesmen and state-machinists, 
of managing men only as bodies, not as spirits ; only as 
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caryatides, not as tenants of the state-edifice ; in short, 
merely as dancing-girls oi' Goleomla,* who have their 
limhs yoked and lied together as a beast of burden to a 
single rider, — that his Lordship, I say, this otherwise 
exalted soul, had misused even his Victor too much as 
the too! of his virtue. But he forgave the man for it, 
■whom, after all, he had nothing to reproach with, except 
that he had only the kindnesses of a faker, without his 

As "Victor no longer paid court to any one, naturally 
the Apothecary cared no more to pay it to him. The for- 
mer smiled at that, and thought; "So should every good 
courtier act, and, like a clever ferryman, always leave 
that side of his boat- which is Hith'-nij. and step over to 
the other." Zeusel mopped over to Via; favored "Wafer ing- 
plaee-doctor, Culpepper, to whose judgment t.hey ascribed 
January's recovery, which was the i 'fleet of summer; and 
he prostrated himself to lick with his little snaky tongue 
the feet whose heels he had formerly stung with his poi- 
sonous bite. Tint churls never forgive ; Culpepper despised 
the " ninety-nine per cent fellow," f and the " ninety-nine 
per cent fellow " again despised my eourt-physician, al- 
though, from fear, — as the Prince from love of ease, — 
he ventured not either to browbeat him or to turn him 
out of his house. 

Poor Victor ! the unhappy needs activity, as the happy 
needs repose ; and yet thou wast compelled to look, with 
bound limbs, into the future, as into an approaching, dis- 
tending storm. — Thou couldst neither suppress nor guide 

the king. One makes the trunk ; four, th 
of all Travels, Vol. X. . 

t An old German name affixed to a; 
alleged profits on their drags.— Te, 
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nor hasten it, and hadst not even the comfort of forging 
weapons for sorrow, and, like Samson, to express and — ■ 
extinguish the convulsion of agony liy shakings down of 
the pillars ! — He could not even do anything for the im- 
prisoned darling, whom Ik.' had plunged into a still greater 
anguish ; for Flaming sulferin«s brought hack again into 
his hosom friendship for him, though disguised in the 
domino of philanthropy. He must wait to see ; but he 
eould not guess whether his Lordship was coming or was 
living, — neither of which suppositions, in consequence of 
his silence and of the non-appearance of the fifth prince- 
ly son, had much in its favor. — -At last he came to he 
afraid of sleep, especially [he ai'teruoon nap ; for slumber 
lays, to he sure, its summer night over our present as 
over a future. It draws two eyelids like the first bandage 
over the wounds of man, and with a little dream elvers 
over a battle-field ; but when it departs again with its 
mantle, then do the hungry pangs pounce so much the 
more fiercely upon the naked man, amidst stings he Starts 
up out of the more tranquil dream, and reason must begin 
over again the suspended cure, the forgotten consolation. 
— And yet — thou good Destiny 1 — thou didst still show 
our Victor a streak of evening-redness in his broad nigh1> 
heaven ; it was the hope of perhaps receiving from Clo- 
tilda, whom Ills heart no longer dared call his own, a 
letter from London. . . . 

I was going to close this chapter, first with the intelli- 
gence that the chanters come in, i:i ever-widening compre- 
hensiveness of periods and lessenings of size, — which 
betokens the end of the story, — and afterward with the 
request that readers will not take it ill, if the personages 
therein play and speculate more and more romantically ; 
misfortune makes romantic, not the biographer. 
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But I by no means conclude, — ■even on account of the 
last request, — but rather prefer to freshen a little in the 
mind of the reader the image of the old, joyous Victor, of 
whom he will hardly any longer be able to conceive. It 
is an uncommonly fortunate incident that the dog, on the 
third Dog-Post-Day, handed in one or two facts, which 
I at the time entirely omitted. For that reason I can 
now unexpectedly state them. It must certainly give me 
and the reader the greatest pleasure, when my picture — 
which was even al that time quite finished — is hung up 
here on this page. 

The hiatus of the third chapter, vvherein I paint Vic- 
tor's arrival at the parsonage from Gbttiiigou, reads, when 
filled out, thus : — ■ 

11 The Chaplain had the peculiarity of many people, that, 
in the midst of the choir of joys and visits, he thought on 
his most trifling employments ; e. g., on the wedding day. 
of his mole-traps. To-day. in the servants' room, — while 
his Lordship was communicating his secret instruction to 
the Court-Physician, — he was cutting in halves seed -pota- 
toes. There were lew to whom he could intrust the cut- 
ting up of this fruit, because he knew how seldom a man 
possesses sutlieieni stereometry of the ere to split a potato 
into two equal conic sections or hemispheres. He would 
sooner have passed the seed-time than have divided a 
germinal globe into unequal sections; and he said, 'All 
I want is order.' — It may throw a shade over my hero, 
if it comes out, — and certainly it must through the press, 
— and especially if it reaches the ears of Nuremberg 
patricians and people in offices and membra of the su- 
preme court, that Victor in the afternoon marched in 
state behind the Chaplain and Appel over the vegetable 
garden, and there executed what they call in some prov- 
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inces planting potatoes. They gave liim the credit, that 
he incorporated the subterranean bread-fruit in the ground 
at quite as symmetrical distance.! as the chaplain; in fact, 
both looked sharply after the rectitude of the potato-row, 
and their eyes were tiie parallel rulers of the hods. The 
Chaplain had already beforehand looked after and helped 
on the plough behind a dioptric; rule or alidade, in order 
that the field about which I and the judicial membra are 
now standing might be cut up into equal prisms or beds. 
When at evening both came home with great gravity and 
little waistcoats, the whole, house hived him bo that they 
could have eaten him ; and the Parson's wife asked him 
.what he would have done in Ins waistcoat, if the Chamber- 
lain's lady had met him ; would he have made a bow or 
an apology, or done nothing ? 

" ' O thou dear Germany ! ' (lie cried and smote Ids bands 
together,) ' shall not then the whole country make a joke, 
except as the court decrees ? ' (Here Victor looked at 
the old, deaf coachman Zcuscl ; for every humorous ef- 
fusion he regularly addressed lo Mm who least understood 
it. I will here, however, have it addressed to the patri- 
cians and membra.) ' Is there, then, my dear man, noth- 
ing ill the country but g;illowse,s and carpenters and offi- 
cers of justice, so that, I mean, the former cannot touch 
an axe, unless the latter have struck the first blow with 
it? Will you, then, get all follies, like fashions, from 
above downward, as a wind always roars in the upper 
regions of the atmosphere before it whistles down below 
at our windows ? — And where, then, is there an imperial 
recess or a vicariate conclusion which forbids a German 
of the empire to play the fool ? I hope, Zeusel, a time 
is yet to come when yon and I and every one will have 
sense enough to have his own, and his own private folly, 
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begotten of his flesh and Wood, ns Autoclidfict in all folly 
and wisdom. — O men, poor creatures! catch, I pray, 
at the wing and (ail feather of joy amidst the forced 
marches of your days ! O ye poor creatures I will no 
good friend, then, scribble an imperial folio, and prove 
to you that, like the Devil in the Apocalypse, you have 
but a short time? Ah! enjoyment promises so little, 
■ — hope performs so little, — the mowing and planting 
days of joy stand in the Berlin Almanac so few in num- 
ber, — if, now, you were absolutely so stupid as to put 
away and lay up whole hours and olympiads full of pleas- 
ure, like preserves in your cellar, in order, the Devil knows 
when, to come upon them as iifiv or sixty entire pickled 

and salted years -I say, if you did not press out on 

the cluster of every hour the berry of each moment at 
least with some lemon-squeessers — — — what would 
come of it at last ? . . . nothing but the moral to my first 
and last fable, which 1 once made in the presence of a 
Hanoverian.' . . . 

"I wish the reader wanted it; -for it runs thus: 'The 
Stupid Marmot is the title. The said marmot was once 
led by the full crop of a pigeon, flu: contents of which he 
was eating, to the prize cjueslion. whether it would not be 
better, if, instead of .-ingle "rains of corn, he should rather 
bring in pigeons with whole corn magazines in their 
throats. He did so. On a long summer day, he arrested 
half a flock of pigeons with full crops. He slit open not a 
single crop, however, but. though hungry, saved all up for 
evening and morning : first, in order to catch a goodly lot 
of pigeons ; secondly, to feast on the batch of corn thor- 
oughly softened in the evening. At last, when evening 
came, he ripped open the crops of his tithe-officers, six, 
nine, all, — not a grain was any longer there; the prison- 
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ers had already digested all themselves, and the marmot 
Lad been as stupid as a miser.' " 

So far the Third and the Fortieth Dog-Post-Days. — 
Poor Victor! 

Postscript. — The history stops now in the month of 
August, and the historian in the fore part of October, — 
only a month lies between the two. 
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S LOUDBHIF'S CON- 



eed as night and honni draw 

tenth intorealai'y day; at the 

a book, man makes few 



I have already said, thai, nothing presses the spiritual 
and spinal marrow out of a man more than when hia 
misfortune allows him no action ; fate still held our Victor 
fast with one hand, in order to beat liira sore with the 
other, when in these weeks of sorrow the water-wheel of 
time filled up two new laehryma lories out of the hearts 
of men, and emptied them into eternity. First came the 
dismal tidings, like a. funeral knell, to Victor's ear, that 
the sometime friend of Ids youth. Fiamin, was about to 
expiate a step which, hut for the falling out with him, lie 
never would have taken, with his death. Some days 
after the canicular holidays, — precisely when, a year 
previous, the poor prisoner had entered on his new office 
with so many philanthropic hopes, — that rumor came 
forth like a pestilential cloud or.it of the session-chambers. 
Victor flew, incredulous and yet trembling, to the Apothe- 
cary, in order to go!., by inquiry, a refutation. The latter 
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candidly unfolded before Mm — for the very reason that 
he despised and wanted to shame the Court- Physician — ■ 
all the rapport-l'isix of the court and the reports of the 
cercles, and recited to him so much as this out of them : 
it was not otherwise. Victor heard, what he already pre- 
supposed, that the Prince had on now the leading-strings or 
curb-bit of his own wile, and that she came nearer to him 
in consequence of Clotilda's withdrawal, and, with, her 
ear-* and n'Mj-fi:igcr, moved the bridle, threaded through 
the nose-ring, as if she were in fact nothing less than his 
— mistress; which is a new and mournful example, how 
easily in these times a line ma mod lacy steals the privi- 
leges of a concubine. Zeusel found it, natural, "that she, 
as the friend of the Minister, who, as well as his son 
Mattliieu, had b<'en the friend of the Chamberlain, should 
seek to avenge the death of the latter upon Flamin, and 
that the Minister, in order the better to get his hand into 
the handle of the Parcafs scissors, and cut in twain the 
thread of the Ei^ency-Councillor's life, himself ordained 
and maintained the continued absence of his son, that the 
latter might not in any way protect the unhappy favorite." 
In all this there was not a true word, — Victor knew 
better ; but so much the worse. O, does not everything 
betray that Mattliieu has drawn the Princess, by hints 
respecting Flamin's birth, into his faithless interests, in 
order, like magicians, to destroy at a distance, and by few 
characters ? Would the mere fear of the stigma of the 
challenge hold him so lone: heyOTuI the- limits of the coun- 
try ? — Add to this, thai the sun of princely favor brooded 
more aud more warmly over the ministerial frog-spawn. 
It is true, — and Victor did not deny it, — one might ex- 

* The little finger. The German uamo is kept fur the soke of the 
allusion. — Tn. 
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pert of the Princess that she would in time overturn 
with her foot the Matthieu's- or Jaeob's-ladder on which 
she climbed the princely heart, (whereas she had pre- 
viously reached only January's iiinv.1.) just as the marten 
lets the drowsy eagle snatch him up into the air, and 
only up aloft begins to hack at him, and keeps doing it 
till the bearer fella and dies ; but by this time, I think, 
her steadfast gratitude toward Schleunes is abundantly 
excused with honest men by the fact, that still more 
remains to be gotten of the uncompleted gift. An old 
lawgiver ordained a punishment far every case of ingrati- 
tude; in my opinion, every one falls into the same fault 
as he, if one censures and punishes every instance of 
gratitude, since often the most selfish al court may have 
his good reasons for it.* 

Victor went sadly into hi- chamber, and looked on Fla- 
min's picture, and said : " 0, may it not be the will of 
Heaven, poor fellow, that ii should be no longer possible 
to save thee." Victor could never, three days alter an 
offence, any longer avenge himself. "I forgive every 
one," he used to say, " only not friends and maidens, 
because I am too fond of both." But what helping hand, 
what twig, could lie reach down into prison to the sinking 
Flamin? — All he could do was to go to the Prince with 
a naked prayer for his pardon. Thousands of generous 
acts remain undone, heeau-e one is not entirely certain 
that they will produce their legitimate- fruits. But VictnB 
went nevertheless; he had made for himself the golden 
rule, to act for another even when the result is not a 
matter of certain hope. For if we chose first to wait for 
that certainty, sacrifices would be quite as rare as they 
were devoid of merit. 

* Ail this is neatly summed up in the witty Frenchman's saying, 
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He went to tlic Prince, for the first rime after so long 
an interval, — with the disadvantage against him of ter- 
minating a long absence with a petition. — spoke with file 
fire of a recluse in behalf of his FI ami n, — - besought the 
Prince for the postponement of his fate till his Lordship 
should return, — received the decision, " Your honored 
father and I must simply leave it in the bonds of justice," 
— and was coldly rmd pro'idiy diii-ni-scd. 

Now precisely it was, on the ">lh of September of this 
year, when a gnat eclipse of the sun made the soul as 
well as the earth sad and gloomy, that the water-wheel 
of time had filled the first lachrymatory vessel in his 
breast; it rolled over farther, and the second overflowed. 
Clotilda's letter arrived on the 22d of September, at the 
hejiintiitiir of autumn. 

"Dear Friend; — 
"Your honored cither was still in London at the begin- 
ning of February, and had much Fiv.nrh correspondence; 
then he went oil' to Germany, and since that my mother 
knows nothing of his movements. May Destiny watch 
over his important life ! Upon three oaths,* which his 
absence makes inviolable, ban;' many tea™, many hearts, 
and, O God ! a human life. — I enclose a leaf from your 
'honored father, which he wrote al my mother's, and which 
contains a philosophy that mnlies my spirit and my pros- 
pects more and more sad. Ah, although you once said, 
neither the fear nor the hopes of man hit their mark, but 
always something else ; still I have the mournful right to 
believe my apprehensions find all the dreams of anxiety, as 

* These oaths of silsm'-e.as is ivt-il known, his Lordship had required 
of Victor, Clotilda, and her mother, with all that tragi. " 
wlitoh takes so strong ;l ho!,] «sp«i;:;i.lry <>■: female heart 
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I have hitherto been mistaken in noifiinq- but in hope. — 
How insatiable is man! — But even though all should 
come true, and I should become too unhappy, still I should 
say, how could I now be too unhappy, had I not once 
been too happy? 

"You will readily forgive me, if I am silent about 
London, and about the impression which it might make 
on so distrait a heart as mine. The active stir of free- 
dom, and the glitter of luxury and of commerce, simply 
oppress a sorrowing soul, and do not make one more 
cheerful who wna not cheerful before. Be happy, beloved 
native city, my heart said, he lotij: and greatly happy, as 
I was in thee in my youth ! — But then I love rather to 
hasten with my mother to her country-seat, where once 
three good children * so joyously bloomed, find there I am 
inexpressibly softened, and then J luncy myself happier 
here than among the happy. I only fancy it, I may well 
say: for when I contemplate there all the playthings of 
those good children, their task-books and their little 
clothes; when I seat myself under three cherry-trees 
planted dose together, which they in play had set out in 
the child's garden, which was too narrow for them ; and 
then when I think how on this stage they exercised and 
built up their hearts for a happier life than they have 
won, for a higher virtue than their relations allowed 
them, and for better society limn they have found, — then 
am I sorely distressed, and then I feel as if I must weep 
and eould say, I too was born in England, and was edu- 
cated in Maienthal by Emanuel. 

" Ah, I cannot hide the feelings of my heart, when I 
write the name of that great soul. — Pie was often on a 
mountain here, where lies a ruined church, and where he 

* Victor, Julius, F;s.min. 
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climbed a column that was still standing, in order to lift 
his eye to the stars, above which lie now dwells. — I was 
just on the point of writing to yon now what my mother 
told me of his departure; but it makes me too sad, and 
I will tell it to you orally. I visit this mountain very 
often, because one can look down 011 the whole plain 
eastward: here is the old tree, .-till Lunging with its roots 
and twigs down into the quarry, which lies full of broken 
temple columns. Emanuel often at evening took thither 
the child whom he loved most,* and who, when he prayed 
on the column, with one ami wound round the tree, Jooked 
out and leaned out, longing and ringing, over the broad 
landscape, and, without knowing it, wept in sweet distress 
at liis own tones, and at the distant fields, and at the pale 
morning-red which gleamed hack from the red of evening. 
Once, when the teacher asked the child, ' Why art thou 
so still, and leavest off singing ?' — the answer was, 'Ah, 
I long for the morning-red. I should like to lie in it and 
go through it, and look over into the bright lands behind 
there.' — I often seal myself under that tree, and lean 
my head against it. and silently follow with my eye the 
stretch of distance even to the horizon, which stands he- 
fore Germany ; and no one disturbs my weeping or my 
Btill prayer. 

" I was there to-day for the last time ; for to-morrow 
we go with my mother, without, whom my orphan heart can 
no longer live, back to Germany, to the best friend of 
" The truest friend, 

« Cl." 

thou good soul ! 

How hard, after this, sounds the singular leaf of his 
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Lordship, which seems to be no letter, but a cold apol- 
ogy for his future conduct. 

" Life is a petty, empty game. If my many years have 
not refuted me, then ;i refutation by my few remaining 
ones is neither necessary nor possible. A single unhappy 
man outweighs all drunken ones. For us insignificant 
things, insignificant tbinpj are good enough ; for sleepers, 
dreams. Therefore, neither in us nor out of us is there 
anything worthy of wonder. The sun near to is a ball of 
earth; an earthly globe is merely Lite more frequent repe- 
tition of an earthly clod. — What is not sublime in itself 
and for itself can no more be made so by repetition than 
the ilea by the microscope ; at most, smaller. Why should 
the tempest be sublimcr than an electric experiment, a 
rainbow greater than a soap-bubble ? If T resolve a great 
Swiss landscape into its constituent parts, I get fir-nee- 
dles, icicles, grasses, drops, and gravel. — Time resolves 
itself into moments, peoples into individuals, genius into 
thoughts, immensity into points; there is nothing great. 

— A trigonometrical proposition, often thought over, be- 
comes a tautological one; an oft-read conceit, stale; an 
old truth, indifferent. — Again I assert, what becomes 
great by steps remains little. If the poetic power, which 
paints either imnaes or pwshms, Is not already admirable 
in the invention of the most commonplace image, then it 
is nowhere so. Every one can, like the poet, put him- 
self into the place of another, at least in some degree. 

— I hate inspiration, because it is raised as well by liq- 
uors as by fancies, and because, during and after it, one 
is most inclined to irttnhnmce and sensual pleasure. — 
The greatness of a sublime deed eonnisls not in the exe- 
cution, which amounts to mere corporeal pitiablencsscs, 
going and staying; not in the simple resolve, because 
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the opposite one, e.g., thiil of murderinc;, requires just aa 
much energy as thai of dying; not in lis rarity, because 
we all are conscious in ourselves of the same capacity for 
the act, but have not the motive; — not in any of these, 
but in our boasting. — We hold our very last error for 
truth, and only the last but one as none at all ; oar to- 
day as holy, and every future moment is the crown and 
heaven of its predecessors. In old age, after so many 
labors, after so many appeasings, the spirit has the same 
thiist, the same torment. As in a higher eye everything 
is diminished, a spirit or a world, in order to be great, 
should he so even before a so-called Divine eye ; hut then 
the one or the other would have to he greater than God, 
for one never admires his own image. — Tn my youth, I 
composed a tragedy, and put all the above principles into 
the mouth of my hero, and made him, shortly before he 
plunged the dagger into his own heart, add these further 
words : But perhaps death in sublime ; for I do not com- 
prehend it. And so. then, will I lend aside the columns 
of blood which leap up out of the heart and so sportively 
keep up the human head and the human individuality at 
such an elevation, as a fountain hears the hollow ball bal- 
anced on its flickering stream, — this fountain will I draw 
01F with the dagger, so that the J may be precipitated. — ■ 
I shuddered at this character at the time ; but afterward, 
1 rclleeled upon it, and it became my own!" — ■ 

Frightful man! Thy blood-stream and the Ion the 
top of it have perhaps already collapsed, or will soon fall 
through. — And precisely this dark pro sentiment is also 

in the hearts of Victor and Clotilda that thou, 

thou other bowed man, whom I dare not name here be- 
fore the public, mlghtest guess that I mean thee, that 
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thou, just as well as the unhappy Lord, art eating away 
thy own self like blood-sucking corpses, and that, in the 
Starry night of life, tliou still bearcat a deadly mi si of 
thine own around thee ! the spectacle of a magnani- 
mous heart, which merely throm;li ideas makes itself help- 
less, and which lies inueeessible ami benumbed in its arbor 
of philosophical poison-trees, often dyes our days black! 
— Believe not that his Lordship is anywhere right ! How 
can he find anything to he small, without holding it over 
against something great ? Without reverence there could 
he no contempt ; without the feeling of disinterestedness, 
no perception of selfishness ; without ;: route ess, no little- 
ness. When tbou canst explain the tears of the adagio 
by the vibration of the strings, or by the blood-globules 
and threefold skins of a beautiful face thy regard for the 
same ; then and as well canst thou think to justify thy 
rapture for the spiritual in Katurc by means of its cor- 
poreal filaments, which are nothing but the Jlute-pieces 
and flat and sharp valves of the nnplayed harmony. The 
sublime resides only in thoughts, whether those of the 
Eternal One, who expresses them by letters made of 
worlds, or those of man, who reads them and spells them 

I postpone the refutation of his Lordship to another 
book, although this, too, is a refutation. — 
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fflHERE is a sorrow which lays itself with a 

great sucker-sting to the heart and thirstily 

ins its tears, — the whole heart runs and 

~^.'Z1 jmshcs ami si!:i;'modit;dly contracts its inner- 
most fibres, in order to become a stream of tears, and does 
not feel the wrench of grief under the deadly-sweet effu- 
sion. . . . Such a deadly-sweet pang our Victor felt at 
Clotilda's letter. 

liul deadly bitter was that of his Lordship. " O this 
tormented and worn-out spirit,," he exclaimed, "longed, 
indeed, even on the Isle of Union, for the repose of the 
dead; — ah! it, h:is surely fled already from the sweltry 
earth, which seemed to it so small and oppressive." If 
this were so, then all the oaths, on whose remission Fla- 
min's lite hung, were made eternal, and he was lost. If 
it was not so, then was there at. least no hope of his re- 
turn, since Emanuel'.-; death and confesion, Flamin's im- 
prisonment, and all the previous occurrences, all of which 
his Lordship might learn, had wiped out bis whole finely 
delineated plan. Now a voice cried aloud in Victor's 
soul, " Save the brother of thy beloved ! " — Yes, a way 
to do it was at hand ; — but it was perjury. If, namely 
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he committed that- crime by disclosing to the Prince who 
Flamin was, then he was rescued. But his conscience 
said, "No I — The downfall of a virtue is a greater evil 
than the downfall of a man, — only death, but not sin, 
must be ; — shall it cost me stiil more to break ray word, 
than it has hitherto tost me to keen it?" 

It is well known that on the day of this year's equi- 
nox, when he had received the two London leaves, there 
was a cold storm of snow and rain, from which the sum- 
mer afterward seemed to bloom out a second time. — 
Victor went on in his pondering. He called up before 
him once more, with all its moments, that great day on the 
Iale of Union, and found that he had absolutely sworn to 
his Lordship forever to he silent, except an hour before 
his own death. We may still remember that he had at 
the time reserved this very condition, because he had 
once sworn to Flamin to throw himself down with him 
from the observatory, if they should be obliged to part as 
enemies; and because now, when Clotilda's sisterly rela- 
tion was announced to him, lie feared beforehand it might 
come to that separation and suicide. In that case, he 
would at least reserve to himself the liberty, only an hour 
before his death, of saying to his friend that he was inno- 
cent, and that Flumiu's beloved was only a — sister. 

" So then, an hour before my death. I may disclose all ? 

— O God ! — Yes! Yes! — I will die, that so I may 

speak I" he cried, enkindled, tiirobbln^, ilnttering, exalted 
above-life. — The tempest hurled the torrents of heaven 
and the powdered glaciers against, t lie windows, and the 
day sank gloomily in the whelming flood. . . . "O," 
said our friend, " how I long lo escape out of this black 
storm of life,. — -into (he still, bright ether, — to the stead- 
fast, immovable breast of death, which does not disturb 
sleep. , , ." 
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If he disclosed to the Prince that Flamfn was his own 
Bon, then was the liiuer delivered, and he needed only an 
hour after that to — destroy himself. 

Avid that would he gladly do ; for what had he left on 
earth except — re col lections ? O, too many recollections, 
too few hopes ! ■ — Who would be grieved at his fall? — 
the loved one, who, sifter ad, resigns him, — or her brother, 
whom he saves and flies from, — or his good lord, who per- 
haps rests already in the earth, — or his Emanuel, whose 
loving arms are aire adv em milling to dust? — "Yes, him 
only will my dying affect," said he, "for he will long 
for his tiuthfi.il scholar, tie will on some sun open his arms 
and look down along the way to the earth, and I shall 
come up with a great wound on my breast, and my stream- 
ing heart will lie naked on the wound. — Emanuel, des- 
pise me not, I shall cry ; I was truly unhappy, after thou 
hadst died ; receive me and lieal the wound !" 

" — ■" Seest thou my father? " said the blind Julius, and 
his face approached a smile of rapture. Victor started 
and said, " I talk with him, but I do not see him." — But 
this checked his exaltation. He had been hitherto the 
paraclete and nurse of Ihe poor blind charge; he could 
not leave him, he must needs put off the retreating-shot 
of life till the arrival" of Clotilda, that .-lie might protect 
the helpless one. Ah, flu; good night-walker and night- 
sitter (in the proper sense) Intel at first every day prayed 
Victor to operate upon Ids eye, and give him back the 
light, before his dear father should crumble to pieces, that 
he might see once more, only once more, the fair counte- 
nance not yet undermined by worms ; yes, he would at 
least touch blindly the cold mask, — this he had in the 
beginning implored ; but in a few weeks he had drawn 
his armB away from under the dead man, and folded them 
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disgust at life, guided his hand in his death-s 
The verdict of murderous disgust had, for its grounds 
of decision, the sunset of Emanuel, — Victor's oft-recur- 
ring night-thoughts upon Ibis our lucubration of life,— 
his entire revolution of bis social relations, — the corre- 
sponding past or future example of his Lordship, — bis 
panting for a deed full of energy, — and, most of all, the 
death-chill about his forlorn and naked bosom, which 
once was covered by so many warm heart:;. One can do 
without love and Jriesidslii.p only so lung as one has not 
yet enjoyed them ; — hut to lose them, aud that without 
hope, this one cannot do without dying. Upon his con- 
science lie played off the optical deception ami stage-trick 
of asking it whether be might not draw bis friend out of 
the water at the hazard of his life ; whether he might 
not leap from the plank, which could bold only one, into 
the waves, in order to make bis de;iib the purchase-money 
of another's life. — Two singular ideas sweetened for 
him his deadly purpose more than all. 
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The first was, that on his death-day (after the dis- 
closure to the Prince) he could repair to Flamin's prison, 
and grasp his hand, and boldly say : "Come out, — to-day 
I die for thee, that I may prove to thee that, Clotilda 
was thy sister, and I thy friend. — I quench the black 
word, which can only he forgiven on the death-day, with 
my innocent bkioJ, and tire.tii fold* me a^ain to thy arms. 
— 0, I do it gladly, so that I may only love thee onco 
more right heartily, and say to thee, My good, precious, 
never-to-be- forgoltei 1 youthful friend!" — Then would he 
fall upon his neck wit.li a tlioiiiand tears, and forgive him 
all; form the neig/ib'ji-//>.i<.>i.l '.li'dcaU'i. and after a great deed, 
man can and may (crime man everything, everything. 

Every tenderer soul will easily divine the second 
thought that sweetened !i,al of death. — It was this, that 
lie could go once more to his beloved and think, though 
not say, before her, " I fall for thee." For he now felt, 
after all, that the resolve of a parting for life was too 
hard, and only that of doing so by death was easy. — 
right easy and sweet it is, he felt, to close the wet eye 
in the presence of the loved one, then to see nothing 
more on the earth ; but with the high Humes of the hearty 
and with the dear image pressed to the bosom, like the 
encofflned mother with the dead darling, to step blindfold 
to the brink of this.world, and throw one's self headlong 
into the still, deep, dark, cold sea of ihe dead. . . . "Thou 
art," he often said, "painted on my conscious being, and 
nothing can sever thy image from my heart; both must, 
as in Italy the wall and Ihe picture upon it, be trans- 
ported together." — And as now there was no longer any 
need to care for his body, be eoidd call forth, of his own 
accord, the tears which agitated him. He wanted really 
to offer something of his life to Clotilda : therefore he 
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rehearsed, for pome days in success i<m, the part of the 
bloodiest farewell scene, even to exhaustion, and made 
pen-and-ink sketdies of hie; sorrair, mid said to himself, 
when thereby headaches and heart- beatings came upon 
him, " I can thus at least sutler siimef;:!!ig for her, though 
she knows nothing of it." 

Here is one sueh mournful leaf. 

" O thou angel ! Wove it not that it. would affect thee 
too sadly, I would go ti> thee, and before thy eyes 'fill my 
heart with tears, with images; of the fairer time, with the 
bitterest sorrows, until it. broke and sank, — or I would 
slay myself in thy presence. Ah I it were sweet to pierce 
my heart with load, as it leaned on thy bosom, and to let 
my blood and life flow out on thy breast, — ■ But, O God! 
no, no! Smiling will T go to thee, good soul, when thou 
comest back again, as if it were merely for joy at thy 
return, — only the- pink with the red drop will I beg of 
thee, that my heart, adorned with it, may moulder under 
the last flower of life. I will, indeed, bleed so near thee, 
heavenly murderess, as the corpse docs before its murder- 
ess, but yet only inwardly : and every drop of blood will 
fell merely from ojle thought to another.- — Then, at last, 
will I be silent for a long time, and go, and that forever, 
only saying this and no more : ' Think of me, beloved, 
but be happier than heretofore.' — ■ — "Whither then will 
I go, after an hoar ? I shall take the dumb, dreary road 
to the poisonous B no-upas-; vee,* to where death stands 

» This poison-trco stnils in n bahl waste, because it kills every- 
thing around it; and the :n:ik factor jrwistivs alone to its poison, but 
he seldom re turns. [Tbis has boon ascertained to be fabulous. There 
is a poisonous v:il>.' oin-iicieJ by banks emitting a fatal carbonic- 
aciil gas, but no tree grows there, and the upas grows in the woods 
among other trees without harming them.— -Ttt.] 
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solitary, and there die all alone, all alone.— — The dead 
are mutes, they have bells, and in the blue a mute will 
hover, and toll the death-bell. ... Clotilda, Clotilda! 
then oar love on earth is over ! " 

Dost thou, reader, still recognize the voice which, in 
his inner being, always, amidst the weeping of music, rang 
in the cadence of verse ? Here it rings again. — But his 
hurricane of resolve .soon gave place to gentler deeds and 
hours, just as the equinoctial storm of autumn dissolved 
into still after-summer days. The thought, "In a few 
weeks thou wilt fly to the land beyond the grave," made 
him 9. free-born creature and an angel. He forgave every- 
body, even the Evangelist. He filled his little sphere 
with virtues as with an after-bloom of life, and devoted 
his short hours, not to sweet fantasies, but to needy pa- 
tients. He denied himself every expenditure, in order to 
leave to Julius his paternal property unimpaired. He 
was neither vain nor proud. He spoke frankly about and 
against the state. ; — for what is there to fear so near to 
the storm- and weather-shed of the coffin-lid? — But for 
the very reason that he felt only love for what is good, 
and no passions and no cowardice in his inner man, there- 
fore he resisted gt.-itity ami quie.ihj ; Cor when once man is 
convinced for himself that he has laid up courage for a day 
of need, he no longer seeks 10 make a show of it be- 
fore others. The thought, of death used to incline him to 
humorous follies, hut now only to good actions. He was 
so happy, men and scenes around him appeared to him in 
the "mild, soothing evening-light, wherein he always be- 
held both in the sichiesan of his childhood. Tt seemed as 
if he wanted (rind he succeeded in it) to bribe his con- 
science by this piety to a legible indorsement of his auto- 
graphic sentence of death. To him, as to 
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Emanuel, men appeared as children, the light of earth 
as evening-light, everything seemed loiter, everything a 
little smaller ; he had no aowiely or hankering ; the earth 
was his moon ; now for the first time lie understood the 
soul of his Pahore. ... 

— And fhou, my reader, dost thou not feel that thou, 
too, so near to the dobter-galc of death, wouldst improve 
just so? But thou and T are in fact already standing be- 
fore it. Is not our deatli as certain as Victor's, although 
the certainty varices through a. longer interval ? O, if 
every one only had a fixed belief that after fifty years, on 
an appointed day, Nature would lead him to her place of 
execution, he would be a different man; but we all banish 
the image of death out of our souls, as the Silesians on 
La 1 tare-Sunday east if out of the cities. The thought and 
the expectation of death improve u; as much as the cer- 
tainly aiid the ehoiee of it. 

And now the fair, Idee after-summer days of this year's 
October floated on tender butterfly-wings of spider-webs 
across the heavens. Victor said to himself, " Fair earthly 
heaven, I will take one more walk beneath thee ! Good 
mother-land, I will look out upon thee once more, with 
thy woods and mountains, and (is thy image in the im- 
mortal soul, ere thy yellow green grows over my heart, 
and strikes its roots therein. I will see thee, St. Luna 
of my childhood, and you, my fair Whitsuntide paths, 
and thee, thou blessed Maienthal, and thee, thou good 
old Bee-fa.ther,* and will give back to thee thy watch 

that counts the hours of joy and then I shall have 

lived long enough." 

He asked himself, "Am I, then, ripe for the granary 
of the churchyard ? — But then is any man ripe ? Is he 
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not in his ninetieth your still incomplete as in his twen- 
tieth ? " — Tea, indeed i Death takes off children and Pat- 
agonians ; man is summer fruit, which Heaven must pluck 
before it matures. The other world is no uniform alley 
and orangery, but the tree-nursery of our present seed- 
nursery. 

Before Victor left the blind one, with tears and kisses, 
he sent for poor Marie the <; rem 112; previous to come to 
the cabinet, and commended to her (us well as to the Ital- 
ian servant) the care of the dependent youth. But his 
design was to give ;i::d announce- ocforoliitnd to the crushed 
.and powerless soul the hope of some hundred florins; for 
so much he could already expect as inheritance from his 
well-circumstance! ikther. Eymann. The selfishness of this 
humiliated creature, wliidi would have made others cold, 
was precisely what moved his innermost being. Long since 
he had said, " One should not have compassion on any 
man who though 1 philosophically or loftily, least of all on 
a learned man, — with such a one the wasp-stings of fate 
hardly went through the stocking, — on the contrary, with 
the poor vulgar soul he snliered wirl wept iniinitely, which 
knew nothing greater than the goods of earth, and which, 
without principles, without ampliation, pale, helpless, con- 
vulsed, and rigid, sank at the sight of the ruin of its 
goods." — It therefore only redoubled his pity when 
this Marie in wild gratitude passed in his presence from 
abrupt utterances of thanks, ejaculations, _ gushes of 
joy, to kissing of the coat, silly laughing, and kneel- 
ing. 

When he went the next morning, — first to St. Luna, 
— and passed along before the convent of Mary, where 
once the adopted daughter of the Italian Tostato would 
have offered a sixth finger, Marie was just coming out 
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of a limb-shop* when; six; had bought two wax hearts. 
Victor drew out from her by long and ingenious question- 
ing that she was going 10 hung one of them, which repre- 
sented hers, on the holy Mary, because hers no longer 
pained her so much nor was so much oppressed as it had 
been the week before. — As to the second, she would not 
for a long time let anything out ; at last she confessed : it 
was Victor's own, winch she was going to offer to the 
Holy Mother of God, bei:aui;i: she thought it must pain 
him also right sorely, as lie looked so pale and sighed SO 
often. — — " Give it to me, love," he said, too deeply 
moved, " I will offer my heart myself." 

"Ay," he repealed out under the still heaven, " the 
heart behind the wall of the breast will I offer, — that, 
too, is of wax, — and to mother Ivuth will I give it, that 
it may heal, — heal." . . . 

Let him weep freely, my friends, now that he beholds 
smiling the still, pah- eardi, even up to. its hazy moun- 
tains. — For softness of so is ib.il ity loves to ally itself 
with petrifying processes and the artt of Passau against 
the calamities of fate. Let him weep freely, as he looks 
upon this floiroiliiHs enrrh, spinning iisei!'. as it were, into 
the silk of the fugitive summer, and li/cls as if he must 
fall down and kiss (he cold meadow as a mother, and say, 
" Bloom again sooner than I ; thou hast given me enough 
of joys and flowers ! " — The silent dissolution of nature, 
on whose corpse the ft ill-blooming ihiisy stood as if it were 
a death-garland, softly unnerved his powers by this loos- 
ening Motion, — he was exhausted and stilled, — nature 

* Around nnirUn.'ra df clivals ;™i S.'::Kilotl- , « Correspondence, Part 
III. Vol. XVlIt. 46) stand warehouses of wai limbs and animals, 
which they buy sib ear rings aarl bracelet* for the stints, in order that 
the originals mixy be healed. 

1 Of making one's self invulnerable, — Te. 
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reposed around him and he in it, — the exhaustion over- 
flowed almost into a sweet, tickling faintness, — the tear- 
gland swelled and pressed no more before it ran over; 
but its water trickled down like dew out of flowers, easily 
and without stopping, as the blood flowed through his 
breast, 

He saw now St. Luna lying before him, but, as it were, 
withdrawn from him in a moonlight. He passed not 
through, in order not, to see the wax statue, whose funeral 
sermon he had delivered, and for which he also possessed 
a heart of wax ; but he went round along the outskirts. 
" Grow ever broader and more bustling, fair spot: never 
may an enemy beleaguer thee around ! " He eaid no more. 
For as he passed by the church -yard he thought, " Have 
not all these, then, also taken leuve of the place; and am 
I the only one who does it?" — The mere backward 
glance at the. slated roof of the parsonage kindled one more 
lightning flash of pain at the thought of a mover's tears 
for his death ; but lie soon whispered to himself the con- 
solation, that the maternal heart of the parson's wife, never 
weaned from Flamin, would cure its sorrow for the vic- 
tim by its joy over the rescued favorite. 

He went now towards itaicntlial, and carefully kept 
away his dreaming thoughts from its exalted places, in 
order (at evening oil the arrival) to enjoy so much the 
more — sorrow. But now bis conscious soul spun itself 
into a new ideal web. He thought over (he pleasure of 
sinking withosit ai'.y sick nigais into the earth, bright and 
erect, not prostrate, but upright like the giant Cienaius,* 
. — he felt himself shielded a gains! all disasters of life, and 
purged from the fear perpetually gnawing on in every 

* The Centaurs av.y.d no*. yjroi-.iT.re liiai "I'-Ltli tress, but had to press 
him, as lie stood ereot, irrw [.he erirth. Orpti. Argonaut. 188. 
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glowed, but remained dry, — for he was choosing among 
the instruments of death. — Why did he go, so late, in 
the dark, with a stormy soul, which obscured ali sweet 
dreams, to Ma.ienthal? — He would go to Emanuel's 
grave; not to mourn there, not to dream there, but to 
seek for himself a hollow there, namely, the last. His 
impetuous grief had sketched a. picture of his dying, and 
he had approved the sketch ; namely, so soon as fate had 
decided the necessity of his death hy the disappearance 
of his father and by the peril of Flamin, he meant to 
scoop out his grave near the weeping birch, lay himself 
down in it, kill himself therein, and then let the blind 
Julius, who could not know nor see anything of it, fling 
the earth over him, and so, veiled, unknown, nameless, flee 
out of life to the side of his mouldering Emanuel. . . . 
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Black funeral pro cessionB of ravens flew slowly like a 
cloud through the sunless heavens, and settled down like 
a cloud into the woods, — the half-raoon hung above 
the earth, — a strange, little shadow, as big as a heart, 
ran fearfully heside him. He looked up : it was the 
shadow of a slowly hovering hawk; he rushed through 
Maienthal ; he saw not the leafless garden nor Dahore's 
closed house, but ran through the chestnut alley toward 
the weeping birch. — 

But under the chestnuts, at the place where Flamin 
would have killed him, he saw Clotilda's withered pink, 
with the bloody drop in its dialing, lyir.fr on the ground. 
. . . And as a lark, the last songstress of Nature, still 
quivered over the- garden, and called with too ardent tones 
after all ^he spi-infi- times of life, and pierced the heart 
with an infinite, deathly yeavriltijj, tlica did my Victor look 
up and weep aloud ; and when, up on the grave, he had 
wiped away the great, dark tears, there stood — Clotilda 
before him. 

One thrill ran through him, and he was dumb. . . . 
She hardly rccosri i iwd the paled fonn, and asked, trem- 
bling, " Is it you ? Do we see each other again ?" — 
His soul was torn asunder, and he said, but in another 
sense, "We see each other again." She was in the 
bloom of health, having been restored by the journey. 
But tli ere was blood on her handkerchief, — it was the 
blood which Emanuel's bosom had shed during the duel 
in the alley. He stared inquiringly at the blood. She 
pointed to the grave, and veiled her weeping eyes. — 
With the question, "Has your honored father come?" 
the good soul sought gently to lead him aside ; but she 
led him to his grave, — his eye sought wildly the place 
for the last eool grotto of life, — she had never seen her 
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gentle lover thus, am] would fain soothe his soul by quiet 
remembrances of Emanuel, — she filled out the chasm in 
her letter, and related how quietly and composedly the 
dead man went from England, and previously at bis de- 
parture lowered down into an extraordinarily deep hollow 
of the fallen temple all his East,- Indian /lowers, three 
pictures, written palm-lea vc.-. and collections of loved 

Victor was beside himself, —he supported himself by 
his hand on the dew-cold, wet, yellow grave, — he wept 
in one steady stream, and eon Id no longer see his beloved, 
— he threw himself upon her quivering lips, and gave licr 
the farewell-kiss of death. lie could venture to kiss her; 
for there is no rank among the dead. He felt her stream- 
ing tears, and a cruel longing seized him to provoke these 
tears forth ; but he could only not speak. He choked 
her words with kisses and his own with grief. At last he 
was able to say, "Farewell!" She' extricated herself 
with terror, and looked on him with greater tears, and 
said, " What is it with you t You break my heart 1 "— 
He said, " Only mine must break ! " and hurriedly drew 
out the heart of wax, and crushed it to pieces on the grave, 
and said, " I offer my heart to thee, Emanuel ; I offer 
thee my heart." And when Clotilda had fled with alarm, 
he could only call ai'ler her, with exhausted tones, " Fare- 
well i farewell 1" 
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Matthieu'5 Fouk Whitsumtibe DATS and Jdbilee. 

a stroke of art in me to write down true 
! scenes of villany in the higher classes in 
French first, and then interpret them into the 
ernacular, as lioilcau composed his insipid 
verses originally in prose. — As I attach great importance 
to the Forty -Third Dotr-Post-Diiy, — because therein the 
noble Mat seeks to save in's Flainin even at the sacrifice 
of his virtue and of Lord Horion, — accordingly I medi- 
tate to translate it. so faithfully into German out of the 
French, in which I have written it, that my French author 
himself shall bestow on me his approbation. 

Hardly had Matthieu heard that Clotilda's and Fla- 
min's mother had come from London, when this Eeineke 
marched out of his fox-kennel to Flachsenfingen, because 
he would not let any one fake from him the honor of releas- 
ing Flamin. He seldom, despite his neriness, anticipat- 
ed opportunity ; but he watched and only helped things 
on here or there ; as in a romance, so in life, a thou- 
sand light trivialities, brought (on-other at last, hook into 
each other firnilv, find a good Hal twists at last out of 
scattered cobweh-meshes of accident a regular — silk 
noose for his fellow-man. — ■ He boldly contrived to get 
himself a secret audience with the Prince, "because he 
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would rather go lo meet his punishment (on account of the 
challenge to the duel) than. let certain weighty things re- 
main in silence any longer." Wciijhl.ij and dangerous had 
long since been kindred terms with January, hut now 
were absolutely identical, because the Princess entertained 
him every morning with a few strophes out of the peni- 
tential psalm and cud's son "about sedition, Ankerstrcems,* 
and propagandists. She and Schlennes blew upon one 
horn, — at least, they blew one melody from it 

Malthieu entered and produced the great weighty mat- 
ter, —the bold petition for f'hunin's life. January pro- 
nounced an equally bold " No ! " for man is quite as in- 
dignant at him who drives him into a groundless fear, as 
at him who drives him into a well-grounded one. Mat- 
tliieu coldly repented his request: "I simply beg your 
Highness not to suppose that I should ever hold mere 
friendship as an adequate apology for such a hold petition, 
—-the duty of a subject is my excuse." — January, who 
was annoyed at the uncourienus retraction, broke it off: 
" The guilty cannot petition for the guilty." — "Most gra- 
cious sir," said the. Evangelist, who nought to drive him 
into fear and fury at once, " in any other times than ours 
it would be quite as punishable to guess or to predict cer- 
tain things as to decree them ; but in ours, these three 
things are easier. Against the day "hen the Kegency- 
Councillor should lose Ins life, a plan is arranged, which 
certain persons have Ibrmed for the salvation of his life at 
the expense of their own.". — The Prince — enraged at a 
boldness which ordinarily resides not within the snow-line | 

* Ankcr^n 1 !!.'!!! vi^ :i Sv.: : .1>h :::fii:i.;o. bo:?: 17-o0, and executed, 
for killing Gnstavus III., in 1782.— Tr. 

f The name given to a certjin elevation nl.ovs the sea, determined 
by Bouger, at which the mountains in all zones are covered with 
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of courts, but only at the eemocni.f.ie equator — said, with 
the death-sentence which Mat bad long since wanted to 
get into his face : " I shall have yoti required to tell to- 
morrow the names of (lie wretches who propose to sacri- 
fice their lives for the sake of turning the course of jus- 
tice." . . . Here t);e paue fell flown before him, and said 
quickly : " My name is the first ; it is now ray duty to he 
unhappy. My friend lias killed no one, but I did it ; he 
is not the son of a priest, hut the first-born son of the mur- 
dered Mr. Le Baut." . . . 

Since pier-mirrors first existed, never was such a dum- 
founded, distracted visage seen in them as to-day. Jan- 
uary dismissed him, in order to collect himself! 

Wc will now in the an te el 1 amber say three words about 
the absent one. A shrewd thinker once said to me, that he 
had once said to a great connoisseur of the world, "The 
fault of the great was never to trust themselves in any- 
thing, and hence they were led by every one " ; and that 
the connoisseur answered, he had hit it. — January had a 
grudge .against Mat, and that merely on account of his 
satirical and sensual face, — but not anywise 011 account 
of his vices. T lake lor granted that the reader will cer- 
tainly have seen courts enough — .on the stage, where the 
higher classes get their nothius of country people, and we 

ours of them — to know what one hates there — not 

vicious persons, not. even virtuous ones, but both of these 
one really loves there (i.irC'r.isdy as they do violinists, me- 
chanics, Wetzlar attorneys, intendants) whenever they 
have need of them. 

The page appeared again. January had allayed the 
sweet paternal ebullition at the news, since he had here- 
tofore given up all his children for lost. He desired now 
the proof that Flamin was the (nominal) son of the Cham- 
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berlain. About the duel he gave himself not the least 
concern. The proof was easy for the upright soul to 
produce. The soul appealed directly to the mother, who 
had this very moment arrived from London, having come 
to save her son, and to the sister herself. The soul 
had again the antecedent proposition to prove that both 
had knowledge of the matter: — Matthicu appealed to 
the letter of the mother which he had some years before 
read to the blind lord with the borrowed voice of Clo- 
tilda, and to the sis;oi , 's oxehi!- '..'iti on during the duel in 
Maicnthal Park, "It is my brother," — and Anally he 
adduced one more domestic witness in the case, the after- 
summer, which would now soon appeal - , and would re- 
touch the maternal mark of the apple, which Le Eaut's 
son bore on his shoulder. 

Matthleu had too much veneration for his Prince and 
master to call the sovereign of the son the son's father. 
He now closed by saying, " He knew not for what reasons 
Lord Horion had hitherto concealed Flatum's extraction! 
but whatever they might huve been, ail excuses his Lord- 
ship had were also his own excuses for having himself 
kept silence so long, — and so much the more, as the 
proof of this descent must be more difficult for him than 
for his Lordship. — Only now, by the arrival of the 
mother, the facility of the proof was made as great as the 
necessity of it : — All that ho could do as a family friend 
of the Chamberlain had been to become Flamin's confidant 
in order to be his protector." 

Thereby the Prince was necessarily brought back to 
the subject of the duel, which he in the beginning, after 
a few hints, had let drop. It was his way of business to 
break off soon from an affair of importance to him, to 
talk quite as long about other things, then to bring that 
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matter forward again, and so pack the important matter 
away under quite as big layers 0:' un important matters, as 
the booksellers slip contraband books in sheets under white 
or other paper. Then, too, Flam in 's innocence, of the mur- 
der was now of more consequence to January ; he there- 
fore naturally inquired why lie had exposed his friend as 
a victim even to the show of a duel. 

Mattliicu said it would be a long story, and it was a 
bold step to entreat so much attention on the part of his 
Highness. lie began, with repofiing what — the Dog- 
Post-Days have hitherto reported. He lied very little. 
He intimated that, in order to break off' hhimin's love for 
his unknown sister Clotilda, — at least he wanted to in-. 
crease it, — he had tried to make him jealous, hut had 
not been ahlc to set him at. variance with any one except 
the lover ; nay, it had not- even helped mailers at all that 
he had let him he himself an ear-witness of the very par- 
donable infidelity of Clotilda, but that his friend had at 
the very last manifested a rage at his sister's betrothal, 
which he had been aide to appease in no other way than 
by the illusion of a disguised duel '.villi the father. For 
in order to prevent a second fi<il){ between father and 
son; he had himself undertaken it. but unhappily with too 
disastrous an effect. 

So far the noble Jlat. The true circumstances, which 
are familiar to us, T suppress. January, who was now 
favorably inclined toward the Evangelist for the removal 
of a fear into which he himself had thrown him, put to him 
the natural question, whv Klamin took upon himself 
the murder. — Matthieu : " 1 (led at once, and it was not 
in my power to prevent bis untruth, which I could not 
have looked for : but it was in my power to refute it." — 
January ; " Go on in your frankness ; it. is your vindi- 
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cation ; do not evade ! " — Matthieu, with a freer mien : 
"What I had to say I have already said in -the begin- 
ning, for the sake of saving him ; and now he is saved." 
— January wont hack in thought, could not comprehend, 
and begged, "Make yourself, a little more clear." — Mat- 
thien, with the designed look of a man who prepares sil- 
verings-over of his story: " From magnanimity he would 
have died for him (Mat) who had sinned for him, did not 
his friends come to the rescue." January shook his head 
incredulously. " For," the other continued. " as he knows 
not his high rank, he more readily adopted certain French 
principles, which would have aJkvtnted for him his death 
quite as much as certain Englishmen would have made 
use of them with the people to prevent it." As a proof, 
by the way, he adduced the blowing-up of the powder- 
house. 

January saw with astonishment a light glide into a dark 
cavern, and saw far into the cavern. 

One wrongs the excellent Evangelist, if one thinks it 
satisfies him merely to have saved his friend. His good 
heart was also bent upon setting up for his Lordship a 
monumental eolunm, and of laying him under the column 
as its corner-atone. He gladly (as in "Hamlet") quar- 
tered in the play another play, and raised two theatre- 
curtains. We will Biul ourselves in the first box. His 
previous conduct toward the Regency- Councillor shows 
plainly enough how far he was capable of carrying a true 
friendship without offending other friends, e. g. the Prin- 
cess ; for to the la iter tin: finding again of the lost son of 
the Prince was no remarkable disadvantage, since the son 
was presented at once at master of a Jacobin lodge and 
rebel against his step-lather atid lather both, and since 
his Lordship was so terrible a loser in the matter besides. 



ssted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 403 

But inasmuch as Matthieu had nothing to reproach him- 
self with in the case, except his excess of philanthropy, 
lie sought to counteract I his c^lremp by an opposite one, 
of malice, because Bacon writes : '■' Exaggerations are best 
cured by their opposites." Neither, according to his too 
ardent notions of friendship, could he lie a genuine friend 
of his Lordship's, since, according to Montaigne, one can 
have only one true friend. :v~ well as only o!;e lover; and 
his Lordship already exhibited one such in the person of 
January. 

Allow me in three words to be short and agreeable. If 
the Arabs have two hundred names for the snake, they 
should certainly add the two hundred and first, — that of 
Courtier, — - Indulge me further in saying, that a man of 
influence and lone, by a capital crime, — a so-called debt 
of blood,*— flourishes full as well as a whole state does 
upon more pitiful ones in the matter of money. — 

January was now prepared to believe anything that 
explained the foregoing singular things. A lie which un- 
ties a knot is more credible to ns than one which ties one. 
Matthieu went on : " He kid attended all the republican 
concerts spirituals, in order lo lake measures against Fla- 
min's catching the contagion : and he did not carry to an 
extreme friendship for the three Englishmen and the 
Lord's son (Victor), it lie looked upon I hem and him more 
as tools of some oilier concealed baud, than as themselves 
workers on a plan. — This was confirmed by the misuse 
hitherto made of the innocent Flamin." — By way of ex- 
cusing Victor, he said, — in doing which, he all along 
named him the Court- Physician, so that January, in his 
present mood, was more likely to think of a court-poisoner 

» Bluttehuld, — forfeiture of life (ScfoiM meaning both debt and 
jw&).-Th. 
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than anything else, — by way, then, of' setting him in 
a favorable light, Ins kshM that iudividun" wii- a mere 
lover of pleasure, and only carried out obediently what 
his father had sketched out for him, — that Victor had 
disguised himself lis an Italian to watch the Princess, and 
afterward to report to the Lord, at ^ hose behest he proba- 
bly did it, in a secret interview on tin island. — As Ital- 
ian, he hud handed the Princess a watch, in which he had 
covertly pasted a slip of paper, wherein lie had forgotten 
the higher rank to flatter his own. 

The Prince, who loved his spouse with greater jealousy 
than his betrothed, swepl the floor with heavy strokes of 
the turkey-cock'e! wing, and pulled out the point of his nose 
to an unusual length, and proudly inquired how he knew 
that. — Mattbieti replied calmly, '''From Victor himself; 
for the Princess herself knew nothing of it." . . . 

The reader owes it to me, that he knows better about 
a thousand tilings. — Agnula eertniidy knew the contents 
of the watch very well ; nay, I even imagine, that, when 
the enraged Joaehime informed her of Victor's direct con- 
fession of his concept!., she had allowed Mat or Joaehime 
to trace the present recipe, arcordiag to which the bride- 
groom here has to swallow Sebastian's billet-doux. 

— "On the contrary," he continued, "she had long 
after presented his sister the watch, together with the 
billet. — Joaehime had taken it out in Victor's presence, 
and he had thought 111 to confers to her freely that very 
thing, which neither she nor he himself had, out of re- 
spect, yet disclosed to the Princess. — Meanwhile his 
sister had thereupon given him the slip, — whereupon lie 
had made advances to Clotilda, perhaps according to a 
paternal instruction to bring the brother into nearer rela- 
tions. — But iu every instance he mixed up with the 
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paternal schemes of ambition his own of pleasure, and 
was well disposed, just as the Englishmen were, whom 
he held to be Frenchmen in disguise." 

The Prince, (luring lliu whole exhibiuou of these pretty 
snake-preparations, concealed his fear behind anger ; Mat- 
thieu, who saw both mask ami fact:, had hitherto cut all 
according to tiie former, and made the apparent want of 
fear the cloak of his boldness in exciting it. — And so 
he went from the Prince into a sort of indefinite, mock 
arrest for the murder; but January began to examine 
persons and papers. 

Before reporting the result, let me gladly confess that 
Mat, the noble, knows how to lie well enough, and all the 
more, that he puts in truth as ialli-work to his mortar of 
falsehood. As in the Polish rock-salt mines, the good 
liar always, in the undermining, leaves so many truths 
standing for pillars as may be necessary to prevent the 
breaking-in of the arch. In fact, every lie is a happy 
sign that there is still truth in the world ; for, without 
this, no lie would be believed, and therefore none at- 
tempted. Bankruptcies give pleasure- to !he honest man, 
as new evidences of the unexhausted religious fund of 
other men's honesty, wh-eh must In; extant, if it is to be 
deceived. So long as treaties of war and peace are dis- 
gracefully broken, so long is there still hope enough left, 
and so long courts will not want for genuine honesty; for 
every breach of a contract presupposes that one has been 
made, — and that is what no one could be any longer, if 
not one were any longer observed. It is with lies as with 
false teeth, which the gold (.bread cannot fasten, except to 
a couple of genuine ones still remaining. 

January began the mint-probation days of Matthew's 
Gospel. 
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1, The Parson was summoned to confess, in the pres- 
ence of the supreme authority of the state, what meet- 
ings he tiad Buffered in the priestly house. The poor 
man turned over the lesn-es of Qimler's 1'astoral The- 
ology, to find out how a parson has to behave who is 
going to be hanged. Without a murmur he now laid his 
neck upon the Mock and under the axe for lesser and 
moderate mishaps, Tor the Ifnt-Tving, who went like a 
whirlwind through his du'clliug, for the garter which, 
while he walked, grnduiilly slipped down over his knee- 
pan, and exchanged the anxiety of the happy for the 
agony of the unhappy. At the audience lie said, he had, at 
church and elsewhere, in wished rig-iin-f the clubs as much 
as any one, and had bought (lirtsumer* for the purpose. 
To the question, whether Flaniin was his son, he replied 
sadly, he hoped his wife had never violated his and her 
marriage vows. — -When he got back to his house, in 
order not to be in agony for fear of arrest, he took a 
bundle of old manuscript sermons wills him. into a quarry, 
and learned them there by heart for three or four Sun- 
days to come. 

2. On the same day the Minister Von Schleunes (out 
of complacency to the Princess) paid a visit at Le Baut's 
house, and communicated to the lady and Clotilda the 
current rumors about Flamin's birth. Both ladies had 
to believe that "Victor must have disclosed the secret to 
the Prince, in order to save his unhappy friend. How 
could they have helped imitating him, when the iron 
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pear* of the oath was taken from the tongue and out of 
the mouth, and since one may violate a vow of secrecy 
when one would otherwise have to violate truth, and 
the tender souls rejoiced now so heartily at the opening 
of the door of the year of Jubilee Into the prison of their 
darling?-— In one word, tiie Minister brought back noth- 
ing but confirmation* oi' the hypotheses of bis son. 

3. On the same day, the merchant Tostato was exam- 
ined by Count 0. respecllug his shop- partner, and Victor 
by the confessor respecting (he author of the pastoral or 
bucolic letter in the watch, and then heard. Here, toOj 
Matthieu, as was to be expected, had the truth entirely 
on his side. Victor was now too proud, too good, too re- 
signed, to conceal anything. 

4. AH the tallies of sins in .Knssewitz and everywhere 
fitted into eaoli other ; even from Victor's former media- 
torial office, which he once discharged with the Prince 
for Agnola, from his little indiscretions, from his satires, 
from his dressing up the juvenile soldiery in breeches, 
from his journey with the Prince., there was now spelled 
out nothing but draughts and ground-strokes of a sketched 
plan of battle against the throne. In fact it was neces- 
sary, January was obliged, the more spy-glasses he direct- 
ed at this meteorological phenomenon of lies, to behold 
it only so much the greater. 

I have forgotten the Princess, who made believe that 
she was very much ollendo.d mid wholly ignorant in the 
matter of the billet, and could hardly be contented with 
the punishment, that tho hero of the Dog-Post-Days 
should be forbidden the court. — ■ The court ! thee, good 
Victor! thee, — who wilt soon forbid thyself the earth ! 

January easily overlooked past offences, but he strictly 

» A piece of iroii that made speaking impossible. — Tb. 
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punished future ones. And since, moreover, Mat, like a 
rattlesnake, rattled so terribly, not to give warning, but, 
as more recent naturalists have found in the case of the 
real rattlesnake, for the sake of making the victim stiff 
and fearful: accordingly his Lordship was tumbled down 
so out of January'? heart over all the steps of the throne, 
that it could not have helped him at all, even if he had 
immediately slept forth out of the air. Flamin was found 
without his help. — To the iiou.se of the three Englishmen 
permission was sent to lake passage for their island, when 
they pleased. They sent back word, they needed only 
one day to reach their island, and waited only for their 
travelling companion. By the island, however, they 
meant the Isle of Union, — and by the travelling com- 
panion the fettered Flamin, whom they wanted to per- 
suade to go along with them. 

I am pleased that my "Victor was forbidden the court 
Dismissal from court is generally a iavor, — (now a 
deliverance from court-services may well deserve that 
name,) — which is not always bestowe;! on the worthiest, 
but often on a devil like Louvois,* as well as on an 
apostle like Tessin-t But does it not amount to taking 
away from an eminent favor, an order pour le mi-rite, all 
its -value, when one tosses it to knaves, whereas it ought 
to be laid up as the greatest, and last reward, as a pre- 
mium and pike-beavers reward, + as an ovation, for the 
most honest, candid, and oldest man at court? 
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In the next chapter one may hold himself prepared 
for an uproar, the like of which is heard in few Ger- 
man chapters; the alarm-cannons of the court-party, the 
knocking down of scnilolilmfp and upsetting of chairs, in 
getting from the criminal court, T shall be able to hear 
even over on my island. The black-haired and black- 
hearted court-page, when he is discharge'.! from arrest, with 
his ironical mien atul bin peculiar /eie voice, — the ripieno- 
voice of his most, malicious scorn, as it, is with others that 
of the most exalted enthusiasm, — will stalk round every- 
where and say, he wishes Ins Lordship would appear, 
he has hitherto labored in his matters to the best of his 
ability. At court one sometimes becomes sublime by an 
eminent wickedness,* as, according to Burke, no smell ia 
sublime except the most slinking of all,. and 110 taste ex- 
cept the bitterest. And just, so every one easily conceals 
there his compassionate interest in the falling favorite, 
like the wise father, who, at the fall of a child, disguises 
bis compassionate lace under a comic one. 

On the 21st of October, Matthieu is set at large, and 
is at liberty to go to Flamin, — he has begged the favor 
for himselff— to announce to him his freedom and pro- 
motion at once. ... In a few days the incidents, and my 
protocol of them^ might run out of the hour-glass of one 
and the same time, if the dog should come regularly; but 
he comes when he will. 

• "By merit raised to that bad eminence." — Ts. 
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Beothekl-y Love. - 



fijIIE Dog is here, but not his Lordship, — the 
noise is small, but not th<: joy, — all is pre- 
pared for, and yet unexpected, — vice main- 
tains the battle-field, but virtue the Elysian 
fields. — In short, it is very foolish, but very fine. 

I think this is the last chapter of the hook. I look 
upon the Post-Dog — my Pomeranian messenger," 
whose tail is his official pike — with real emotion, and it 
vexes nic to think that hi;, loo, has Ikilcn in Adam, and 
has eaten a bone under the forbidden tree ; for in Para- 
dise the first canine parents shone like diamonds, and one 
could see through them, sis Boh mo asserts. — For this 
very reason, as the Mining Superintendent will soon have 
written himself out, let it be forgiven him that, in this 
chapter of love, he is more ardent, and agreeable than 
ever, and in fact writes now as if lie were possessed. 

In the beginning, the heavenly chariot h still drawn by 
mourning steeds. ... It was very early, on the 21st 
of October, 1793, when the court-page ran into Fla- 
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mill's block-house out. of his own, and announced to that 
brother, doing penance (here, tin: whule budget, — his re- 
lease, — his relLilicn to Clotilda as brother and sister, — 
his affiliation into the princely house, — his ascending 
career, and at, the- same time the amnesty of the murderer 
and messenger, namely, his own. how did joy kindle 
his stagnant veins at iVlntthieu's. acquittal and interces- 
sion, and at his Novation of rank! For Flaruin mounted 
the higher station as :r.\ eminence whence he might send 
out farther his benefits and plans; Victor, on the con- 
trary, had rejoiced at his banki-apicy of rank, because he 
craved stillness, as h'lamm did tumult. The former was 
more desirous to amend himself; the latter, to improve 
others. Fhimiu thrust (he live crew overboard, and nailed 
the Bucentaur of state foil of gal ley- skives, in order to 
propel it more swiftlv against [lie winds. But Victor 
allowed hiinself to make only one corpse by way of light- 
ening the privateer,— namely, his own. He said to him- 
self, "If I can ouly ahva.yn sacredly maintain the courage 
to sacrifice myself, thr.a J a-cad iiu gmtier ; for a greater 
sacrifices after all stolen goods. — Fate can sacrifice cen- 
turies and islands to benefit millennia and continents ; * 
but man, i!;.'L'hi: : .'j; biil [ci::-cl!.''' 

Exultmgly Flamhi hastened with his savior to St. 
Luna, to embrace grub: fully urn! a ;.iol cyclically the true 
sister in the untrue mistress. — Ah! as the high observa- 
tory rose upon his night, with pain and bleeding did the 
covering fall from ihojn like scales, which had hitherto 
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obscured the innocence of his host friend, Victor! "Ah, 
how will he hate me ! O that I had trusted him more ! " 
he sighed, and nothing any longer gladdened him; for 
the grief of a good man who has been unjust, even under 
the notion of tin; fullest justice, nothing can console, noth- 
ing but many, many sacrifices. He stole, sighing, not to 
his new mother, but sank softly on the unoffended heart 
of the three true twins. The honest souls all welcomed 
the Evangelist as a friend in need ; and this gayly-eolored 
spider cTawled round with his unclean spider-warls over 
all these noble growths of an. open love. The spider heard 
everything, even the agreement that the Englishmen 
should take the Injunction to go oil' to their island literally, 
and seclude themselves in the English island of his Lord- 
ship, until such time as Flamin and her Ladyship were 
ready to embark with them all for their greater island, — 
the workshop of freedom, the classic soil of erect men. 

The same morning the Chaplain betook himself to his 
quarry, and lay at anchor there, because lit; knew as yet 
nothing of the latest news. There in the open air, all 
day long, he sat away his agony, and at night he came 
home again. He conversed there, with no one but his 
own body, — as many commune with their souls, so do 
others with their bodies, — and looked from, time to time, 
not at Nature, but at his water, in order — as its want 
of color, according to physiology, betokens sorrow — to 
ascertain from it whether he was pining away very much 
or not with grief: sdiboi;g;i his ■proi.omodicus will an- 
swer for him, that he shall not have mistaken urinam. 
cfajU or sanguinis \\>\- im'nam put/is. As the physicians 
assert that sighs are beneficial, to quicken the pulse and 
lighten the lungs, — accordingly a prince can benefit 
whole countries at once, by compelling them to sigh, — 
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Eymanu, therefore-, prescribed (0 himself a definite num- 
ber of sighs, which lie had daily 10 draw for the benefit of 

The same morning went my Lady to the wife of the 
Parson to tell her that Flamin " was an innocent man, 
but not her son ; and Clotilda went with her to take the 
hands of the two daughters and •'.ay to them, " You have 
another brother"; for Yie.tor had still concealed his ex- 
traction. "O God!" s;iid the I'.-ir.son's wife, now becoming 
impoverished, and clashed Flamin's mother and sister to 
her pining maternal bosom, which, with hot sighs, yearned 
for a son, — " where, ihen, is my child ? — Bring me my 
true son ! — Ah, I had a presentiment tiiat the duel would 
certainly cost me a child ! He regains all, but I lose all. 

— you arc a mother, and Tarn a mother, help me!" 

— Clotilda looked upon her, weeping with a desire to 
give consolation ; but the Lady said, " Your son lives, and 
is happy too ; but more I cannot say ! " 

And the same morning, this son, our Victor, was not 
happy. It seemed to him, at the report of Flamin's dis- 
charge and of Marthieu's officious] loss, as if he heard the 
hissing and the bullet-like, whistle of the swooping hawk, 
that hitherto in motionless poise, as if with nailed pinion, 
had hung higli in the blue above his prey. —Think not 
too hardly of the Doctor, that he mourned the lost oppor- 
tunity of freeing his friend out of the narrow prison, and 
himself out of the wide one of life. For he has lost too 
much and is too lonely ; men appear to him as people in 
the Polish rock-salt mines, who grope round with a light 
bound to their heads, which they call "I," encircled with 
the unenjoyable glitter of the salt, clad in white and with 
red fillets,* as if they were bandages. — The speech of his 

* The white flesh of th« ljii;:ian lsoily nn;l !.1jb red vaina of blood. 
-Te. 
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acquaintances, Ii!(e that of the Chinese, Is monosyllabic. 
— He must live to see the mortifying day when Janu- 
ary and the city will set down against him the lowliness 
of his rank as a fraud. ■ — Jicfovc every eye he stands in a 
different light, or shade rather. Matfhieu regards him as 
coarse; January, as intriguing; the women, as trifling, — 
just as Emanuel regarded him as pious, and Clolilda as 
too ardent; for every one hears in a full-toned, harmo- 
nious man only his own echo. What heart could hence- 
forth induce him — his own could not — to hold an oar 
any longer in the slave-ship of life ? O, one could do it, 
a warm and mighty one, — his mother's! " Only once 
plunge out of this world,"' said his conscience, " then will 
thy mother, in the fulness of love, die after thee, and appear 
before thee in the next world with so many tears, with all 
her hot wounds, and say, ' Sou, this sorrow is thy work ! ' " 
■ — -He obeyed, ami perceived that, U'it, is noble to die for 
a mistress, it is still nobler to live for a mother. 

He therefore determined this very evening — in the 
evening, so that, night might place its screen before cer- 
tain weather-wnsiiisg ruins of better times, before certain 
gliding nir/ht-coiyises of memory — to go to St. Luna, to 
call to his mother, and to refresh her sick and weary 
heart with at least one (lower of joy, and say to her, — as 
no oath any longer bound him, — "Now for the second 
time thou givest me life ' " How sweet was the thought 
to him ! — A single good purpose makes up and airs the 
sharp sick-bed of a shattered life. 

But at evening, yon good, oppressed souls, in the 
evening — not of life, but ■ — of the 21st of October, all 
will be lighter and fresher to you, and the ball of youi 
fortune will revolve from the stormy to the sunny side, 

At evening, Victor arrived at St.. Luna, and ensconced 



ssted by G00gle 



OR 45 DOG-POST-DAYS. 415 

himself in the arbor of the parsonage garden, where he 
had given Clotilda the first tears of love. — The par- 
sonage, the hall, the observatory, the two gardens, lay 
around liiin like (blapidalcd knightly castles, IVotn which 
all joys and inmates have long since departed! — AH 
so autumnally still, so stationary around him, — the bees 
sat mute on the sill of tin; hive beside the executed 
drones, — even the moon and a little cloud stood fast 
beside each other, — the wax mummy stood with rigid 
face turned round toward the still chamber! — At last 
the Parson's wife, came through the garden, on her way 
to the hall. He knew how exceedingly she must needs 
love him again, now that bis fidelity to the jealous Fla- 
rain had come to light. 0, she looked so weary and 
sickly, so red with weeding, and exhausted with bleeding, 
and prematurely old 1 It grieved him. that he must say 
first an indifferent word, in order to call her into the arbor. 
When she entered, he raised himself up, and bowed low, 
and laid himself, as if lie would expire, on the dear bosom, 
within which was a world full of sighs and a heart full 
of love, and said : " mother, I am thy son ! — accept 
me ; thy son has nothing, loves nothing more on the whole 
wide earth, nothing more but thee. — O dear mother, I 
have lost much before finding thee. — Why dost thou look 
on me thus? — If thou despises! me, then give me thy 
blessing, and let me tlee. . . . Oh ! and besides it was only 
for thy sake that I chose to live any longer." — She looked 
upon him, bending backward, wir.li a moist eye, full of 
inexpressible tenderness and sorrow, and said: "Is it 
true, then? God! if you were my son! — Ah, good 
child! — I have long loved thee as a mother. — But 
deceive me not, my heart is so sore ! " — The son gave 
his oath .... and here let the curtain slowly sink on the 
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maternal embrace, and when it has wholly covered son 
and mother, then let a go: id chihi tool; kick into his own 
soul, and say. hevf: dwells nvcniliiivi that thou canst not 
describe ! 

And now, at evening, (!;<■ Chaplain was stealing home 
from the field and through the gm-dun, and cried out, as 
he came to meet his new son : " Ah ! Herr Hofmedieus, I 
am falling away abominably. I look really and mani- 
festly like an Er.r.c ffomn and tcvsi-risli patient. I am 
doomed. — I am destined to make a souffre-dmdeier, a 
persona miseraiih'i, a VarHpassian."* — ■ When Victor 
had reported to him, " It ia all over, the Regency-Coun- 
cillor is liberated and innocent," Eymann looked stead- 
fastly up at the observatory, and jsaid, "Verily there 
sits the Councillor up there, peeping over," and was on 
the point of going up to him ; but Victor gently held 
him back, and said tenderly, " I am your eon," and dis- 
closed to him all. — " What ? — you ? — thou ? — the son 
of such an eminent Lord, my son? — I to have begot- 
ten my Herr Godfather? — That is unheard of, one 
brother to be another's godson. — I have two Sebastians 
in my house at once." — He got sight of the Parsonesa, 
and began a quarrel, — which was always with hira a 
sign of joy. — "So, wife! thou hast known this all day, 
and let me sit out there in the quarry, on the anxious 
seat, in the midst of grief, tilling away till night at the 
poor-sinners'-bell ? Couldst thou not have let the bellows- 
blower come out to notify me? That was very ill done, 
— the wife Sits at home and drinks bitters, into which 
are thrown whole- casks of i;ugar and dlshca of comfits, — 
and the man keep* himself in stone -quarries, and swills 

* Name given to the believers in the dogma of the Father's Buf- 
fering on the cross. — Tr. 
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down steadily lsis bitter extracts out of an emetic-cup." — 
She never answered a word. 

Now, for the first iinic, Victor learned from his mother 
that it was only for his friend (Matthieu), and for his 
country, Flamin had meant to die ; £hat he repented 
his unjust jealousy, ;i nd bewailed the friendship he had 
trifled away ; and that she had sent for him for the very 
reason that she might conduct him to the arms of his 
true mother, and before the lace of an afflicted sister. It 
had been this morning a human weakness, that the frozen 
limb of friendship, his heart, had been a little more cold 
and unfeeling towards I-'lamin, when he heard of his 
deliverance from imprisonment, — but it was now, at 
evening, the part of human kindness, that thiamin's great 
resolve to die restored, like a chilblain ointment, to his 
stiff heart warmth and motion. His inner being stirred 
itself mightily, welled up, overflowed his crushed resent- 
ment, and the image of the youthful friend rose up and 
said: "Victor, give thy hand again to thy school -friend, 
— O, he has snttered so much, and acted so nobly!" 
Tears shot from his quivering eyes, as he resolved to 
ascend the observatory, and say to Ids old favorite, "Let 
it be forgotten, — come, wc will go together to thy sister." 
He went alone up to the tower, intending to present him 
to the lady afterward. The Parson's wife, flew off some 
minutes before, Victor sLarti'd. to inform and bring his 
two sisters, and send fur the idind Julius to be conducted 
from the city, that no link might be missing in the golden 
necklace of love. 

What a Jacob's ladder, on which every minute is a 
higher round, is set up this night on the swinging earth, 
whereon good beings climb up one after another! — 

Down on the lowest step of the throne of reeoncilia- 
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tioti was Victor's heart laboring mightily in the hot blood 
through which it struggled. Flamin saw him slowly 
coming up, but he came not to meet him; because he 
was uncertain whether Victor came angry or forgiving. 
When the latter at last readied the top, Flamin, ashamed, 
supported his averted lace in the branches; for he eould 
not look his so sorely abused darling in the eye, till he knew 
that he had forgiven him. They maintained an awful 
silence beside each other, under the rippling linden-top, 
— they eould not wholly guens each other's feelings, and 
that made the silence more gloomy, and the reconcilia- 
tion doubtful. At last, FJ.iuni.il, breathing intensely, and 
with bis face buried in [lie foliage, reached out to him a 
trembling hand. When Victor saw the trembling of this 
dumb hand imploring reconciliation, boiling teaTS dropped 
through his heart, and dissolved it asunder, and only from 
sadness and loving forbearance ho delayed taking the 
lowly hand; but at this moment Flamin turned round 
(under the influence of a talse suspicion), proud, blushing, 
full of tears and full of love, and said: " I beg thy for- 
giveness with all my heart for having been a devil to 
thee, an angel ; but then if thou dost not grant it to me, 
I hurl myself down, that only the devil may get mo ! " — 
Singular! this extortion of Ibrgiveness contracted a little 
Victor's open soul; but still he embraced the friendly 
wildling, and said with the mild voice of tranquil love : 
" From the bottom of my soul have I to-day forgiven 
thee; but loved thee I ever and always have, and in a 
few weeks would have died for thee, to save thy life." — 
Now their souls approached each other without reserve, 
and disclosed their lives, — — and when both had told 
all, and Victor had unfolded io bun, that be had been 
substituted in his [dace, and was the son of tbe bereaved 
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mother, then would Flamin have died for remorse, mid 
only pressed his fare more closely for ?!iame into Vic- 
tor's bosom, — and their newly wedded souls celebrated 
their silver wedding 011 the nuptial altar of the watch- 
tower, under the bridal torch of the moon ; and their bliss 
was equalled by nothing but their friendship. 

They wandered in the tender intoxication slowly into 
Le Baut's garden, and the stream of rapture grew dc&per 
and deeper; but suddenly Ice-cold waves, as from the 
river Styx, terrified the softly warmed Victor, when ho 
came to the mournful bower, where, exactly a year 
ago to-day, on the 21st of October, — to-day then is 
Clotilda's birth-day, — lie had lorn her image ont of his 
distracted heart, and where he now arrived again, per- 
haps again to tear it out from the old scars. For the 
lowering of his rank had made him a little — prouder, 
and his love for Clotilda mors; shy. To tell the truth, he 
could not himself fully believe thai his inferior extrac- 
tion had been unknown to her; he rather inferred tho 
opposite, from the interest which his Lordship had let 
her take in his lotto re, and all secrets, — from her struggle 
in the beginning against her germinating love, and from 
the slight haughtiness towards him on the first day,— 
from her praise of' misalliances, — from her favoring of 
Giulia's love for Julius, whom she knew to be his Lord- 
ship's son,— from her ready assenl to the betrothal, which 
certainly otherwise her father, idler tins recognition, would 
□o longer have granted,— and from other signs which 
one will more easily gather up for himself on the second 
reading of this work. As was said, this hope, that she 
had all along known who he was, refuted certain objec- 
tions of his delicacy and of his spirit of renunciation, 
and bloomed out. still higher to-day, among so many joys 
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and pleasant incidents. — Ah! if he had been devoid of 
all hope, then he would certainly, in the midst of the 
circle of so many blessed one?, have been obliged to fall 
as the last victim ! — But that something in man, which 
always prefigure? to him a great loss as so probable, and 
a great gain as so improbable. united with melancholy re- 
membram.-es. now tormented his soul. 

He therefore begged Flam in to leave him alone for a 
while in the bower, and to hasten alone (as the Parson's 
wife was already in the garden) to the friendly arms of 
the newly-found sister and mother, and added that he 
would presently follow him. When Flamin was gone, 
Victor began to tremble more and more at the thought of 
the agitation of Clotilda, which would perhaps get the 
mastery of her at the intelligence of hi.-; pedigree ; and it 
oppressed him sorely when he (bought that for all in the 
garden sorrow bad been removed from the black-hung 
inouniing-diiiiitbe-r of earth, only for him haply not. — 

But at that moment came his mother, beaming with 
the reflection of new raptures, and before questioning him 
first wiped his eyes. Her new raptures proceeded from 
this, that Clotilda, when she had related iiis descent, had 
fallen on her neck and begged bet forgiveness for so long 
a concealment of the so long continued rubbery of a child, 
— and that she had reminded the mother of a promise 
which had been gi\ en during the. walk after the betrothal 
and was now redeemed. Much had escaped the mother, 
— and, I fear, the reader, •— and Clotilda only glided 
hastily and blushingly over the matter ; but had she not 
.there said to her, "We change nol our relation'' '? name- 
ly, that of a sister by marriage-. — The- Parson's wife con- 
cluded her report with the entreaty of her Ladyship, that 
she would bring her new son to her as speedily as possible. 
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Victor could say nothing, for tearful rapture, except, 
" Have not then my good Agatha and the blind one jet 
arrived?" — And both stood — behind him; and he con- 
cealed the overmeasure of bis bliss under the caressings 
of the sister and the friend ; his capacious cup of sorrow 
was truly poured full of tears of joy. 

As, in the accompanying circle of three loving souls, he 
entered upon the fair road to the dear united ones, they 
all came to meet him will) radiant features, — with swim- 
ming glances, — with remembrances from which the sting 
bad been extracted, or rather which had been turned into 
joys; for from the crushed flowers of gladness on the 
road of life a sweet perfume is wafted over to the present 
hour, as marching armies often semi out from heaths the 
fragrance of trampled plants. Her Ladyship was con- 
ducted by her two children, and said, with an obliging 
Bmile : " I present to you here my beloved children ; con- 
tinue towards them the friendship which you have hith- 
erto shown them." — ■ Her son Flamin, heedless of deco- 
rum, (lew to liitn and flung himself upon his neck. Clo- 
tilda bowed lower than she would have done before a 
Prince, and in her eve swan! the question of melancholy 
love,"Art thou st.il! unhappy? Have i still thy heart? 
Why is thy eye moistened ? why is thy voice broken ? " 
— Victor replied with quite as much tenderness as dig- 
nity, aa he turned to the 1 jarty, " You could not oil a fairer 
day find again your son than on the birthday of your 
daughter." . . . 

Of that, in the previous whirlwinds, no one had 1 bought. 
What a chaos of gladness ! What a hearty, loving con- 
fusion of tongues on the part of congratulating impro- 
visators! What, aileci.ing eye-iiianks from Clotilda for 
such an obliging remembrance. '. 
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They went in ecstasy through the cool garden to the 
hall. O, when sisterly love, filial love, maternal love, love 
of lovers, and friendship burn side by side on the altars, 
then does it make a good man feel glad that the human 
heart is so noble : and preserves the material for so many 
flames, and that we feel love and warmth only when we 
dispense them out of ourselves, just as our blood never 
appears to us warm, until it (lows, outside of our veins, 
in the open air. — O love, ! how happy are we that thou, 
when contemplated by a second soul, regeneratest and 
redoublest thyself. — that warm hearts attract and create 
warm ones, as suns do planets, the greater the lesser, and 
God, all, — and that even the dark planet is only a lesser, ■ 
veiled, moncccian * sun ! . . . All these souls stood to- 
day high on their Alp. and saw — -as on a natural one — 
the rainbow of human fortune hanging as a great com- 
pleted magic circle between the earth and the sun. — In 
the hall the Lady begged her daughter to go alone into 
the dark Jew's-harp chamber ; she wanted to give her 
her birthday present. Clotilda's eye bade her friend,. as 
she left him, with a second expression of thanks for his 
soul, a tender farewell. 

After her departure, the Lady gave lihu a sign to stay 
with her behind the rest, — then he gladly fell on his 
knee before Clotilda.',- mother, who had not yet been aslsed 
her consent to his love, with the words, "If you do not 
guess my prayer, I have not the courage to begin it." 
She raised him tip and said, " Prayers that are made so 
silently are quilc as silently fulfilled ; but rather eome 
now and see what, present I make to my daughter." — He 

* A botanical term, meiuiiiiir :i:i;r:i.llc in one house, and designating 
LinnsBus's twenty-first class of plant*, of winch the male and female 
(01 barren and bfinringj arrow ur. u;\e >(ocfc. — Tr. 
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must first, however, I'm- :i long time, moisten and kiss the 
hand which is about to offer him the lime-blossom honey 
of a whole life. 

The two proceeded now', in this evening sent over out 
of the millennial kingdom, to the dark chamber of the 
daughter. Why did tears flow from Clotilda's eyes for 
rapture, even before her mother spoke? — Because she 
could already guess everything. The mother conducted 
the lover to his beloved, and said to the bride: "Take 
here thy birthday present. Few mothers are rich enough 
to give such a one ; but then few daughters good enough 
to receive such a one." — -The bridal pair were brought 
to their knees before her by the weight of overwhelming 
bliss and great, dumb gratitude, and took respectively 
the two beneficent hands of the mother ; but she gently 
drew them out of theirs, and hud (hose of the loving ones 
in each other, and slipped away with the whisper, "I 
will bring our guests hither!" 

— O ye two good souls, kneeling beside each, blest at 
last ! bow unhappy must a man be who, without a tear 
of joy, or how happy one who, without a tear of longing, 
can see you now fall speechless and weeping into each 
other's arms, — alter so many painful partings, at last 
linked together, — after so many exhaustive bleedings, at 
last healed, — after thousands and thousands of sighs, yet 
at last blest, — and inexpressibly blest by innocence of 
heart and peace of soul and God ! — No, I cannot to-day 
take my wet eyes away from you,' — I cannot to-day be- 
hold and sketch the other good souls, — but Hay my eyes, 
with the two terns which belong to the happy and the 
ualiappy man, softly and slcadliislly on my two still lovers 
in the dusky chamber, where once the breath of the har- 
monica tones waited their two son's together like gold- and 
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silver-leaves. — 0, as my "book now ends, and my beloved 
vanish from me, — withdraw thyself, dim Holy of Holies, 
with thy two angels, — ■ send brick a long echo, when thou 
iliest upward with thy melodious souls, as swans in the 
iiidil glide with tkiie-lo:;cs through llie heavens. — — 
But, alas! does not the Holy of Holies already stand far 
away and high above mo, and liaug as a little silver cloud 
on the horizon of dream? — O these good souls, this 
good Victor, this good Emanuel, this good Clotilda, all 
these vernal dreams have gone up, and my heart looks up 
sorrowfully and calls nl'lei' them without hope, "Dreams 
of spring, when will ye return ?" 

why should I do it, were it not that the friends whom 
we firmly grasp by the hand are also dreams that soar 
upward ? But the convulsive, prostrate, moaning heart 
on the gravestone does not call after these, " Dreams 
of spring-time, when will ye return?" 



SUPPLEMENT TO THE 44TH DOG-POST-DAY. 
Nothing. 

AS this supplement to a little Post-Day was too small, 
I kept waiting ibr flic dug rind for ;it;w brografiliieal 
pipe-clay and dough. — Since, however, the post-aux- 
chiens still delays, I will jusr. score down the few cat-tones 
which I left out of the concert of love in the former chap- 
ter. It is nothing bui vexation? ski!:' llial I have still to 
supply here, and just these ereakiog tones may topple 
down again a now avalanche and institute new mischief. 
It is simply stupid that in this way the book is done, and 
yet not done, since the dog of a — dog is quite unexpect- 
edly out of the way, like snuff. 
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The step-mot Kit. the ChiiiLbuvhiiiL's lady, who has been 
long since banisliod the country by 'he biographical con- 
jurer of spirits and bodies out of those 1 wives, bad, on the 
advent of her Ladyship, from a very natural antipathy, 
marched off to a little country- a eat. Speed on ; besides, 
thou art not my Amanoebada! * --llaUhieiL had, in the 
former chapter, conformably to his old audacity, stayed 
awhile among none but antagonists of his dark nature, 
and was sitting in the hall as the happy procession 
marched in from the garden. He knew not yet that the 
courtier Victor was in reality nothing but a mere, flat 
parson's son; At first he continued to carry on the an- 
tique joke of his declaration of lovo to Agatha, and set 
the Parson up to .compliments and addresses of thanks 
for the services which he had rendered all to-day. But 
when he found there was too much indifference to his 
cold malice, he took away from his contempt its ambi- 
guity. In fact, his heart was sincere, and rather made 
itself out more malicious, than more virtuous, than it 
was; he hated a dif-i.iiuvibil.ion, whereby many a eourtlhig 
easily gives him. elf that look of the virtuous n^n, which 
is best to be explained by Lavater's observation, that the 
angry person transfers l.o bis own face lite looks of the 
one whom he hates. 

At last, Matthicu guessod the secrets, and the" Parson 
ratified his guess. Such a water for his saw-mill, on 
which he cut men straight l'»v his throne,-scaffolding, had 
never before flowed in upon him. — If ho represents to 
the Prince this falsehood, this new, terrible, abominable 
fraud, which his Lordship h;is played upon him, then — 
he concludes — must January <ro beside himself with 
amazement at Lord Horion's lies and at Matthien's 

* A Spanish word, oqnividKiLC to /;i.r..-,i.)'.r ('.■■■ (in- sweetheart). — Te. 
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truths. — Now, he held it for his duty to smile, in- 
deed, hut no more with malicious pleasure, like Mat, 
but with a regular contempt uousness, as a court-vassal 
should ; he felt, too, how much beneath his dignity it 
was to let himself :uiy longer be twisted into this citi- 
zenry quodlibet, without at least making a fool of it. 
He went accordingly, — ■ fur the sake of throwing out the 
news from his seed-apron into good ground, — after a 
short but silicon: congratulation upon the marriage, the 

very same night back to the court, — - and the 

Devil, following him as attendant blackamoor, decorously 
brought up the rear. 

I wish the villain would never Step into my biographi- 
cal writing-chamber and cam so.ntu again; he is con- 
scious of so many immoral resource*, that, in the feeling 
of strength they impart to him, he actually plays with 
sins, and always ventures upon several more than he 
needs ; just as, o. g., In the .\hiienlhal alley, out of mere 
wantonness, he enticed Victor and Clotilda into his neigh- 
borhood with the voice of the nightingale, although Fla- 
min might have overheard both without that Philoruelic 
machinery. In this view, 1 could absolutely almost wish 
that the Post- Dog would not come again ; I have too much 
reason to fear that Matthieu may bring new frog-spawn 
and new mo thcr-oi- vinegar lo January's warmth, that it 
may hatch out new, sharp, poisonous misery; for he will 
certainly report in the highest: quarters, that the three 
Englishmen are hilling themselves in the island as in a 
catacomb, — that Flatnin is associated with them, — that 
Victor has hitherto deceived a Prince, whose subject ho 
is, — to say nothing of still other things, which the. minis- 
terial spy and Chamberlain ess von l.e Bant communi- 
cates, and his father, who Is so much of an anti-elubbist, 
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paints black, — which the former draws and the latter 
colors. And when T consider that in this biography a 
little misfortune lia> always l>oen (he egg-shell and the 
white -of-the-egg of a great, one, — I am very much in- 
clined to believe that the expression of the Parson on 
the 21st of October contained more wit than truth : 
"That they, were all at present, instead of the bread of 
tears, cutting into the bride's cake of joy." . . . Ye good 
people! in which may now. at tills moment, your bosoms 
be rising and falling, — in the sol't, thin ether of gladness, 
or in the stormy vapor of agony ? 

SUPPLEMENT TO THE SUPPLEMENT. 

WHILE the first edition has been getting out of 
print, I have learned some very interesting ad- 
ditional circumstances for the second. Julius hugged 
his Yictor in the garden right heartily, and said: "I am 
very glad to be here again, — I have been so alone all 
day, and not heard n. human being, — thy Italian domes- 
tic has absolutely run away." In Victor's bosom, this 
unaccountable absconding of a faithl'id and contented ser- 
vant raised, if not a storm-cloud, yet a dark mist. The 
quiet Marie bad diligently discharged toward the blind 
one the duties of the fugitive. " I would gladly have 
given the Italian his ieit.er first," Julius continued, "but 
here I have it still." Victor looked at it, and found, to 
his amazement, the address in the handwriting of- — his 
Lordship. The letter was handed to the blind one a few 
minutes after the man's flight, with the request that he 
would give it to no one but the Italian. Although Fla- 
min and her Ladyship promised lo i. e answerable for the 
breaking of the seal, stiil Victor addressed himself re- 
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luctantly to this solution of a new charade of his life; for 
Clotilda was silent in the matter. Here is an authentic 
copy: — 

"You are right. Do not, however, skirt till to-morrow, 
but go immediately to Mr. * * *. The place remains 5. 
But VI are necessary." 

Mr. might mean Monsieur (the fifth son). Further 
than that there was nothing to lie guessed from this flight 
of clouds of the cominL' wciitlier by the best weather- 
prophets. The reader, however, may imagine, merely 
from his own eager desire to know the significance of 
these celestial signs, how great must have been that of 
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— NlGHI JOUKSEI 



. iilTsEIK; 



SAT only this mvieli beforehand: in all the 
e that ink ■ — like currant-wine — has been 
drawn from quill-tubes, — in all the time that 
quills have been cut to make instruments 
of peace, or carbonized to make instruments of war (for 
the coal used in manufacturing gunpowder is prepared 
from feathers *), — and si ill further back, in all that time 
the singular occurrence has never till now happened which 
I am now to report to the world. As I said, this is all 
I say beforehand; the incident is a tolerable one. 

Inasmuch as the Post-Dog has, since the forty-fourth 
chapter, withdrawn his hand, or paw, from this learned 
work, my plan was to make it out alone, and only append 
one more and last chapter, — but not this one, — as cap- 
stone and swan-song, so that the opus might be given 
at once to the post, the press, and the world. Good re- 
viewers (thought I) I can let wrangle with the Post-Dog 
and biographical bell-wether as long as they please over 
the want of a final cadence. ... It was already getting 
toward the end of October, and of my liobinsonade on 



* Ftihr : 



-Tb. 
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Ihe island of St. John's, when the good old Friday of this 
Robinson, my Dr. Funk, returned from his long botanical 
Alpine tour home to Scheerau, but immediately put out 
to sea, again, and landed on my St. John's domain. 

We sat down io two or three courses with minced-meat 
(or ragout) of travelling-anecdotes. At last,' I drew his 
attention — as all literati do — to what I had written, to 
my latest opuscubiw, what stood before us in a cursed 
pile as high as a conical orrery : 1L It lias dropped fi-om 
me," said I, "in an entirely cursory manner, often in the 
night, just as Voltaire or the pea-hens let fall their eggs 
on the straw in their sleep. I have taken pleasure in 
endowing the world with tliis legacy of four volumes ; 
but the legacy still waits for its last chapter, — without 
which the labor of the dog (in the noble sense) will be 
in the bad sense a dog's-work." He read the whole be- 
quest through before my eyes, — which gives an author 
a foolish, oppressive sensation, — and flung his two arms 
up and down often during the perusal, and would fain 
make the author red with extravagant praise. But it did 
not take ; for an author has already bestowed every com- 
pliment upon himself beforehand a thousand times, and 
is at the same time his own ilesh-scales, his own flesh- 
weight, and his own flesh, because, like a virtuous man, 
he is satisfied with his own approbation. 

"The hero of thy Post- Days," said he, "is modelled 
somewhat after thyself." — " That," I replied, " is for the 
world and the hero to decide, when they both become 
acquainted with me : but all authors do so, — their person- 
ality is either pictured opposite the I itle-page, or farther 
on in the midst of the work, us the painter Rubens and 
the designer Ramberg in aimort all their works bring on 
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But now let one imagine with what astonishment 1 
clapped my hands when llie Doctor mimed to me the lit- 
tle country when; the whole h\"ry transpired: * * * is 
the little country's real name. " I had only to go thither," 
he said, "and I could draw the forty- Ji Till (tail-) chapter 
from, the fountain-head. As he passed through Fluch- 
senflngeu, they had only just got to the Fortieth Dog- 
Post-Day. If J would take my own horses,'' ("That I will," 
said I, "I will buy mo some this very day,") "I might, per- 
haps, come up with a distinguished passenger, who, unless 
all signs deceived him, was his Lordship incarnate." For 
the sake of a few ounces of asafcotida which Fenk needed 
on the road, he had even been with Zeusel in his apothe- 
cary's shop, upon whom, he said, the number ninety-nine 
was as legibly imprinted as the number ninety-eight was 
on the butterfly* (the Catalanta). 

No one certainly can blame an author who was crab- 
bing and fishing for his forty-fifth, tail- or train-chapter, 
for running away as if distracted,- — packing up, — tack- 
ling up, — jumping in, — starting oil', and driving so furi- 
ously, as he shot by hotels, country- 1 louses, processions, 
stars, and nights, that not in * * days, but in * * * days 
(many a one will actually think I am drawing a long 
bow f), I sprang, bednsted but lmnowdered, into the 
inn of the Golden Lion. The said inn is situated in 
the town of Ilof, which again on its part is situated in 
something greater ; namely, in Vbigtland. I am care- 
ful not to name cither the days of my journey or the 
gate through which I shot into Hof, in order that I may 
not reveal to curious knaves and mvnchards% by my 

* In the original, Nummem-vogd (numbered bird]. As to the 99 
[i. e. percent.] on Zcnsi'l, sfis pa™ 388. — Te. 
t Literally: M macke Wind. — Ta. J Spiea. — Tn. 
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route of march the real name of Flachsenfingen. Hof 
I could name right out without harm, because from there 
— the moment one is past the gates ■ — one can travel to 
all points of the compass : and so, too (which is a very 
good thing), one can arrive there from all places, — from 
Mimchberg, Kotsiai'. (.iiiUcurtorf, Saohsen. Bamberg, Bii- 
heim, and from Arm'rin;), and from tin; Rascally Islands, 
and from any part of lliiscliiri^ and f-Vihri.* 

Not far from the Golden Lion (properly in Oat Lane) 
stood a distinguished Englishman, looking on while hia 
four smoking horses took a medicine of two thirds com- 
mon saltpetre and one. third horsc-bi-itn.il one against foun- 
dering. The stranger — who might have been about as 
many years old as this book is days — was dressed in 
black ; tall, respectable, rich (to judge by his equipage), 
and of a manly build. His bright and li\ed eye lay kind- 
ling like a focus on men, — his face was fine and cold,— 
on his forehead stood the perpendicular secant as the time- 
lar denoting business, as sign of exclamation at the toil 
and trouble of life, — laint, horizontal lines were ruled 
across this time-bar like staves ; both sorts of lines were 
cut into the too high forehead, as if for signs how high the 
tear-water of affliction had already risen on this brow, on 
this soul. "I would," thought L "have painted Lord 
Horion differently, if (Iris face had appeared to me soon- 
er." Perhaps the reader thinks this was his Lordship 
himself. 

When the Englishman had seen my tiereet of sorrels, 
he came straight up to me and introduced a project of 
exchange, and wanted to take my sorrel for a black. 
He had the fancy of Russians in the higher ranks, of 

* Geographical writers. — Tb, 
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travelling with a regular cento* of d i Ife re iitly -colored 
horses, — as he, also hn.il the finer custom of the Neapoli- 
tans, to let a free, loose horse [>riiin:o along beside the car- 
riage. Accordingly, for the sake of the equine quodlibet, 
he wanted lo bid in my miserable sorrel, who, to tell the 
truth, wore nowhere any hair of'liis own, except behind on 
tlie bob. I told him frankly, — to leave him no suspicion 
of selfishness or design, — "My three sorrels looked like 
the three Furies, and represented tolerably well the three 
cavities of anatomy ; only the- dark sorrel which he want- 
ed was magnificently built, jiartionlarly about the head, 
and I should be sorry to lose him now, when the head 
was just going to be of use to me." — " So ? " said the 
Briton. — " Of course," said I ; "for a horse's head is the 
best remedy against Lecl-brigs, ami tins one must now very 
soon fall off from the nag, like a ripe plum, — the head 
I can then put into my bed-straw." The Englishman 
did not even smile ; during the whole hat-gain he stirred 
not a finger, not a feature, not a muscle. Not until I 
myself had said, " If the three Fates only keep on their 
legs till I have fetched away the forty-fifth chapter on 
wheels," did it strike me that he had been in a distant 
manner studying and sounding me more than the sorrel, — 
and I fell upon the hypothesis, whether he had not mis- 
used the whole horse exchange as a mere cloak and blind- 
er of his suspicious, pumping questions. 

Let the reader only just read on ! — The Englishman 
started off with my sorrel m^scle-pi-eparation ; and I fol- 
lowed some time after with my black, who was as strong, 
black, and glossy as the old Adam in man. 

But I must first (el! what f was going to do in Hof, — 
"Patchwork, — a tern ajii.i.ied also 1.0 cocin- plagiaries,'! iYmu all 
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I was going to dedicate. At first each of these volumes 
was to be inscribed to ;i female friend ; but I had reason 
to fear I should rue it. because my wont is to quarrel with 
a different one — never with all at once — every month. 
I should like to know in what parallel of latitude the man 
were to be found wiio does not Jail out with bis lady friend 
a thousand times oftencr than with his male one. The 
biographer must, therefore, of necessity, because he is too 
changeable, cross the street from the Golden Lion with 
his four volumes, and enter the house of the only man 
towards whom he never alters, and who never does him- 
self either, and say to him. " Here, my dear good Chris- 
tian Otto, I dedicate something to thee again, — four 
volumes at once. - — It were handsome, if thou again 
wouldst dedicate each to one of thy family, — three are 
just enough, and thou hast thine own left for thee, too. — 
I am riding now \>\U-r the forty-fifth chapter, and thou — 
cut and clear away mean while at the forty-four other beds 
as much as thou wilt." 

And here, my faithful one, must thou absolutely have 
the last chapter also ; and I only add further, " This ffes- 
perns, which stands as 'morning-star over my life's fresh 
morriiriiF, l.hoii imjih still Jooi; upon when sny earthly day 
is over ; then is it a, quiet t-coiiiwj-star lor quiet men, till 
it also sets behind its Mil." 

Inasmuch as all letters to me are notoriously delivered 
in the busy and somewhat surly city of Ilof, and as in fact 
many' travellers pass this way, one will readily indulge 
me with the small space for two observations, which the 
town itself makes upon the town. The Hofites, namely, 
all remark and complain ibid they cannot exactly become 
accustomed to each other. " We ought all to be able," 
they say, " to bear with each other very well, and, if only 
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thereby, refute Liu: observation of (lie great Montesquieu, 
that trade knits together nations and sunders individuals. 
Secondly, the}* all reproach each other, that from year to 
year they barter for in quantity, and accumulate and store 
away in green- house*, great cornucopias full of balsam, 
rose, clover, and lily-seed, and tall boxes Cull of splendid 
apple-seeds (parti cubirly of princes' apples, violet apples, 

Adam's- and virgin -apple*, and Dutch ketterlings), 

hut that they sow or set out of this seed little or nothing. 
" In old age," they say. :i good fruits and [lowers will come 
apropos to us, if we save a good quantity of seed out of 
the present one*, and then plant it." — A certain can- 
didate (an academical chum of mint;) took occasion from 
these two observations to make two very good points in 
an afternoon sermon. In the .first part, he showed his 
Hofites out of Ihe Epistle that [hey should not torment, 
but heartily love, each other in this fleeting vapor of 
life, without reference to the numbers of their houses ; 
and in the second pars, he made it plain that they ought 
in tills brief, waning light of lifts to make from, time to 
time one and another joke. . . . 

I had hardly travelled a few hours — days — weeks (for 
I do not state the truth), and had gone to sleep towards 
midnight in my carriage as I mounted a hill in a thick 
forest, when suddenly [.wo hands, which had worked their 
way in behind ihvuugh ihe back window, jammed down a 
bee-cap* over my head, fastened it hastily round my 
neck with a padlock, covered and blinded my eyes, and 
ten or twelve other hands seized, held, and bound my 
body. The worst thing in such a case is, that one expects 
to be killed and robbed of his jewel-caskets ; but nothing 
* A cap worn by tiiose v.liu diksj rip [lives, 10 rlufer.il them against 
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can vex and annoy more an author who has not yet fin- 
ished his book than to take aivay his life. No man wishes 
to die in the midst of a plan; and yet every one at every 
hour of the day bears about with him at once budding, 
green, half-ripe, and wholly ripe plans. I sought, there- 
fore, to defend my life with such valor — since the forty- 
fifth chapter and its eri tics weighed upon my mind — that 
I — although I Ray it — could uusily have mastered four or 
' five princenstcaleis, had there not been half a dozen. I laid 
down my arms, but occupied the battle-field (namely, the 
coach-cushion), — -and observed, in (act, that they did not 
want so much to kill the Mining-Superintendent as to blind 
him. The adventure grew mil mote- romantic," — my own 
fellow was not tumbled from the ihrone of his box, — my 
carnage continued on the road to b'luehsenfingen, — two 
gentlemen seated themselves in beside me, who, to judge 
by their feminine hands, were persons of rank, — and, 
strangest of all, a dog began to bark, who, by his barking, 
must have labored as mass -assistant and fellow-master on 
this learned work, 

"We supped and lunched in the open air. Here a sur- 
gical order-ribbon was drawn around my naked body, 
because I had unlbrl.una'.uly. ihn-iiL.'* the quarter- wheelings 
and manual evolutions of my defence, run my shoulder- 
blade upon the point of a sword. I could eat very well, 
inasmuch as the tin canary-cage door of my bee-cap was 
turned wide open. Good heavens ! if the public liad 
seen the author of the Dog-Post-Days shove in his eat- 
ables through the open leaves of the leaden gate, he would 
have died with shame! — During the meal, I called the 
dog to me by the name, Hofmann ! He actually came ; 
I felt all over him, if haply any forty-fifth chapter might 
he hanging on his net'!;, — it was bate. 
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After a .long alternation of journeying, — eating, — 
saying nothing, — doping, — days, — nights, — I was at 
last set down in a sea, and there carried about (or did 
it come from a narcotic?) till. I slept like a rat. "What 
followed. — Strange as it is — I shall not make known 
till I have first written out the observation, that, to be 
sure, great joy aad great narrow enliven and gratify the 
nobler propensities within us ; but that hope, and far 
more anxiety, hatch the whole worm's nest of miserable 
hankerings, the infusorial spawn of petty ideas, and un- 
ravel them and set them to gnawing, — -so "that in this 
way the Devil and the Awjd within us contrive to main- 
tain a worse parity of their two religious than holds even 
in Augsburg with two others,* and that, eacli of the two 
religious parties in man has in pay its own night-watch, 
censor, innkeeper, gazetteer, jnst as mud) as the aforesaid 
ones in Augsburg. . . . 

— I had my eyes Still closed, when a whispering, 
swelled and multiplied into a great murmur by a thou- 
sand tree-tops, floated round me ; the rushing aerial sea 
swept through narrow iEoliau harps, and raised waves 
thereon, and the waves rippled over mo with melodies, — 
a high mountain air, flung down from a cloud shooting 
by overhead, fed like a cooling stream of water on my 
breast. — I opened my eves, and thought I was dreaming, 
because I was without the iron mask. — I was leaning 
against the fifth column on the upper step of a Grecian 
temple, whose white floor was encircled by the summits 
of tossing poplars, — and the tops of oaks and chestnuts 
ran waving only ;i:3 fruk-hcd:ios and espaliers round the 
lofty temple, and reached only up to the heart of a man 
standing within. 

* The Lutheran aud Reformed: — at the Diet of Angsburg, in 1656, 
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"I must surely be acquainted with (his luxuriant har- 
vest of tree-tops," said I. — " ho, weeping birches hang 
their arms yonder, — out there stems kneel before the 
thunder which blasted them, — do not nine crape veils and 
sprayey fountains, in many-colored twigs, flutter through 
each other? — and the tempest* have planted here their- 
conductors as five iron, sceptres in the earth, — This is 
most certainly a dream of the Island of linmion, which 
has hitherto so often darted rays across I ho mist of sleep, 
and with heavenly anil winning radiance beamed upon 
my soul." 

But it was no dream. I rose from the step, and was 
about to enter the illuminated Grecian letnple, which 
consisted only of a Grecian roof, of five columns, and 
the whole earth encamped around it, when eight arms 
embraced me, and four voices accosted me: "Brother! — 
we are thy brothers." lietbre looking upon them, before 
addressing them, [ fell gladly wiih outspread arms into 
the midst of three hearts which I knew not, and shed 
tears upon a fourth, which I knew not, and at lust lifted 
my eyes, not inquiringly, but blissfully, from the unknown 
hearts to their faces ; and while I looted upon them, I 
heard behind me my beloved Dr. Fenk say : " Thou art 
the brother of Flamin, and these three Englishmen are 
thy incarnate brothers." .... Joy darted through me 
convnlsively like a pang. — I pressed my lips mutely to 
those of the four embraced and embracing ones, — hut I 
fell then upon my elder friend, and stammered, " Doar, 
good Fenk ! tell me all ! I am distracted and enchanted 
with thing* which 1 still do not comprehend," 

Fenk went hack with me smiling to the four brothers, 
and said to them : " See, this is the monsieur, your fifth 
and lost brother of ihe seven islands,- -and your biographer 
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into the bargain. — Now at last lie has caught his forty- 
fifth chapter." — Then turning to me: "Thou seest, of 
course," said he, " that this is the Isle of Union, — that 
the three twins here are the sons of the Prince, whom 
our Lord wanted to bring back.' — -For thy sake, because 
thou hast this long time been absent from the seven 
islands, he has travelled through all market towns, 
and around all islands of Europe. At last I wrote to 
him." . . . 

" Thou hast certainly, also," I interrupted him, " been 
my correspondent through the dog." — 

■' Just gi) un, v said he. 

" And J&ief is Feiik. spell backward, — and thou gav- 
est thyself out with Victor for an Italian, who could 
speak no. German, — copiedst otf all day his own list of 
rules for deportment, for his Lordship, and for me too, in 
fact, in order to be his and my spy." — 

" It is so, — and therefore I also wrote to his Lord- 
ship," said he, "that thy French name, Jean Paul, brought 
thee under suspicion ; and as thou, besides, didst not 
thyself know thy origin, and, in addition to that, thy 
foolish bit of life-road, which, as in an English garden, 
would not reach a mile in a. straight direction" 

"The biographer," said I, "should, in fact, be his 

" It is incomprehensible to me now how it was that I 
did not happen upon this in the first instance ; for thy 
resemblance to Sebastian, which the fifth son of the 
Prince should also have, thou hast thyself long since 

* And I hare with pleasure hold out to the public liope of my 
own biography, n-iierewith, when I s!:;iiJ li:ive lived out a few mora 
indispfitisaKfi chaptiir.j of it, 1 imipiwi to present it under the title, 
Jenn Paul's Acta of the Apostles, or his Actions, Kxperionoes, and 

Opinio,,,, 
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remarked, — and lliy Stettin box-picture on the shoulder- 
blade, which these gentlemen here all have about them, 
and which his Lordship himself beheld day before yes- 
terday, during the bandaging." 

" So ! so ! " said I, " it was for this, then, that your 
biographer got the falcon's hood, the wound in the back, 
the fine black steed, and the stranger iu Hof was his 
Lordship ?" — 

In short, by all this his Lordship bad fully convinced 
himself that I was the one whom ho had so long sought ; 
for he had previously long since received Fcnk's commu- 
nication through lifteen hands, inasmuch as it travelled 
from Hamburg, or rather from llie land of the Hadeln, to 
Ziegenhain in Lower Hesse, then into the Principality 
of Schwabeck, then into the Duchy of Tlolzapfel, to 
Schweinfurt, to Seheer-Seheer, and still back again to 
* * and to * * *, and finally to Flacbscnfingen, where 
he at last received it; there, in the Isle of Union, he 
had been concealed a long i.irm-, niil.il the communication, 
the ending of October, which as it were underscored the 
maternal marks wil.li red ink, and, most of all, tha banish- 
ing from St. Luna of the three brothers who landed on the 
island, constrained him to travel off In Scliccrau, or rather 
to Hof in Vuiglbmd. Here, naturally, I was obliged to 
meet him, according to a conceit with the Italian servant 
(i. e. with Dr. Fenk), on account of which he sent me 
from my island aflcr the forty -fifth chapter, and whose 
repetition came to hand in the billet intercepted by the 
blind one, and now deciphered ; and my old face, which 
he forthwith compared with a younger engraving of the 
fifth princely son, threw at once in the "Oat-laue" the 
most ample light upon everything. 

So soon as he knew this, he left me to travel on alone, 
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under my tin lice-rap and Moses's veil, and hurried for- 
ward to the Prince just one minute before it was too 
late. For Matthieu had betrayed all; and they wcro 
just on the point of smiling to arrest the three twins, on 
the island where they had taken refuge, and our Victor 
at his mother's ki.nise, wherein he had already forgotten 
court and nobility for patients and .sciences and bride, 
when his Lordship sent In bis name to the Prince. The 
Prince was afraid of being persuaded by him, as Cassar 
was of Cicero. His Lordship — whose soul, indeed, 
was a-petrogrophir* chart of sublime ideas — confounded 
the measures of the Prince by a more f luring and defiant 
boldness than these measures had reckoned on. He began 
with the intelligence, that he brought not merely one son 
to the Prince, but all; which last, thing he had not prom- 
ised, for the reason that, he 'could not know how far fate 
would perhaps leave or lead him. — He forced the Prince 
to listen to a long and cold discourse, wherein he laid 
before him the plan of study for Ihe five sons, and their 
development, his:oi'y, and destiny; while he seemed to 
presuppose the proofs of their extraction, he however 
wove them elaborately into the inferences he drew from 
it. Thus, e. g., he said, no one had known about the 
important secret but her Ladyship and Clotilda and 
Emanuel, whoso sacred documents, scaling all with death, 
he here presented him, together with others for the chil- 
dren ; only a certain court-pa^e had. during his blind- 
ness, stolen and abused one of five secrets. His Lord- 
ship did not pluck to pieces this snare of a soul, because, 
as he said, it was too insignificant fin- satisfaction, too 
black-dyed for punishment, and because he himself be- 

' Or lit!,;: ■;:■;] ;j':i-:', cnly pi-.lro U tlsad :loii;?110-l!y with ft moral I'sf- 
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sides would soon depart out of these regions forever. 
In short, with his omnipotence he U.x-k such a hold of the 
Prince, and drew all veils so clean off from the past, that 
he almost compelled him, instead of condemning or ac- 
quitting, merely to deprecate and to exchange accusation 
and mistrust for gratitude. The single good thing, Lord 
Horion said in conclusion, which the Page had done, was, 
that, by his weed-sewing-machines, lus had ripened and 
expedited the great ;md (hlr recognition precisely for a 
monthly period, when the festoon of the five shoulders 
(the maternal moles) were in full bloom. The Prince, 
in spite of the other party's ieiness, was melted, for his 
paternal love was enriched with new treasures. Never- 
theless, he mixed in with ins thanks this delicate reproach 
against Victor's pretended nobility: "I am full of grati- 
tude for you, although yon deprive me too soon of the 
opportunity of showing it. Hitherto I have rejoiced that 
J could at least prove to the son how very much indebted, 
if not grateful, I was to the father. But you know my 
error." His Lordship - — now made more pliant by vic- 
tory — replied : " I know not whether good intentions 
and bad circumstances excuse me ; but I could regard 
him only as worthy to be your body physician, whom I 
acknowledged worthy to be my son." — The Prince em- 
braced him cordially ; Inn. Lordship reciprocated it quite 
as warmly, and said : " On the 31st of October," (that is 
to-day, and he said i( yesterday,) "he would seal his houest 
sentiments toward the Prince in a manner more decisive 

than words." 

Noble man! Thou consumes t nothing on the earth 
beyond thyself, and art a stonn-hird, through whose fat a 
wick of the lamp is threaded, and which is now burned 
out and carbonized by it3 own light, — I have a presenti- 
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ment, as if thy fiiir soul would soon be on another, higher 
Isle of I*'-ni ition than this earthly one! 

I write this 00 the forenoon of the 31st of October, at 
ten o'do;:k, on the island. 



EVENING, AT SIX O'CLOCK, IN MAIkNTHAL, 

W HEREWITH will this book end at last? — with 
a tear or with an exultation ? — 
Dr. Fenk, until two o'doel; (for not till l.hen would his 
Lordship arrive), threw the brown or lump-sugar of humor 
upon our minutes and sorrows ; his whimsical red face 
wa< the violet sugar-loaf } > n 1 >e l- of sweetness. My good 
Victor was with ( Clotilda in Maienthal. Fenk kept up one 
continued laugh at me as a dauphin. He makes many 
similes, he says: "1 should not, until the end of a book 
and of the whole play, get my true title, as they do not 
print the general title-page of the journals till the last 
number, — or," he says, " like a pawn at chess, I should 
not be promoted until the List row to he an officer." It is, 
however, very well known to me from history, that in 
France, even under Louis XTV., the present system of 
equality already existed, though first with reference to 
princes, whom the king made e<|ual, whether they entered 
upon life as Mestizoes* or Creoles, or Quatroonst or 
Quintoons. or as born to the throne. As now one can pro- 
duce new laws and novella 1 J of imperial statute quite as 
well in Germany as heyond its limits, it might well hap- 

* Children of a Eiiropuju inn) ;iji American Indian. — Ts. 
t Children of Tcrueroons, wiio aj-siin lire children of Mulattoes and 
whites. 

\ Alluding '■<> Juf'-iir.'.m? «*;■■> •;n!u:ei. — Tn. 
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pen in my lifetime Uml legs limited prints should be de- 
clared competent to tin; throne, — whereby I of course 
should come to be ruler. It were well for Flachsenfingen 
if that should lutpjicn. bemuse I will buy me beforehand 
the best French and Latin works on- government, and 
study the subject in them so well that I cannot fail. I 
think I may venture to take it upon nie to set the poor 
human race, which is forever living in the first of April, 
and which never gets out of its standing-stool or go-cart, 
— the only change being the addition of more wheels to 
the cart, — on its legs again a little by my sceptre. Time 
was when a nobleman and the horse of an English riding- 
master were capable of drilling the hat, of fifing a pistol, 
of smoking tobacco, of telling whet her there was a damsel 
in the company, &c. ; but now-a-days horse and noble- 
man have come to be so distinguished from each Other 
by culture, that it is a true honor to he the latter, and 
that it does not harm my nubility (though I feared it in 
the beginning) that I hare more than common learn- 
ing. ' In our days the 1 1 end-horses of !ho nobility are no 
longer harnessed on so far ahead of the eitizenly wheel- 
horses to the chariot of statu as they were a hundred 
years since; hence duty, or at least prudence, dictates 
{even for a new nobleman like me) thai he (or I) should 
let himself down, and hide the consciousness of his rank 
(why should not I succeed in that as well as another?) 
under the grace of an easy and complaisant good-breed- 
ing, and in fact take no airs upon himself about any 
ancestors, except for the future ones, of whose collective 
merits I cannot think greatly enough, because the earth 
is still mighty young,'" and just in petticoats, and, like 
the Poles, in Polish frock. 

» BMjmg is the Gorman; a vulgarism, corresponding, perhaps, to 
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To return: at, two o'clock, his Lordship came with 
his Hind son, like Philosophy with I'oesy. Beautiful, 
beautiful youth ! innocence has sketched thy cheeks, 
love thy lips, enthusiasm thy forehead. His Lordship, 
with his LaudonV* forehead, and with a face more ob- 
scured and shaded to-day than in Hof, on which the 
honeymoon of youth and the ]iflssion-weefes of later age 
threw a confused chiaroscuro, — he came to us to-day 
almost warmer than usual, although with features expres- 
sive of nothing but. the reeling that life is an intercalary 
day, and that he loves only philanthropy, not men. He 
said, we must do him and the Hof-medieus the pleasure 
of visiting the latter this very day in Maienthal, and 
bringing him hither, because lie had still to complete 
here without eyewitnesses all -oris of arrangements for 
the arrival of the Prince ; we must, however, come- back 
again with Victor in the night, because our distinguished 
father would arrive very early in the morning. The 
blind one, as blind, could stay where he was. It did not 
occur to me, that he concealed from the good, darkened 
Julius, that he was his lather, for he said, with double 
and treble meaning: ''As (lie good creature has once 
already had to endure the pain of -losing a father, we 
must not a second time expose him to this sorrow." But 
this did strike me, that he begged us to requite him for 
what he bad hitherto sought t.o do in behalf of Flaeh- 
senfingen, by doing this ourselves, and assuring him 
with an oath, that in the public offices which we should 

'■ tiiileo]] Ernest L;u:0)ii (TSiiron) was is pica: soldier and cop tain, 
born in IT 16. The Emperor of Austria, ur. dor whom he chiefly served, 
had tins f(>\lmv:ij£ epitaph writUm lor lii-n: '■ ItHconls Lmidojii sunimi 
castrorum prfef«H.i, sMsrqicr Btrcr.r.i, iVtis, fiil-'cis militia ef civis op- 
timi exemplutn quod dnijiis riii|;|(i.<,|ii[. iniia-nhir Josephus 11 Aug. 
In ejus effigie proponi voluit, anno 1788." — Tr. 
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get, we would fulfil 1:1* cosmopolitan wishes, which he 
dclivercd'to us in writing, at least until such time OS 
he should see us again. The Prince had -been obliged 
to give him the same solemn assurance. We looked 
up at hira as at a beclouded comet, and took tbo oath 
with sorrow. 

We entered on the road to Maioutlial. An English- 
man related to us that, he had seen behind the mourn- 
ing-thicket — the sleeping chamber of the blind one's 
mother, his Lordship's beloved, who rests beneath a black 
marble slab — a second marble set up, which the crape- 
veils sweeping over it were meant to cover, but could 
not. O then did each of us look round him with a heavy 
heart toward the i*kii!d : as towards sin undermined city, 
ere it is blown lo pieces and hurled into the air. — But 
my longing to behold Victor and Maicntbal, that labyrin- 
thine flower-garden of in; WiU'mest dreams, drowned the 
anxious apprehension. 

At last we climbed (lie southern mountain, and the 
variegated Eden, with its fulness of foliage and with the 
multitude of ils pulsating twigs, grew with a murmur 
down into the valley. — Up yonder among the boughs 

lay. like a nightingale's ia'Sl, Em; el\- peaceful cottage, 

in which was now my Victor, ■ — ■ nearer to us rustled the 
chestnut avenue, and without, overhead, reposed the 
mowed churchyard. — To me, who had seen all this 
hitherto only in the dream of fancy, if seemed now again 
as if dreams were coming on ; and the opaque ground 
became a transparent, one, full of shapes created out of 
vapor, — and I sank full of sadness on the hill. ... I 
went down at last as inlo a promised land, but my whole 
soul was swathed in a soft, funeral veil. 

— And my Victor lore away the veil, and pressed his 
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warm soul to mine, and we melted together into one 
glowing point. — But I will, by and by, when he comes 
back from the abb.ey, onto more ami still more warmly 
fell on his breast, and then at length truly tell him my 
love. ... Vic: tor, hnw gentle thou art, and how har- 
monious, how ennobled, how beautiful in the tear of 
joy, how great in thy inspiration I — Ah, We of man, 
thou that givest to the inner man the Grecian profile, 
and to his motions lines of heauty, and to his charms 
bridal ornaments, redouble thy wondrous and healing 
powers in my hectic breast, when I see fools, or sinners, 
or uncongenial men, or enemies, or strangers! 

Victor, who never made the anxiety of a man still 
greater, gave as some satisfaction about his Lordship. 
He went to the convent to Clotilda, to announce our 
visit to her and the Abbess, — the lateness of the visit 
he excuses by the necessity of a nightly return. Till 
he comes back, I suspend my story. My eyes followed 
him on his way to the betrothed ; and his hand, his eye, 
and his mouth were full of greetings for every one, es- 
pecially for despised people, for old men. for old widows. 
The joy of my hero becomes mine. Time is working at 
the beautiful day. when his heart shall forever melt into 
one with the betrothed, when, without a remaining link of 
the sundered flea- and ane-ehain of the court, be sh'all walk 
freely through nature, he nothing but a man, make nothing 
hut cures, instead of four, love nothing hul llie whole world, 
and be too happy to be envied. Then will I, for once, my 
Bastian, eat with thee at evening in Ihe moonlight, under 
the steam and the hum of the linden, and seat myself on 
the bales of freshly unpacked and printed Dog- Post- Days. 
For the rest, — - although I did let my own inner man sit 
to paint his by, — -I am but a wretched, dissolved, wiped- 
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out slate-copy of him, only a very freely paraphrased 
interpretation of this soul ; and I find that a cultivated 
parson's son is, at bottom, butter than an uncultivated 
prince, and that princes are not, like poets, born, but 

I hope I have material enough to keep me writing till 
he comes back. I have, in fact, in this biography, as 
supernumerary copyist- of Nature, all along borrowed 
from reality, — e. g. for Klamin's character I had in my 
head a captain of dragoons, — in the case of Emanuel, I 
thought of a great man dead, a celebrated writer, who, 
the very day when I with sweet, shuddering entrance- 
ment wrote Emanuel's dream of annihilation, went from 
the earth and half under it,— the goddess Clotilda I com- 
pounded of two female angels, arid 1 shall see for myself, 
in a few minutes, whether I bit them. It is provoking, 
that in conversations, from the force, of habit, I give to 
the people of this hook the name.-! they hear in the Dog- 
Post-Days; whereas I'lamiu is properly called * *, and 
Victor * *, and Clotilda actually * *. It were to be 
wished — I have not sworn not to do it — that I could, 
after the deatli of some moral iteifs and plague-infect- 
ed personages of these volumes, or after my own, make 
known to the world (he true, names. Tf I do it, then will 
learned Europe be initiated into all the reasons, which the 
political world already know*, that have kept, the Mining- 
Superintendent from letting fall upon some parts of his 
history (especially upon the court.) so much light as he 
might actually have given ; and I am curious to see 
whether, after the er.pnsa of these reasons, the newspaper 
correspondent A. and the secretory of legation Z. — the 
two greatest enemies of the F lac h sen fin gen court, and of 
me personally — -will still assert, that 1 am stupid. Nay, 
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I am bold enough to appeal publicly here to the * * 
agent in * * to say whether I have not wholly left out 
many persons in the history, who had acted a part in 
it, and who had entered into the actual machinery of 
my biographical sugar-mill as undershot wheels ; nay, 
more, I even give my pair of adversaries permission to 
name to the world the personages I have left out, — who 
have some power to do injury, — if this two-head vulture 
has the heart to do it. . . . 

The good Spilzius Uol'mann is now wagging his tail, 
and leaping up before me. Good, industrious Post-Dog! 
Jean Paul's biographical Kgeria 1 I. will, as an encourag- 
ing example, so soon as 1 have time, flay thee and stuff 
thee neatly, and fill thee as with a sausage-filling of hay, 
in order to set thee up in a public library as thine own 
bust beside other distinguished scholars! — Mens el is a 
reasonable man, to whom. I will apply, in a private and 
autographic communication, for a seat in liis Learned 
Germany for Spitz. This scholar will not be able, any 
better than I, to see why such a diligent hod-carrier and 
compiler and forwarder of learning as my dog is should 
suffer a more pitiful and colder fate than other learned 
hod-carriers, merely because he bears a tail, whicfi repre- 
sents his posterior-toupee. That is all which gives the 
poor beast an interior place in the scale ol' literati. 

— I now sec Victor escorted with lights through the 
bowers of the garden. I will only throw out, as hastily 
as possible, the further statement, that I am sitting in 
the sacristy of Emanuel, which is latticed with leafless 
shrubbery. Hurry not so, Sebastian, thou that, in respect 
to thy previous t ran sfonna lions, re.semblest the three or 
four pseudo- Sebastians in Portugal; hurry not, that I may 
still simply say to my sister, "Thou beloved ex-sister, thy 
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crazy brother writes himself von, but thou Last lost only 
Lis breast, not his heart. "When I como to Scheerau, I 
will care for nothing, but weep on thee during tLe em- 
brace, and finally say, It is no matter. My spirit is thy 
brother, thy soul is my sister; aw] so, change not, sisterly 

— The good Victor walks hastily. Ah, men whom 
sorrow has often chilled have neither in their bodily Dor 
moral motions (.He slow symmetry of prosperous fortune, 
just as people who wade in the water take great broad 
strides. : — Poor Victor ! why dost thou now weep so, that 
thou absolutely canst not dry thy tears ? . . . 



FOUR O'CLOCK IN THE MORNING, IN THE 
ISLAND OF REUNION. 

AH, it is long ago that I asked, " Will this hook close 
with a tear ? " — Victor came hack at eight o'elock 
last night with two great Immovable tears on the brink 
of his eyelid, and said : " We will just hasten back some- 
what rapidly to the island. Clotilda herself begs us 
to do so, and to t;:.ko another time for .seeing her." — "A 
misfortune," I have dreamed, " is just now rearing it- 
self large and high like a so a -serpent, anil flinging itself 
upon human Hearts, as that does upon ships, and crush- 
ing them under." She had grown every minute more 
anxious and oppressed, as one becomes in a damp spot 
over which the lightning darts and hisses. What else 
did this imply, than that his Lordship had disclosed to 
hia faithful friend things which we feared this night to 
experience? And we- could none of us any longer con- 
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ceal from ourselves the fear that his weary spirit meant 
perhaps, like Lyeurgus, to stamp the seal of his eorpse 
upon his assurance that we were January's sons, and, 
moreover, on our oath to hi; good, and on that of the 
Prince to obey my lirothei-s, tii.l lie should return. 

" Weep not so sorely, Victor," said I ; "it ia not, after 
all, yet certain." He quietly dried hit- eyes, and merely 
said : •' We will, then, now go to the island, — -it is .already 

We went along, far, far aside from the spotted weeping- 
birch, which threw its 1oru-off leaves toward the 'wasted 
remains of the great man. Victor could not look that 
way for sorrow ; hut I looked with a chill trembling where 
it away ed in the serene 1 light -heavens. Not until after 
some days, when Victor had become happier, had the 
dust of Emanuel contracted itself again, as it were, into 
a pale form, and erected itself out on the burial-green, 
and opened wide its anus for its old darling, — and Victor 
moaned and pined, and sought vainly to press the white 
shaiknv to his dying breast. 

He smiled sadly, an he sought to divert us and himself 
by the words, ;i Foolish man ducks like a bird, if calam- 
ity only approaches him from afar off." His tears made 
him a blind man, and Flamin and I were his guides ; 
nevertheless he greeted in his pain a night-express. 

I have said nothing (for I cannot) of the garden of 
termination, of 1 the withered scene of faded, leafless days 
<rf joy. 

Over the stubble and over the chrysalides of night-but- 
terflies (the jugglers of future spring-nights), and over 
the steadfast, subterranean winter sleep, swept the soli- 
tary night-winds. — Ah, man might well think, "Breezes, 
come ye not hither over graves, over precious, precious 
graves ? " — 
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I said, " How slender is the pale-green interval of 
earth between human bodies and human skeletons!" — 
Victor said, "Ah, Nature has so much repose, and why 
has our heart so little ?" 

It was near midnight. The heavens glitfered nearer 
to the earth ; the Swan, the Lt/re, ttercuks,* beamed 
from, where they had gone down through another blue of 
heaven. Great heaven, — said every heart, — dost thou 
belong to the human spirit, dost thou one day receive it, 
or art thou only like the ceiling-picture of a minster, 
which hides the limiting walls, and opens out with colors 
the prospect of a heaven which does not exist? — Ah, 
every Present makes our sou] so small, and only a Future 
makes it. so great 

Victor was beside himself, and said again: "Eepose! 
neither joy nor sorrow can give thee, but only hope. 
Why is not all at rest within us, as around us?" 

At that moment the knoll of a shot, repeated by all 
the echoing woods, rang through the silent night, — and 
the Isle of Union swam up in the night-blue, and its 
white tempie hung over it, — and beside the r 
thicket, which grew up over the mouldering n 
youthful heart, nine slender flumes, which ran up on the 
nine crape-veils, shot up toward heaven, as if they were 
four, de j 'jk to a festival a? peace. 

Pale, hurrying, sighing, and silent, we touched the first 
shore of the island. The water was pricked up dry by 
the ground. The black Eastern gate had flung itself wide 
open, and leaned and hid ils wliite painted sun against 
the trees. Many funeral torches, on wliite lustres, at- 
tached themselves to the Eastern gate, went in through 

f Apollo, Emanuel; Hercules 
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the long green avenue, flickered over ruins, sphinxes, 
and marble torsos, arid ended darkly in the mourning- 
thicket 

Fluttering music of jEolian harps was permeated at 
the entrance hy long tones. Under the Eastern gate- 
way the blind one rested quietly and played joyously on 
his flute,— just as a dove flies into the thunder. 

He fell joyfully on the neck of his Victor, and said: 
"It is good that thou comest; a fall, still man has lain 
a quarter of an hour on my head, and ivept inlo my hand, 
and given me a leaf for thee." 

Victor snatched the lent'; if rend: "You have all sworn 
to fulfil my requests until such time ;is you hear my voice 
again; but uncover not the black marble." — His Lord- 
ship had given it to the blind son. .Victor cried : " O 
father! O father! I could not then make thee any requi- 
tal ! " and sank upon the breast of the son. He was 
about to tear himself away again, but the blind youth 
hung around him. and smiled with glad unconsciousness 
into the night. — "We hastened into the mourning- thicket, 

— and, hy the dim light of the two funeral torches that 
were burning down therein, we saw that a second grave 
had been scooped out there, the fresh earth of which lay 
near by, — that a, black marble covered the hollow, and 
that the- black dress of his Lordship peeped out a little way 
from the opening, and that in there he had killed himself. 

— And on his black marble stood, as upon the marble 
of his beloved, an ashy-pale heart, and below the heart 
stood in white letters the words : 

"It is at rest." 



THE END. 
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ADDITIONAL NOTES TO "TITAN." 

ELUCTANT to encumber the pages of a ro- 
! with more Noi.cs than seemed abso- 
lutely necessary, the present translator, in 
ing to the public his version of Titan, was 
(he has had reason to think) too chary of helps to the 
reader. Having, moreover, gained new light himself on 
some points since that translation was made and printed, 
he ventures to insert here (having a little spare space) a 
few explanatory or illustrative (occasionally corrective) 
Notes, principally to the Nrst volume of Titan, which has 
generally proved mine difficult than the second. 

[The translator's reason for giving such Notes here, 
rather than in a (possible) third edition df Titan, is that 
a great many more of the buyers of the lirst, editions of 
that work will also (may it not be presumed ?) buy Hes- 
perus than would be likely to see a third edition of Ti- 
tan ; and there-tore the present way of furnishing the addi- 
tional matter seemed to be the fairest lo all parties.] 



INTRODUCTORY AND GENERAL NOTE. 

"N a note to Vol. II. p. 174, occurs an allusion to certain 

. Comic Appendices to Titan. There is a special pood rea- 
i for recalling the j-cfkLcj-'s attention to that subject, inasmuch 
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as that appended mutter contains, slyly hid away by the wag- 
gish J. P., what, is general] i regarded as an important part of 
a work. These Comic A [:pi'.n,-;i:iOH contain apparently noth- 
ing essentially connected with the slory of Titan, but only sa- 
tirical hits at men and tilings in connection with the names of 
persons and planes that occur in the work. For the sake, how- 
ever, of one interesting thing found there (beside the aforesaid 
Preface), we will simply state that the " Comic Appendix 
ro TlTAN " consists of two (so-called) little volumes, the first 
of which ends with a " Prelacc lo Titan," and aliei' the second 
follows, as an '' Atipc-ndk to the First Comic Appendix of Ti- 
tan," a " Clavis FrcinrA_\A, sisu Leibgeiikiuaka" (Key 
to Fichle, or Leihimm; — T.oibgeber, alias Siebenkas, alias 
ciclioppc, being so much a quiz of the philosopher Fichte in 
the Titan itself). 

Tiie " Preface" is as follows: — 



"PREFACE TO TITAN. 

" I write it last, in ordi=r that it may not be read first. I 
will here leave the world free again, after 1 have had it in my 
service barely 2 hours 33 minutes and 36 seconds longer,* 
seeing that 1 have been in i.i.; service just so many years and 
months. Let it not begrudge me three words more ; that is to 

;t The first is my joy in the fact, that the readers, like chil- 
dren, have been obliged to eat' the bread, which they would 
not bite at the table, afterward. With a similar stroke of art 
I shall drive them into my future llogghig-cellars. For from 
this time forth no book of mine will appear without such an 
Appendix, — unless T send it out first and the work itself af- 
terward. — Has not everything on i.iiis Anglicized comet-ball 

* It is estimated tli:it one enn i'« ui '!''■ kiiii-rs ir, n second, consequently 
a moderate octavo i>:igs in K< seconds, then-hire an alphabet 1 in an 
hour 42 minutes 3-1 seconds. My book 1 assume to be one alphabet 
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its appendix [or -darfe], — the Universal German Library the 
dearest, the Almanac the cheapest ? — has not Robespierre his 
queue, — the comet of l 7(19, a tail or' forty million miles, — the 
Predicaments,* four Posl.predicamenls, — and Kant, his Fiehte? 

"The second last word is to beg the reader that he wilHiot 
rjuite yet — as T have hardly inn do a feeble beginning in my 
deliveries of Titan — draw two or three hundred conclusion? 
therefrom, but wail- lor l]io twentieth volume. The opus de- 
sires to be judged likti the moon, which rises bay-colored and 
swollen and cloudy, ami which one needs to allow half a night's 
time before expecting to find her on her bigli-elimbed path- 
way pure, white, and radiant. Modern romances easily get 
themselves into the greatest repute oil the appearance of their 
very first volume., because the) take no thought for the next 
morning (i. e. for the next volume), but enjoy the present; 
because they have not so much a plan ■ — and thereby, too, the 
pauses in the same, the episodes, are avoided — -as ten thou- 
sand plans, which they carry one one sifter the. other; so that the 
work, when one gets it at leuj.'th from the bookbinder, then 
and not till then, produces a good eifecl- and represents a 
whole; just as the army-worm appears to the vulgar to roll 
itself along magniiiee.nl ly in a lengrli of twelve ells, although it 
amounts only to an inch-deep procession of mere gnat-larva: 
(Lunar: O.puhi). My infusoria'., on the contrary, is entire, and 
yet is fed till it grows to a pant-snake, — but that is quite as 
wonderful. , 

" Third word. In every epic history there lie whole vol- 
umes full of morals, more than in a fable ; but not otherwise 
than in actual history, which is not the daughter of moral 
philosophy, hot liic mother, oi' whom every one ean beget such 
a daughter as he pleases, I find in the biographies which the 
Infinite One writes more poetry, more- poctie justice and jus- 
tification by motives, than in those which the heroes of the for- 
mer, like poor foois, semi In the press. A divine biography is, 
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besides, not only a little work of art, but. also s. part of an in- 
finitely groat one ; and we are all so bound to onr paths tliat 
one must be able, from the diurnal arc; of his life's epicycloid 
of the 988th power, to calculate the ellipse which humanity de- 
scribes around the immovable Tntuiitc; in other words, one ean 
(bold as it may sound) from the incidents of his forenoon infer 
much with regard to the next lliat will appeal in the newspaper. 
"Fourth last word. They still continue in Jena, Wenigcn- 
Jena, Jena-Fries nil;, and tin: surrounding localities, to moot 
the proposition, that a poet must, like a fly, travel along on 
transparent gauze-whig?, and nor, on any heavily bedizened 
pinions of the bird of paradise. The reader, they continue 
without metaphor, cannot at once fly ami carry; Pegasus can- 
not be a paekhorse ; still less may n poetic pinion like that 
of the angel alluded to have c//m, which at most can belong to 
the peacock's tail. Thereto 1 lately, while, attending Mo- 
zart's Znubr.Tjtiits, came mil with (lie striking answer, namely, 
the question : ' But (he opura. i;ood people V — ■ Must not here, 
1st, the genial jnterworkhig of all the instruments, as well as, 
what is quite as great, of all the aotois ; 2dly, the optical, 
and, 3dly, the acoustic imitation ; then, .-Itlily. the poetic com- 
position itself; ami finally and nllily, the splendor of the dec- 
Oration, — bead comprehended and enjoyed at once'? A build- 
ing in the five orders of architecture is easier lor you than one 
with gorgeous toliaeeous ornamentation ? The live wise vir- 
gins at once leave you wiser than one- foolish one? — Say, 
Jenaite ! But no ; write mi, find a happy journey home to you 
in rhis infernal cold I' 

" Since one word bezels another, and accordingly the fifth 
begets the sixth, I give my word with both, that to-day, 011 
which I say my last word and this nest, is to me no day of 
finding a cross, but of taking down from one. Is not to-day 
'Virgil's day, and are not the first volume of this work and the 
Erst and last -winter months over? — For tomorrow there 
blooms for me the morn of spring; namely, the first of Feb- 
ruary, the Sunday eve (_Sti>i!iri.lif;nd) 0: ("andlemas. Already 
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must many a freezing Gorman have with mc found In Febru- 
ary the aurora, of spring, at least in the rapid lengthening of 
the days. Hovers nut. alreadv in tin' cold ether out there the 
first vernal song, tin's f I j ■ — t fluttering lark '! Does not the. Wren 
climb and glide up along a black bough, dripping in the sun- 
shine, and chirp, warmly gilded with bright rays, his winter- 
solo ? Does not the returning sun re-bind my manuscript 
books with gilt edge* '? and has not my neighbor shoved up the 
slides of his beehives, that tin- merry bee-tribe may joyously 
fling themselves forth from the narrow, sultry prisons upon the 
fresh green, variegated, not with flowers, but with sunbeams, 
and creep about over it with vigor ? — Virgil, whose anniver- 
sary is to-day celebrated, on thy grave they break now only 
fictitious laund-tivig; ; but on tin; graves of the seasons ever 
fresh ones bloom after. — 

11 To-day snail, after a ling satirical ice-month of quarrelling, 
reconcile ine again l.o the times. Let my last and seventh 
word be, Peace ! u.h He also said it who snaky, the seven words 
on a more painful wood than my writing-table is. 

11 Peace be with the age ! - one should often exclaim to him- 
self,* As an annoying day docs not put us out in the hopes 
of our life, so neither should a. sulii'dng eeniury deprive us of' 
that hope wherewith, wo paint the fiir future. The pyramid 
of the age seems, like an ICgypthm one, to lift itself up, either 
to a narrow and sharp apex, or into completeness; but when 
one climbs it, the summit proves i.o be a roomy level. 

" Where a goal appears to us divine., there must the road 
also have been so ; because this was once thai, and that will be- 
come this. Well may we all be nearer to Thee, O Infinite 
One, than we know : — for Thou only canst know how near 
we are ; and wc live in Thee, not merely from Thee, just as 
our earth moves in the mid-!, of the atmo-phere of the sun's 
globe,f while if. seems only to revolve far off around his 
light." 

■ into himself, is the German. 

dipping of (tie earth i:::u the 
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Explanation of Title. — Aa regards the title of Titan, 

the translator has been Wrongly tempted to fall hack upon 
his first idea, thai Jean Paid hardly meant, after all, anything 
more definite by it than to express (lie magnitude of his aspi- 
ration in undertii king the work; and ikat, as Mr. Longfellow's 
"Hyperion" hint; at a book' nf the beautiful, so 'Ulan, like 
Hesperus, has a coiTospoiuiir.g, more moral than mythological 
reference, and signifies that, this was to be the author's Titanic 



NOTES TO VOL. I. 

Page xi. — By some slip or confusion of memory, the first 

and second editions were made to say, in the note, that Louisa, 
one of the four reigning .sisters to wluii.ii Titan is dedicated, 
lived in the Llba-ali^n War. This mistake probably arose 
from mixing up the h'rendi Re.Yolm.ion with Ivb'ruer*s august 
apostrophes to Louisa as guardian genius of her people in the 
later war for freedom. 

Page 2, line 8. "Wolfs tooth." — The tooth of a wolf or 
boar, or some other animal, was once used just as we use an 
ivory handle,, or (sometimes) the thumb-nail, to rub down 
smooth the paper from which ink-marks bad been erased.— 
Line 15. "Burning-glass" means hero properly a concave- 
mirror ( Brenn-sp ".■</<;( in German, —-there being another word, 
Brenn-j/ds, corresponding to our common burning and magni- 
fying glass). — Line 18. :1 Cutting hallow" ; concave grinding 
would seem a more scientific phrase, but the word hollow 
seianv.d necessary in carrying out tbc moral, allusion. 

Tage 5, line 27. — The reference is probably to Wilcke, who 
broached a new theory about magnetism, that of two fluids. 
(See art. in Encyc. Britan.) 

Page 5, line 81. "When it struck 23 o'clock."— The 
Italian clocks, though they indicate on the face up to 24, 
strike only to 12. 
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The above is a comparative (able of (ierman and Italian 
ways of reckon in g time, adapted to the latter half of Septem- 
ber. It ia taken l'nn:i (iocihr.'s halian Tour. He says: "The 
inner circle denotes ouv 24 ln-.urs. frail midnight to midnight, 
divided into twice 12, as we reckon, and our clocks indicate. 
The middle circle shows how the Italian flocks strike at the 
present season (namely, up to Id twice in M hours), but in such 
a way that it strikes I when it strikes 8 with us, and so on. . . . 
Finally, the outer circle show- how the 2-1 hours are reckoned 
in actual life. For example, I hear 7 o'eloek striking in the 
night, and know that midnight is at 5 o'clock ; I therefore de- 
duct the latter number from the former ami thus have 2 hours 
after midnight. Jf I hear Tin the day time, as I know that noon 
is at 5, 1 have 2 r. M. But 11" .1 wish to express the hour ac- 
cording to the fashion of this country, I must know that noon 
is 17 o'clock ; I add the 2, and get 1!) o'clock." It must have 
been, it would seem, then, in his mind that Albano would have 
"Counted up the tedious strokes." 

Page fi, line 16. "Juno Ludovici." — The fine colossal 
head known as the /. rj ■':,,-.■ i>-l Juno (Vi Murray spells it) in the 
Villa Lodovisi. 

Page 9, line 24. — " Kremnitz " is a town in Moravia. The 
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ducats coined there were of the very finest gold. — Line 24. 

"More lightly on her left arm," — and therefore ike old man 
teas not actuated -purely by the pious moiii:i-s vliich Albtmo gave 
him credit fur, but by v.ore jncrcenar;/ one*, — is the connect- 
infi link to be supplied betbro (.lift next clause. 

Page II, line IB. — " Mieromogas," — little giant. 

Page 19, line 13. — Bouverot, here called the German Gen- 
tleman (in German, (he lieu 1 . >(■!:<■ TIerr), was in reality a Teut- 
scher Ordensherr, or Teutonic Knight. The translator haa 
throughout simply called him the Ceiitterncn, merely, however, 
by a sort of jiimecul, parliamentary etiquette, and not, of 
course, as if the word defined his technical standing. The 
reader will please bear this in mind. 

Page 19, note. — He was also nicknamed i'et.er de Mulieri- 
bus. He was a fine painter, but a coarse-grained scapegrace. 
Was born at Haerlem in 1637. Went to Italy, and from Calvin- 
ist became Papist. Was famous tor his animals and landscapes. 
In Italy he fell in love with a woman, and, as lie already Lad 
a wife, he sent for her to conn' lo iiini, and then caused her to 
be murdered on the road. He was arrested and sentenced lo 
be hung, but, in ihe confusion oon a (jipM. , -t:r, on the breaking out 
of some war, escaped, and died in 1701. 

Page 20. — The translator confesses himself in the dark 
(with a scholarly German friend also) as to the process which 
may have been pm-sued by Don G.ispard with that German 
debauchee. It nifty simply he that Ga^pard operated on the 
man by holding out worldly induoomenls to make him play 
toe ji.-i.ijit . find ilicn, lj) 'li-a;i|:oiic"ii^ them, >!':: mm to sink 
back again to his real character. 

Page 21, line 7. — The Pasmduo was a mutilated statue, so 
called from a cobbler who had his shoo near it, and was al- 
ways quizzing and caricaturing passers-by. After his death, 
the Statue, which had come to he neatly buried in the ground, 
was dug up, and people said, •' Here is old Pasquin come to 
life again I" When any one wanted to satirize a public or 
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private enemy, ha would aflix hi? lampoon secretly to the 
Taiquin statue. The statue of Marforio, apposed to be that 
of a river-god, which, about the otid of the sixteenth century, 
was placed near the Capitol, was made the vehicle of replying 
to the attacks of. Pasquin. 

Page 22, line 10. — Tf any one would see how queeriy Jean 
Paul used his queer knowledge, -.- what 

Into =ome:i-,i!-'g rare and strange," 
the driest material " suffered " in passing over the ocean of his 
fantasy, — let him read the article in Bayle's Dictionary on 
Gaspar Scioppius. Scioppius, a German critic, philologist, and 
controversialist, eijualh remarkable for acumen and acrimony, 
was born in 157(1; had a precocious youth ; changed from a Prot- 
estant to a Catholic, and wrote bitterly against his old friends, 
and even against the King (if England ; then became equally 
bitter against the Jesuits ; and, after a life of (-(instant quarrel- 
ling with living and dead scholars (for he charged even Cieciu 
with barbarous Latin), " lie died," -ays a biographer, " univer- 
sally hated and hating," in If>49. One of his opponents called 
him the "Grammarian Cur." — As Jean Paul makes his 
Schoppe call hiinx/l.f Ti.tnJ.ar l.mrurkm. Sic, it may be worth 
mentioning that tin; liisl.oricnL .t^ t m ] ) [ i i 1 1^- bad die following titles: 
"Patrician of Rome, l\iigji( ol Sf. Peter, Counsellor to the 
Emperor, Counsellor to the King of Spain, Counsellor to 
the Archduke, Count Palatine, and Count de Clara Valle " 
(CM™*). 

Page 25, line 21.— Trembley led the way in the aetual study 
from life of the Polype r.r i ; ■ 1 ■ , particularly the hydra. " Some- 
times two polypes will seize on the same worm ; and most 
amusing is it then to witness the struggle, that ensiles, some- 
times resulting in the swallowing of the weaker polype by 
the stronger, which, however, is soon disgorged with no other 
loss than his dinner." " If the body be halved in any direc- 
tion, each half grows into a pcrteet hydra." " When a polype 
is introduced by the tail into another body, the two unite and 
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form one. individual; and when a bead is lopped off, it may 
safely be engrafted on the. body of imy other which may chanee 
to want one." " A polype, out transversely in throe parts, re- 
quires four or five days in summer, and longer in cold weather, 
for the middle pieee to produce a head and tail, and the tail 
part to get, a body and head." — ■ Enf/iifk f.'yvlt/p. 

Page 2(i, linn 23. — The pillions spoken of are the common 
house-pigeons. (In German, Fh'i/-\;iube : pigeons that go in 
flocks, — which misled the translator in the first edition to call 
them mild pigeons,) 1 am (old (hat Joan Paid is here really 
picturing his own traits too. For instance, it is said he would 
not look in at a shop-door in passing, lost he should hold out 
promi.-es which he was nor. going 10 poiiorm. 

Page 27, line 22. — "Snow-ball" (In German, Kugel : globe, 
— ball being the word used where the snoie-ball of the school- 
boys is meant.) 

Page SI, line 10.— Gold wedges, — " the golden wedge of 
Ophir." In the first edition the word Stufen was rendered 
steps. But it has ai.-o a 'eidrnk-al mo a r.in;; of ore in masses or 
strata. 

Page 35, line 32. — Otto Guerike, who was born at Magde- 
burg in 1602, and died in 1 CtiiS, invented ike air-pump and the 
barometer. The Wetter niiinnehi.ol » : ;ii a little man on the top 
of the clout, for instance, wdio came out in fair weather and 
went in in foul ; or one in a bottle with a skin cover, who rose 
and sunk according to the pressure of the atmosphere. (See 
the Bubbles of Nassau.) 

Page 38, line 13. — If Gaspard was simply a Knight of the 
Fleece, Jean Paul would seem to have taken a liberty in dec- 
orating him. " The doeoniiien of the C'ni'-d Master is a chain 
composed of alternate Hints and rays of steel, with the golden 
fleece fastened in the middle. The Kvights wear a golden 
fleece on a red ribbon." — Line 17. Dragons and basilisks 
are Loth amphllki in ihe strict sense, only the two dwelling- 
places of the former are air and land, and of the latter water 
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and land. The basilisk lias a mpnibranons bag on the back of 
his head which can ho filled with air ;it pleasure, and also a 
spinal firi along bis ba;-A, which aday.t iiiui to swimming. 

Page 43, line 16. — The flower on behind the stag is the 
hunter's name for tail. 

Page 44, line 11.—" Bei-taW does not mean here, as an 
English reader might [inline, thy ibn< -board, but the cord 
hanging down like a bell-rope befe.ro the no.se of the sleepor, 
by which old or feebly persons (in Germany) used to raise 
themselves out of bed. Tn the Eighth Dog-Post-Day of Hes- 
perus, Victor is rep r evented as raising himself slowly by the 
bed-tassel out of bud, which he usually left with a spring. 
One would think it would need mechanical aid to hoist the 
fevered frame from iw/fer a German feather-bed. 

Page 47, line 25. — The pi/iinr/ of Hchoppc was simply with 
Ms vhul [dpp. ; the 'rkulh: one is said to Kit when he drinks. 

. Page IS, line M.. — " Dissolving " is nut qnite strong enough. 
The idea is, that, as ships have their bolts drawn out by the lode- 
stone and fall apart, so thy senses fall apart as man sinks to 
slumber. 

Page 52, line 24.— AJkr-Siumtu: means, strietly, moc/;- voice. 

Page 59, line 10. — " Cellini's History"; i. e. probably Goe- 
the's translation el' Hen 1 dime's Autobiography. 

Page SO, line 18. — "Dog-1'ost-Day" is the title of the chap- 
ters of Hesperus, a former work of Jean Paul's, which he pre- 
tends io have composed on an island in some Indian Ocean, 
the materials being brought to liim by a dog who swam over 
from the mainland with (he biiske! ron'aining them in his 
teeth; and the days of the dog's arriving with fresh material 
were called Doy-Pust-Days. 

Page 61, line 19. — The '■' chiffrc linritd" is the common 

Page 62, line 15. — " Veimers," — so Jean Paul spells it. 
" Vehmic (or Felooic) courts were secret tri Jamais, established 
in Germany in the Middle Ages, terrible from the secrecy with 
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which they can-hid ml U:e:L" pioeer.>di'i;;s. ;i.~ '.veil as from their 
organization and the e.Nttmt of their authority. The members, 
who at one time, am said (o have, amounted to not less than 
one hundred thousand, were bound by a horrible oath to se- 
crecy, and to obey and tarry out the laws of the order. These 
tribunals are said (o have nrijoeaied v.iiU (Jliar.lemagne; but it 
was not till the thirteenth century that they reached their 
greatest prominence. The lawlessness and anarchy which 
prevailed at that lime ir;u i: Un-ni work lo do, and they gathered 
strength in the performance of it. They were professedly 
established to suppori virtue and honor ; but there is no doubt 
they were often perverted to the gratification of private mal- 
ice and tyranny. Westphalia mi- the p-eat centre of their 
jurisdiction, and was hence termed the Eed Land." See 
Wigand's FehmgnrirlUc We.-lpl/dsiis, 1827. A very good pop- 
ular account of this court may also be found in. Markham's 
History of Germany, Chap. XXI. (Supplement). — Line 17, 
" Pointeurs." See note to p. 221. 

Page S3, lino 12. — The am hoi 1 refers here, to a process of 
slipping oil' the. onler eoiiliu^ of the quill by soaking it in boil- 
ing water. 

Page 64, line 12. " Wooden lugs." Spindle-shanks would 

better express the author's slur. — Line 26. The cul de Paris 
js what is ta'lmi'iiiliy enileil ilie hisho/j or buttle. 
■Page 76, line 26. — "Plying [i. c. transient] teachers" 
(Journeymen'). 

Page 80, line 32. " Ah, what bliss," &c. — Compare a 
passage in Faust (p. b'i in iVoo^.-'s t^u.shition), beginning, 
" O for a wing," &e. 

Page 82, line 17. " Fatal." — This German word is hard 
to translate here. Perhaps pitiyiiy or <:er,fo>mded would help 
give the idea. 

Page 84, line 14..— "The lost son" means of course the 
Prodigal Son. 

Page 86, line 5. "Diabolically possessed," — "des Teufels 
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auf Biindcr." Literally, "the- Devi] on ribbons"; or, as we 
should soy, '/t;ritli mi. ribbons. 

Page 87, line 2. — J can rani may well have, recalled his 
own sore experience on the subject of queues. See his biog- 
raphy, as referred to in Carlyle's article on Uichter. — In the 
next paragraph, " the everhisiing iTOriie " is. in German, the 
persistent Mcecenn.% — alluding to Albano's lavishing of his 
patronage on the blind girl. -- In the next paragraph, the 
translator is responsible jbr the play on the word monkey; 
Jean i^iul having simply Cst/nw/iinades. 

Page 92, line 7. — A music-pen is an instrument for ruling 
five parallel lines at once. 

Page 93, line 28. — "Heal terrilion '' (or terriiieaiion) is 
explained in a note to Vol. IT. p. 1. 

Page S3, line 1. — The special kind of Jloor which Jean 
Paul's fancy calls up is the tkre*/--iitt/-i\<x>r. — Line 7. In re- 
gard to' the "leather aprons," it may be proper to mention 
that miners, to whom the musicians had been compared on the 
previous page-, wear them behind. 

Page 98, line 30. — " The new commission "; i. e. the newly 
appointed tutor, Falte.rlo. 

Page 100, line 15. — " Pump- chambers " is a figurative ex- 
pression here for top-boots — Line 21. The word rendered 
"chub" may mean tadpole. 

Page 101, line 23. — A "pike o«/o«r" (fow meaning wen) 
is simply a linked pike. 

Page 10 2, line (i. — " Shop-beeper " liere does not mean the 
man who keeps shop, but an article that keeps the shop ; i. e. 
remains on the shelf as unsalable lumber. "Keep" is used 
in the same sense- as when we say one /.caps his bed or keeps 
house when sick. — "Paste-eels" are minute creatures found 
on scraping awav the pasd.: from lenii.']' (lie binding of an old 
book. . 

Page 103, line 13. " St. John." — See Mrs. Jameson's Po- 
etry of Legendary Art, Vol. 1. p. 1G8. " St. John had a tame 
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partridge, which In' cherished \:\: ich ; and lie amused himself 
with feeding and tending it. A certain huntsman, passing by 
with his bow and arrows. »a; astonished to see the great Apos- 
tle, so venerable f«r his age and saneihy, engaged in such an 
amusement. The: Aposile asked liiin if he always kept iris 
bow bent. He answered, unit would be the way to render it 
Useless. 'If,' replied St. John, 'you unbend your bow to pre- 
vent its being useless, so do I thus unbend my mind for the 

Page 107, line 18. " Wehmeier's." — Jean Paul uses here 

the old-fashioned doable jyjni!i\e, Wclnneiir's seiner (Wcli- 
meier's's) like irar antiq-iated !nsn<:-i>, which we still sometimes 
hear from the lips of old people. 

Pago 111, line 38. — "The history of countries"; i.e. of in- 
dividual countries, — the beginnings, g., with that of one's 
own eoisnlry ns ;i efntiv. and uoini;- backward. 

Page 112, line 26. — Earwlein was the founder of a Bible- 
establishment for (he printing and diffusion of the Scriptures. 

Page 113, line 9. — Founder/:, or perhaps a gallery of casts. 

Page 114, line 12. — His uVii.ieh!s (Hi upon the Middle- 
mark. This was one of the three Miirehos (hence the words 
Marquis and Marchioness), — Alt-Mark, Neii-Mark, and Mittel- 
Mark, — in whieli lasl Berlin was, and Frederick lived. 

Page 114, line IB. — Christoph Schemer, a German math- 
ematician and astronomer, eminent for being one of the first 
who discovered spots on the sun (in 1011, a few months after 
Galileo), was born at Wald, near Mundelheim, in Swabia, in 
1575, and died in 1660. 

Page 116, line 9. " Partner." — In the German, Moitistimi, 
a somewhat hard word, apparently of Jean Paul's own coining, 
from the French moitie. 

Pago 123, line 25. — Aldert van, Everdlngen, a celebrated 
Dutch painter of wild and rugged lur.dseapes, was born at Alk- 
maar in 1621, and died in 1675. " Some of his fine forests are 
extremely true and picturesque." — John van Huysum, born at 
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Amsterdam hi 1682, '' was the most eminent painter of flowers 
and fruits in the eight.eerit.li eeniairy. Every term of panegyric 
that language eati I'uMiish has heen lavished, and with justice, 
on his productions, lie seems to have dived into the mys- 
teries of Nature, to represent the loveliest and most brilliant 
of In 1 .)' crwiiioKrf with r;ii liii' nia;;ie <>* lier oivji pencil. His 
flowers, however, nee more henuiinil and true to nature than 
his fruits," 

Page 124, line 33. " Leaves of her heart," — Literally, bow- 
ever, keart4eaves, ;i lecbuieal term in botany. 

Page 134, line 17. — That is, by this course which he bad 
now adopted, he, put himself beyond the reach of those severe 

Paste 1 Si, line. 11.— " MiivnmriiLg " i J hardly strong enough 
here to give tiro foree of the jiiantj-mMminr/ German word Irau- 
emd, " Roaring " would eome nearer to it. 
Page 136, line 17: — 

" 'T is bettor to have loved and lost, 
Thau never to have loved at all." 

Tens 1 son. 
" 0, in this chilly world, too fast 

'['lie (Willi 1 ig lii'.iiil ]nirsm;.i our youth! 
T'.i:: e: 1 I111 che:. tc<l to the iast 

Titcti lose 1 Jit: glurif.'ii.-i licpe of tni tii! " 

Fanny Kemblk. 

Page HI, 2d note. — The meaning seems to be, that strips 
of gold-foil were hung up to flutter round and frighten the 
birds, just as our fanners han a: up strips, of tin for scarecrows. 

Page 146, line 3. "She kept," &c. — There is something 
very obscure here. For tin; German reads that the old Prin- 
cess made this comparison ,; im \ Valine der YHi'sehwi.ste.rung " 
(under the illusion or in a fancy of relationship). Now Eleo- 
nore knew that, this was her son Albano ; because, in the letter 
she wrote to him t!iat day and lair! np (see Vol. II. p. 493), 
she says, " To-day I iinve seen ;hee. again," ha. May the moan- 
ing be, then, that Eleonore tried to imagine by looking at the 
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children that Albano might be a relative of hers ? Or had 
Richter forgotten that. tHeminre knew mho Albano was, and 

(Inns the hmuiH llnirmnif. ilnriviiat here ? 

Page 157, line 33. — The cane ; more exactly, the pike. 

Page 1.53, line 20. ■■■ - " Adopt. " is rather too strong a word. 
" Take an interest in tlu.'in " is all the original requires. 

Page 164, line 4. — We use tlie phrase :i within four walls" 
as synonymous with l; in a room " ; ami in this case there would 
be three rooms or Imlr.e. walls (oar oL' J. P.'s trivial niceties). 

Page 168, line 21. — The fat-eye (erophihalmy it was 
wrongly rendered in the first editions) means such little glob- 
ules of fat as show tli erase Ires, for instance, on the surface of 
bmiilli, or marrow boiled down. 

Page 169, line 7. — As army-dotl) shrinks when wet, so 
Malt grows thin and tails away under the soaking of his' tears. 

Pago 176, line 2. " It is a sin," &c. — There is a degree of 
obscurity in this sentence arising from llic elliptical and allu- 
sive style Jean I'aal employs ; bat the '■ innocent conditions " 
seems to mean the extent to which oae may safely go in tier- 
tain pleasures. Surgeons attend at the rack to tell how far 
torture may be carried without producing death;* but no 
physician is at hand to tell the poor prince how much he may 
enjoy without killing himself. 

Page 177, line 11. — "Scholar-like"; more properly, tyro- 
like. The Germans hardly have a word corresponding to our 
scholar as meaning a scholarly man. Their Sdiiiler means a 
learner, not one who is learned. 

Page i 73, line 7. — " Sprinkled 'dm wi:h rose- vinegar " ; i. e. 
gcn'.ly rebuked his moral indifference. 

Page 178, line A. — • I.uigi's father was lying on the coffin- 
board (or bier) ; arid L. himself was in that, state of stupidity, 
thick-head edn ess, and brazen-i'acedness which the proverb de- 
scribes : " Er hat ein Bret vor dem Kopf." 

Page 181, line 28. — " Fire- monads," or, more exactly, ftre- 
« See Vol. II. p. 7i. 
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moles ; described in Llie (icniin ivoi-ks ?s jh/tcr-rotlie Muiter- 
m&.er (fiery-red mavkf. inlnn'xd from ;i mother). 

Page 184, line. 7. — " Leading-hounds," — or pointers, which 
gives rather mom effect lo the surprise produced by saying, 
after the dash, instead of noses, — ears. — The allusion to le 
Cain of course has a double meaning, referring not only to the 
actor, bnt to the wicked and murderous brother. 

Page 188, line 12. — ■ " L'hap-sagcr," .sap-sago, — derived 
from two words, meaning scraped cheese. 

Page 188, line 21. — When children in Germany are set 
at a little side.-Ui.bie, they are said to ■■ sitzen am Katz-tische." 
These expressions come from the custom of giving the cat a 
side-bit while the dinner is going oil. — Line 31. The Ephraim- 
ite was a coin named ui'Ler one JOphraim, a Jew, who alloyed 
the legal eoin of the Empire. The counterfeit was readily 
to be deteeted by suspending the piece in wine, the acid of 
which acted upon ".In: spurious element, ami turned the metal 
black. 

Page 197, line 2. " Te_\ l'liitsECirrKWS." — In allusion, 
of course, to the number the Christians are estimated to have 
suffered under the Unman Emperor. 

Page 203, line 25. "The gossiping letter." — Geoalter'S' 
brief (godfather's letter), a request to her to stand as god- 
mother. 

Page 211, line 1. — -A Spanish n:ai' ir.^ar.s a temporary par- 
tition put up to make two rooms of one. 

Page 213, line 27. — " Sun-pa.th." used here in the astro- 
nomical sense 1 and figuratively. " Sweet moon, I thank thee 
for thy sunny beams 1" say- I'ynurms. — -In line 12 occurs again 
that peculiar word fmd, which does no: bear exactly our sense, 
but means ugly, disagreeable, &c. 

Page 215, line 15. — "Ho can't count more than five," is a 
proverb expressing didness or stupidity. 

Page 21 7, line 17.--" Conditions " ; i. e, apprentices, hires. 

Page 218, line 8, — "A box of letters " ; i. e. a case - of type. 
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Page 219, line S. — The time of the Infliction among the 
Romans was that wherein tin; people weffl summoned (indict- 
ed) to pay a certain tribute. — -The Romish or Papal Indic- 
tion, which is that used in the Pope's Inill, begins on the first 
of January. 

Page 221, bottom. (Faro is said to derive its name from 
Pharaoh, whose imago was formerly on one of the cards.) 
— " The banker turns up the cards Irian a complete pack, one 
by one, laying them first to liis right for the bank, and then to 
his loft for the pnuii.r (or player, so i.-alloc.t from the Italian 
pun/are), till all the cards arc dealt out. The banker wins 
when the card equal in points to that on which the stake is 
set turns up on hi; r":;-ht li::,:ui, l.n:t loses when it is dealt to the 
left." 

Page 224, line 13. "A round pearl." — Zahl-perle means 
strictly a pearl (hat is counted, not weighed. 

Page 225, line 81. — The translator was not Bute whether 
the abbreviative H. prefixed to these names meant Ileilige or 
Harm; and he chose the former, merely because the author 
calls them disciples. 

Page 242, line 11. — Ilirtclfcid ('".'roiieously translated 
dmir-Jtdd) is a proper name, of a writer quite obsolete now, who 
lived from 1742 to 1792, and wrote a work on country life. 
Richter says that Lilar is not like a page out of Ilirschfeld 
(made to order). 

Page 24;!, line 23. — Of the " wild Ccrmander," old Thom- 
as Johnson says in his Historie of Plants, 1333, " The floures 
be of a gallant blew co!o:ir, standing orderlie on the tops of the 
tender, spriggy spraies." 

Page 246, line 3. — Castor and Pollux were brothers of 
Helen ; and, according So one tradition, all were born at once, 
being children oi' Zens and l.i;ua. Hor/ice calls them 



Page 248, " 4S" cycle." — It was apparently i 
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of Jean Paul's, making two 43d cycles, and it was left so in all 
the editions. 

Page 232, line IS. " Sad-cloak." — A butterfly called the 

Tmuennantd, or mourning mantle. 

Page 2G2, line 2G. — Blazing sea ia a bold figure. Perhaps 
lotting would be nioiv appropriate to tlio outer element, though 
not to Albano's inner emotion. 

Page 267, line 4, — " Voice " means here vote. 

Page 272, lino 22. — There is a trick of language here, 
wbieh cannot be given in translation, but only in explanation, 
The idea ia that Sohoppe was turning (or rather twisting) 
something similar to what the children were making; namely, 

pression for that symbolic art of pressing the thumb to the 
nose. and stretching the iinccrs into the air with a whirling 
motion, to convey the idea of having outwitted the person 
pointed at. The gesture is described very elaborately in one 
of Manyatt's novels; and Bon Gualtier, in his parody of 
Locksley Hall, speaks of '■ cofi'iie-milliug (rare and sorrow, with 
a nose-adapted thumb." 

Page 284, line 7. — " Shut up," literally crooks up, as a 
prisoner is doubled up by fetters. 

Page 285, line 9. — The « Charles " referred to is Chta-le- 
magne. " Sacramcntarian " is strictly the English of Sacra- 
mentierer ; but the word Srboppe uses is Swramenter, which 
may mean one who says Sucranvart .' (a vulgar oath). Or it 
mi:_f|ii be translated hero "a. poor curse." 

Page 286, second note, — Subscription is called in German 
jrra:nu:neriu'um, because the subscribers are numbered, or the 
money counted out, beforehand. 

Page 291, line 6. — This docs not fully express the cere- 
mony, which consisted in ci-cakir;;' ihe iishnet in pieces, and 
dinging them in upon the coffin. 

Page 298, line 17. — "Awaiting his sword," which he had 
been obliged to leave behind on entering. 
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Page 2SI9, line 11. " Paper dragon." — The German name 

for ii child's kite. 

Page 301, line 31. Properly rendered, "What will he — 
you ? " — -The mechanic, thinking at first he was addressing 
one of his own class, used the ill miliar " he," then, recognizing 
his mistake, he ehaiii!ed in ro (lie move respectful "yon." 

Vngc 30G, line 9. — " Whipped " is too strong an expression. 
The meaning is, that, the pnnishmeiii having been commuted 
to a mere grazing of the neck- with a rod (twig), the penitent 
had died under the stroke by the elli.'tt of imagination ; — as is 
said to have actually occurred in the case of a beadle at a 
German university, whom the si udenLs. niter a mock-trial, pre- 
tended they were going Lo execute, and, having laid his head 
on the block, simpLy sen it: k it with a, sausage, when to their 
horror he died of pure fright. 

Page 313, lino i. — It was not a chocolate mill, but a twirl- 
ing stick to stir chocolate. — Line 8. "Support"; i. e. to 
lay paper on for writing. 

Page 312, line 33. — Riehter has, not. " Russia," but Saanen. 

Page 327, line 7. — "Bleeds" lo death, is the force of the 

Page 32!>, line 32. " Just then," &u. — Compare a passage 
in Kichter's " New Year's Xight of an Unhappy Man." 

Page 335, line 10. — Jordan- or pa.per-almonds are those of 
which 1 1 ii: shell is scraped to the thinness of paper. 

Page 337, line 15. — The " touching ambiguity " spoken of 
cannot be expressed in the English trans', a I ion. ' It lies in the 
fact that Albano's last three words, as sainas ivird, may mean 
either " When it becomes his," or " When his Is so " ; i. e. my 
heart will be happy when his is so. 

Page 390, line 2. — The " English horsetails" are the Bob- 

Page 331, line 2. "Overstrained image." — Sather the 

strctnttari pictures (as pictures are stretched in framing). 

Page 392, line 5. — " Thickness " is a proper name; but 
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the translator has nor been able TO Irani anything of him, or 
of the fact here adduced on his authority. 

Pago 333, linn 18. "To dream and eitjay." — Instead of 
geniexxen, some edition* have r/eaest.n, to get well. 

Page 405, line 1 2. — The Scli:;ei,!/-r's din is the Schneiderian 
membrane, so tailed from its discoverer, Conrad Victor Schnei- 
der, who was born in 1610, was Professor of Medicine and 
Physician to the Elector, and in 16G0 wrote a treatise, "De 
Catairhis," in ?ix hook-, devoted chiefly to an anatomical de- 
scription of the cavities of the nose. 

Page 42!}, line 14. ■ — The literal meaning of this bold figure 
is, "It struck e pile plica I iy, till they bled, the limbs of the inner 



Page i;iii.line 22. — The !iiii'.-/:is./it:i- means 

Page 465, line 18. — The "seven pleasure-stations " allude 
to the stations in the Catholic Church, which are a series of 
pictured scenes in the life of Christ, bolero which the devotee 
successively pauses. They correspond here to the " Point of 
View, 'Ho. 1," "Point of View, No. 2," and so on, which one 
meets in the neighborhood of certain grea: wonders of Nature, 
such a.- Niagara Falls. 

Pago 469, line 7. "The wain." — Query, Charles's Wain. 

Page -1 75, line 24. :i The golden splendor of the strings of 
joy." — One edition ha.- Ikr wlfk/i'; Seitrm- [instead of Saiten-] 
glanz der Fruuih,^" The golden side-gliinee of joy." 

Page 479, line 16. "The fiery rain," &o. — One edition 
has Wagen instead of Regen, — - the fiery chariot. 

NOTES TO VOL. II. 

Page 74, line -25, " The laughter-plant." — " The lllyrium 
Crow-fool," says Thomas Johnson, in his " History of Plants," 
p. 353, "in Greek, may be that kind of crow-foot called Apium 
ristis, and ■yfXwTonjurj [laughter-producing ] ; and this is 
thought to be that G'-'kiitipiiwIli of which Pliny maketh mention 
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